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1828 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  7,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — I  know  not  what  to  think  of  poli¬ 
tics.  Parliament  so  near  meeting.  Events  of  such 
importance  pending.  How  I  wish  there  was  another 
head  to  the  body ;  something  new,  respected  at  the 
head  !  Lord  Carlisle,  or,  if  he  would  not,  the  Duke  of 
Portland  ;  and  young  Stanley,  if  used  enough  to  busi¬ 
ness,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer.  In  the  Govern¬ 
ment  I  want  something  to  look  to,  to  be  admired  for 
the  present,  and  promising  for  the  future.  Whilst 
Goody  remains,  one  can  see  nothing  but  ridicule  justi¬ 
fied,  and  failure  apprehended. 

I  do  not  fear  the  Ultras,  because  you  have  all  such 
an  opinion  of  the  King’s  stoutness.  I  fear  nobody  but 
Goody,  and  do  not  understand  his  imbecility. 

Your  letters  are  most  amusing.  I  see  Windsor. 
What  for  Lady  Conyngham  out  of  spirits  ?  I  am 
curious  to  know.  I  am  quite  convinced  that  sense 
and  spirit  will  carry  us  through  this  new  I  don’t  know 
what. 

God  bless  you,  my  very  dearest  sister. 

VOL.  II.  B 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  11,  1828. 

My  dearest  sister, — Let  me  first  say  that  we  have 
heard  of  Lord  Goderich  being  at  Windsor,  so  here  we 
are  again  all  curiosity  and  suspense.  I  wait  for  Sunday 
with  the  utmost  impatience  in  hopes  of  the  fog  clearing 
up.  I  hope  that  the  sun  that  will  shine  forth  will  not 
be  an  Ultra-Tory.  My  answer  is  that  the  nerves  of  any 
given  man  are  stronger  than  Goody’s,  and  that,  as  you 
say,  in  some  cases  calmness  and  courage  come  with  the 
call  for  it,  and  that  in  every  other  respect  Lord  Carlisle 
is  so  entirely  fitted  for  the  situation,  so  uniting  under¬ 
standing,  high  rank,  unequalled  integrity,  and  moral 
worth  and  universal  respect  and  consideration,  that  it 
is  impossible  a  wish  should  not  incline  that  way.  Mot 
to  forget  that  the  first  is  not  the  most  arduous  or 
wearing  role.  But  this  will  probably  cease  to  be  a 
question  when  my  letter  reaches  you,  and  I  only  wish 
to  state  my  opinion  with  its  grounds.  There  is  one 
change  in  the  siecle,  remarkable  everywhere.  Greedi¬ 
ness  for  place  seems  exchanged  for  a  dread  of  it,  and 
the  difficulty  everywhere  is  to  man  the  boat. 

Monsieur  de  la  Ferronnays,1 'and  Madame  de  Mar- 
tignac,2  cry  all  day,  and  Ultras  partout  seem  to  be  the 
only  creatures  grasping  at  high  situations. 

I  cannot  say  how  anxious  I  am  to  hear  what  is 
decided,  and  my  dread  is  of  hearing  nothing  on  Sunday, 
but  that  the  King  was  not  well  enough  to  see  the  old 
lady. 

Miguel  must  have  been  better  amused  with  you 
than  with  us.  I  never  go  out,  my  cold  is  still  enough 

1  The  Comte  de  la  F erronnays  became  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs  in 
the  Martignac  Ministry,  which  had  just  been  formed. 

2  It  is  sad  to  think  that  Madame  de  Martignac,  the  widow  of  the  most 
deserving  Prime  Minister  during  the  Restoration,  was  reduced  to  accept 
in  1853  a  small  pension  kindly  granted  to  her  by  Louis  Napoleon. 
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tor  a  pretest,  and  the  Carnaval  slides  by  me  like  the 
Seine.  I  receive  visits  in  the  evening  which  amuse 
me,  and  the  conversation  of  such  men  as  Pozzo,  Mole, 
etc.,  is  historical,  and  gives  me  an  interest  in  French 
politics  which  I  never  had  before.  They  talk  here  of 
the  impossibility  of  going  on  without  added  strength, 
and  where  that  is  to  be  looked  for  is  a  speculation  as 
in  England. 

The  Eormanbys  were  here  for  a  few  days.  She  is 
good,  amiable,  and,  above  all,  sweet-tempered  and  good- 
natured,  and  he  is  the  best  of  creatures ;  but  there  is 
something  wanting  in  both  to  give  dignity  to  their 
merits,  and  liking  them  both  as  much,  one  is  surprised 
at  not  admiring  them  more  ;  often  clever,  often  pretty, 
there  is  something  wanting — the  ensemble  is  not  com¬ 
plete,  not  sufficiently  supported,  a  want  of  interest  in 
the  story. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  January  11,  1828. 

You  do  not  know  the  pleasure  it  gives  me  to  see 
your  handwriting.  I  thought  it  was  political,  and  was 
almost  relieved  to  see  Chatsworth  and  to  know  you  out 
of  the  way  of  the  present  worry  and  suspense. 

I  do  hope  that  something  decisive  will  now  be 
settled  ;  anything  is  better  than  the  sort  of  suspended 
rickety  state  we  are  now  in.  It  is  the  same  here,  and 
when  all  over  the  world  questions  of  such  interest  are 
pending,  it  is  sad  that  Governments  should  all  be  put 
in  for  repairs. 

I  had  heard  nothing  of  poor  Baron  Delmar.  I 
hope,  if  the  report  is  true,  that  she  will  find  herself 
well  provided  for  ;  and  then  it  is  not  a  calamity,  for  he 
can  have  enjoyed  little  happiness,  and  her  attachment 
cannot  have  been  more  than  duty  and  gratitude.  I 
have  seen  Miss  Rumbold,1  very  nervous  but  very 
1  Madame  de  Dekuar’s  sister. 
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happy.  She  has  caught  a  Chevalier  St.  Clair  of  a 
good  family,  de  qnoi  vivre,  one  child  of  lour  years  old, 
good-looking,  the  image  she  tells  me  of  the  Emperor 
Alexander,  fond  of  reading,  singing  well,  with  a  chateau 
in  the  south  of  France.  He  liked  her  twelve  years  ago, 
thought  she  liked  another,  married,  lost  his  wife,  down 
the  middle  and  back  again  to  her  feet.  They  only  wait 
for  Sir  William  Rumbold’s  return,  to  marry.  I  have 
sent  her  your  letter,  and  asked  her  to  come  and  see  me 
that  I  may  sonder  about  her  cachemire.  I  am  quite 
disgusted  with  the  ill-nature  of  French  and  English 
about  it.  Instead  of  a  most  natural  feeling  of  pleasure 
at  her  being  extricated  from  a  miserable  situation, 
nothing  but  sneers.  All  the  old  stories  about  Septeuil 
raked  up,  her  age  exaggerated — in  short,  spite  and 
ill-nature  in  all  its  shapes  ;  and  this  the  more  odd, 
because  there  is  nothing  brilliant  enough  in  her  fate  to 
excite  envy.  It  makes  me  long  for  the  ceremony,  as, 
without  knowing  him,  I  have  fears  of  his  being  a  man 
to  be  influenced  by  somebody  or  something. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  January  18,  1828. 

No  courier  from  England.  This  is  really  a  little 
trial  of  patience,  coming  as  it  does  at  a  moment  of  such 
anxiety  and  suspense.  Granville  is  just  returned  from 
La  Eerronnays.  Their  mail  is  not  arrived.  The  weather 
has  been  delicious  and  perfectly  calm,  and  I  begin  to 
think  Governments,  posts,  all  the  regular  order  of  things, 
are  at  an  end.  It  is  impossible  to  do  anything  but 
watch  and  listen.  To-day  is  dark  and  rainy.  Nothing 
can  be  more  cheerless  than  the  aspect  of  things.  I  will, 
however,  try  to  write,  though  physically  and  morally  it 
is  difficult. 

The  Government  here  are  to  meet  the  Chambers  as 
they  are,  the  difficulties  of  deriving  strength  from  either 


1828 


TO  T1IE  DUKE  OF  DEVONSHIRE 


5 


party  having  been  found  insurmountable.  I  will  keep 
my  letter  open  in  the  hope  of  being  able  to  finish  it  with 
our  post  from  England  arrived.  I  am  sure  you  will  pity 
us  for  this  contretemps.  The  only  courier  that  has  failed 
since  we  first  arrived  on  the  Voorliout.  Every  moment 
it  seems  to  me  more  extraordinary  that  the  well-known 
rumble  of  the  courier’s  caleche  ne  se  fait  pas  sentir. 

I  begin  to  think  there  is  to  be  no  administration, 
king,  lords,  or  ladies,  and  a  stop  to  all  foreign  relations. 
I  see  nobody  but  the  embassy  and  Lord  Seaford,  which 
is  a  comfort,  as  we  are  all  in  the  same  frame  of  mind. 

Three  o’clock. — Twenty-three  hours  in  the  fog  was 
the  wretched  courier  at  sea,  my  adored  sister.  It  is  a 
disappointment  to  know  nothing.  Mr.  Huskisson  says 
nothing  can  be  decided  till  next  courier.  He  only 
writes  a  note  to  this  effect,  being  unwell.  No  statement 
of  the  case,  no  detail  of  anything. 

How  kind  you  are  to  Sukey !  Her  heart  and  letters 
overflow  with  it. 

I  expect  to  hear  that  the  Ultras  are  in  on  Sunday. 
The  difficulties  in  any  other  arrangement  are  so  im¬ 
mense,  the  mischief  all  in  that — yet  I  see  no  alternative. 

We  are  in  Huskey’s1  boat.  We  have  the  greatest 
reliance  on  his  integrity  and  honour. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  January  21,  1828. 

My  dearest  brother, — You  must  be  happy,  for  you  1 
have  acted  perfectly.  I  do  not  yet  know  enough  of 
the  case  to  pronounce  upon  it  in  any  other  quarter. 
Was  any  offence  given  to  Lord  Lansdowne  ?  Is  it  true 
that  he  excused  himself  from  meeting  Miguel  at  Windsor, 

1  Most  of  Mr.  Canning’s  personal  friends  approved  of  Mr.  Huskisson 
retaining  office,  but  not  so  Lady  Canning. 

2  He  had  resigned  the  Lord  Chamberlainship. 
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and  that  the  King  was  furious  ?  What  pledges  are 
given  that  Mr.  Canning’s  policy  will  be  pursued  ? 

It  has  been  a  real  pleasure  to  me  to  drive  out  for 
the  first  time  with  Flora  opposite,  so  like  Spot  that  she 
reminds  me  all  day  of  you.  Pray  do  not  be  offended  at 
the  rapprochement. 

Be  as  lenient  as  you  can,  dearest  brother,  to  Mr. 
Huskisson.  If  he  were  an  aspiring,  healthy  man,  you 
might  suspect  him  of  many  motives.  Knowing  that  he 
is  neither  makes  one  believe  that  he  is  solely  prompted 
by  a  strong  sense  of  duty,  and  a  certainty  of  being  able 
to  carry  all  Mr.  Canning’s  measures  into  effect. 

The  maiden  Rumbold  evidently  sighs  for  a  bracelet. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  25,  1828. 

My  dearest  G., — I  read  your  letter  with  a  great 
deal  of  pain,  though  its  contents  do  not  surprise  me. 
I  feel  every  sort  of  sympathy  with  your  feelings  about 
Lord  Lansdowne,  and  admiration  and  regret  must  be 
the  ruling  ones  with  regard  to  him.  I  cannot  enter 
into  the  case.  I  hate  the  separation,  but  I  cannot 
condemn  Mr.  Huskisson.1  I  believe  he  has  a  security 
upon  every  one  object  of  Mr.  Canning’s  policy,  that 
left  him  no  alternative.  It  remains  to  be  seen  whether 
promises  are  kept  and  pledges  sacred ;  as  long  as  they 
are,  I  think  it  is  his  duty  to  remain.  Will  you  read 
the  ‘  Observer  ’  of  last  Sunday  P  The  defence  of  Mr. 
Huskisson  in  it  is  so  exactly  my  opinion.  Here  it  is. 
‘  The  propriety  of  Mr.  Huskisson  joining  the  Ultras  is  a 
question  which  at  this  moment  we  are  not  prepared  to 
discuss.  All  depends  on  the  conditions  he  has  made 
with  them.  ...  He  may  not  be  disposed  to  give  up 
to  party  what  was  meant  for  mankind.  He  may  be 

1  Lord  Goderich’s  Government  being  dissolved,  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
formed  an  Administration  to  which  Mr.  Huskisson  adhered. 
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honourably  anxious  not  to  leave  in  the  very  stage  of 
projection  the  great  processes  which  he  has  been 
superintending,  at  a  more  formidable  individual  re¬ 
sponsibility  than  was  ever  before  incurred  by  any 
public  man  in  this  country.  Provided  he  has  the 
assurance  that  his  laboratory  will  be  undisturbed  and 
uncontrolled,  we  can  understand  the  powerful  motives 
that  fix  him  to  office,  even  in  conjunction  with  men 
whose  opinions  and  qualifications  he  cannot  but  in  his 
heart  despise.’ 

Now,  dearest  sister,  we  must  see  his  task  will  be 
difficult.  He  must  be  a  Shylock,  and  weigh  their  con¬ 
cessions  and  promises  with  a  severe,  uncompromising 
scale.  He  must  remain  to  effect,  and  not  a  moment 
after  the  doing  so  is  made  impossible. 

I  hear  Lady  Canning  is  very  violent.  Howard,1  I 
am  told,  disapproved,  till  made  acquainted  with  the 
terms.  As  to  the  former,  I  think  her  feelings  quite 
natural,  and  I  should  not  like  her  to  be  able  to  leason 
the  case  as  the  c  Examiner  ’  does. 

God  bless  you,  dearest  sister.  I  am  obliged  to 
answer  your  letter  politically,  but  it  is  a  painful  subject 
now,  especially  as  you  will  daily  see  and  lieai  those 
who  will  increase  your  hostile  views. 

I  shall  on  the  contrary  think  it  right  to  work 
myself  up  in  a  contrary  direction.  No,  I  shall  keep  to 
my  present  opinion — right  if  he  can  maintain  liberal 
principles — if,  finding  he  cannot,  he  stays  an  hour ,  X 
am  utterly  mistaken  in  him  as  a  man  and  a  politician. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  January  28,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — Politics  are  in  a  most  unpleasant 
state.  Whilst  I  think  it  the  duty  of  Mr.  Huskisson  to 
remain,  I  wonder  every  moment  he  does.  I  do  not 

1  De  Walden. 
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tliink  him  a  man  to  be  humbugged.  I  do  not  think 
him  greedy  for  place.  I  still,  therefore,  continue  to 
rely  and  expect ;  but  en  attendant  his  position  must  be 
a  most  comfortless  one.  But  at  the  end  I  think  he 
will  either  have  the  only  reward  anybody  seems  to  me 
ever  to  get  in  this  has  monde,  that  of  having  done  right, 
although  in  vain,  or  he  will,  at  the  expense  of  health  and 
happiness,  stand  higher  as  a  practical,  useful  politician 
than  anybody  ever  yet  has  done.  I  long  to  have  Lord 
Seaford  back  again,  to  hear  him  argol-bargle  about 
it  all. 

We  live  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  where  less 
intrepid  people  do  not  venture. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  February  1,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — You  are  all  growing  so  calm  that  I 
am  enchanted.  Lord  Carlisle  and  Lord  Lansdowne  are 
adorable.  I  am  delighted  that  Mr.  Huskisson  is  at 
Eartham.  If  to  their  reluctance  to  accept  or  remain 
in  office  the  Whigs  add  uninfluenced  support  of  prin¬ 
ciples  they  approve,  they  will  become  my  beau  ideal 
of  politicians.  I  ask  no  more,  for  I  mean  to  go  out 
myself,  if  Ultra-Toryism  carries  a  tittle. 

We  had  an  event  here  last  night  which  agitated 
me  very  much.  A  robber  got  into  the  garden,  rushed 
on  the  guard,  and  in  the  struggle  was  killed.  I  was 
alone,  and  heard  the  gun  and  the  cries  just  under  my 
window.  It  was  terrible  to  be  so  near  this  work  of 
death,  and  I  had  fears  of  the  guard  having  been  pre¬ 
cipitate,  and  the  man  perhaps  coming  to  the  house  for 
other  purposes,  as  he  was  well-dressed,  with  books  and 
verses  signed  with  his  name,  and  a  letter  to  ‘  Caroline  ’ 
in  his  pocket,  unarmed  and  no  instruments  for  robberjn 
My  relief  was  consequently  great  in  finding  that  he  has 
been  recognised  as  a  notorious  robber  by  the  police, 
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condamne  a  mort  four  months  ago,  and  searched  for  in 
vain  ever  since.  God  bless  you,  my  beloved  sis. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 


Paris  :  February  4,  1828. 


I  have  no  news  to  tell  you.  The  present  Ministry 
here  are  going  on  as  they  are.  I  do  not  at  all  object 
to  the  word  ‘  shabby,’  I  approve.  You  know  my 
letters  to  you  at  the  time  of  the  victory1  were  all  de¬ 
precating  the  language  talked  and  view  taken  of  it  in 
England. 


Last  night  brought  us  a  much  better  account  of 
Mr.  Huskisson’s  health  from  Mr.  Wilmot,  who  was 
staying  with  him  at  Eartham. 

I  have  just  had  a  Miss  Webster  with  me,  who 
brought  me  a  letter  about  Caroline  William 2  from 
W.  Ponsonby.  This  account  of  her  patience  and 
resignation  interested  me  very  much,  and  makes  me 
feel  how  much  to  education  and  subsequent  events  the 
errors  of  her  life  must  be  attributed. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  February  8,  1828. 

My  very  dearest  G., — Poor  Lord  Seaford !  I  pity 
him  from  my  heart,  for  never  was  so  true  a  friend,  so 
true  a  man,  and  it  is  in  these  points  he  is  attacked. 

I  do  not  wonder  at  your  feeling  delighted  and  proud. 
Lord  Carlisle  is  the  only  man  in  the  present  time  above 
suspicion  and  beyond  malice.  I  dread  Lady  Canning’s 
violence  and  want  of  judgment  at  a  time  when  both 
would  be  so  entirely  out  of  place.  I  could  allow  for 
any  bitterness  of  feeling  but  not  the  demonstration 
of  it  by  production  of  letters.  Personal  abuse  and 
attack  would  destroy  my  sympathy- — unfeminine,  un- 

2  Lady  Caroline  Lamb. 


1  Of  Navarino. 
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feeling,  unchristian.  There  is  something  too  sacred  in 
grief  to  make  me  understand  its  descending  to  the 
practical  hostility  of  shewing  up  letters  and  quoting 
conversations.  I  saw  Leopold  to-day,  but  had  little 
conversation  with  him.  Is  it  true  that  Mine,  de  Lieven 
and  Lady  Cowper  are  very  personally  bitter  and  angry 
with  the  Duke  P  It  would  surprise  me  in  the  latter. 

Tell  me  if  my  dearest  brother  is  in  spirits.  He  has  a 
good  conscience  and  more  liberty — two  pleasant  things. 

Alava  is  here.  He  says  the  Duke  writes  in  good 
spirits,  but  Lord  Clanwilliam  told  me  that  he  had  said 
‘  There  is  an  end  of  health  and  happiness  for  me.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  11,  1828. 

A  thousand  thanks,  my  very  dearest  sister,  for  your 
kind  and  most  interesting  letter. 

No — you  will  not  be  violent,  you  will  not  prepare 
such  a  pang  for  yourself. 

Are  you  aware  that  we  are  now  suffering  great 
anxiety  on  account  of  Mr.  Huskisson’s  health?  We, 
Lord  Seaford,  all  Mr.  C.’s  friends,  are  convinced  of  two 
things — that  he  has  acted  upon  the  purest  principles, 
from  the  strongest  sense  of  duty,  and  that  personally 
the  sacrifice  he  makes  is  to  him  a  most  painful  one. 

When  I  tell  you  that  one  of  his  friends  writes  ‘  the 
sacrifice  of  his  health,  aye  of  his  life,’  you  will  dread  to 
add  by  one  drop  of  bitterness  or  hostility  to  the  agitation 
and  worry  of  his  present  arduous  career. 

The  Ultras  are  furious.  Is  this  no  arcmment  in  his 

O 

favour  ? 

I  wish  I  was  at  liberty  to  quote  his  letters,  but  I 
trust  he  has  written  fully  to  Lord  Carlisle. 

Give  my  best  love  to  dearest  Hart.  I  hope  it  will 
not  annoy  him  to  have  my  girls  for  a  day  or  two  on 
their  way  here,  but  1  conclude  he  is  in  correspondence 


1828 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


11 


with  Sukey,  and  will  stop  her  if  it  does  not  suit 
him  to  have  them.  God  bless  you,  my  very  dearest, 
dear  sister. 

I  think  I  love  you  better  than  ever. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  15,  1828. 

My  own  dearest  sister, — It  was  very  true  that  I  was 
frightened,  but  not  in  hysterics,  when  the  wretched  man 
was  shot  in  the  garden.  I  could  have  no  fear  of  one 
sort,  for  we  have  three  guards  at  night.  My  fear  was 
that  the  man  ought  not  to  have  been  shot,  but  it  all 
turned  out  right — killing  no  murder. 

About  politics  I  feel  how  altered  everything  is! 
Zest  and  pleasure  are  gone.  I  admire  Lord  Dudley  s 
speeches  ;  they  have  in  them  spirit  and  self-protection, 
which  is  what  I  think  the  slide  wants.  What  is  supposed 
to  have  put  papa  Wortley  into  such  a  rage  P  They  say 
he  was  white  and  shaking  with  passion.  How  magnifi¬ 
cent  Brougham’s  speech,1  the  seven-liour-power  one  ! 

Granville  dines  out.  Boast  turkey,  Irish  stew  and 
hungry  children  are  waiting  for  me.  I  had  a  delightful 
letter  from  Hart,  which  I  must  answer  in  the  course  ol 
the  evening,  but  domestic  life  is  become  so  dissipated 
that  I  have  scarcely  a  moment  to  myself. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  18,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — Yesterday’s  post  leaves  little  doubt 
how  it  will  end.  It  is  impossible  to  judge  how  far  a 
certainty  of  carrying  on  Mr.  Canning’s  system  has  been 
secured  till  we  know  more.  I  am  grieved  at  the 
political  separation  between  Mr.  Huskisson  and  the 
Whigs  more  than  I  can  express.  Much  annoyed  at 


1  On  a  reform  of  the  Common  Law. 
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dearest  Hart’s  conduct  and  natural  displeasure,  with  a 
feeling  of  gratitude  to  Lord  Carlisle  for  being  so  fair, 
so  kind.  This  is  no  cut  at  you,  H.  and  George.  I 
wonder  at  nothing,  but  accept  with  joy  anything  that 
makes  me  look  to  a  diminution  of  hostile  and  personal 
feeling.  Excuse  me  from  entering  into  the  political 
question.  There  is  so  much  of  personal  feeling  mixed 
up  in  it,  pulling  all  ways,  that  I  cannot. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  February  22,  1828. 

Dear,  darling  Mary,  the  only  thing  I  envy  in  the 
world.  My  girls  are  in  a  state  of  health  and  happiness 
not  to  be  described. 

I  have  not  read  the  debates.  Pray  forgive  me ;  I 
have  no  zest  at  all  in  politics  one  way  or  the  other, 
yet  I  do  read  all  the  papers,  all  the  speeches,  but  it  is 
upon  principle. 

The  Carnaval  is  over.  I  must  begin  being  at  home 
on  Fridays,  the  first  of  next  month,  but  I  am  so  happy 
I  want  a  little  grievance. 

Mrs.  Marcet 1  and  her  daughter  dined  here  yes¬ 
terday.  She  is  very  intelligent  and  the  image  of 
Pisaroni,  and  the  girl  good-looking.  Lord  Mahon  dined 
here.  He  looks  old,  like  Lady  Stanhope’s  uncle.  Lord 
William  Hervey  is  here.  I  never  have  dared  touch 
upon  politics  with  him,  as  I  think  he  may  be  against 
Mr.  Huskisson. 

God  bless  you,  dearest.  I  dress  at  four,  dine  at  a 
quarter  before  six,  to  go  at  eight  to  a  lottery  at  the 
Duchesse  de  Bern’s,  where  I  hope  to  win  six  pretty 
prizes,  and  probably  shall  return  with  six  blanks. 


1  The  author  of  Conversations  on  Political  Economy. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  25,  1828. 

It  is  not  to  be  told,  my  own  very  dearest  sister, 
with  what  delight  I  think  of  yours  and  my  brother’s 
visit  to  Brighton. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  a  favourable  account  of  Mr.  Hus- 
kisson’s  health.  Lord  Lansdowne  is  not  quite  the 
person,  with  all  his  great  merits,  to  meet  Mme.  de 
Lieven’s  piercing,  unbounded  understanding.  I  see  her 
longing  to  bos  his  placid  ears. 

Lord  Dudley  is  a  treat,  and  deserves  his  cutlets  for 
the  admirable  despatch  he  wrote  the  other  day.  Do  not 
say  so,  for  I  believe  I  ought  not  to  talk  of  despatches. 

The  good,  that  is,  quiet  news  from  Constantinople 
confirms  every  hope  of  ultimate  good.  The  tone  of  all 

here _ Government,  French,  and  English — about  the 

victory  has  been  uniformly  loudly  triumphant.  We 
shake  hands  with  joy  at  having  fought  and  conquered 
together.  I  say  to  my  intimes,  4  Avouez,  nous  sommes 
des  fine  creatures ,’  and  they  laugh  and  say,  4  Et  nous 
aussi,  s’il  vous  plait.’ 

My  last  Friday  was  my  first  dancing  one.  It  began, 
■my  house  open,  and  as  bright  as  candles  and  Baudoum  s 
band  playing 4  Cherry  Ripe,’  could  make  it*  by  my  sitting 
to  receive  at  eight  alone 1  and  crying,  for  at  this  very 
time,  to  that  very  tune,  my  adorable  and  happy  child 
was  last  year  at  my  side.  People  came  flocking  in,  and 
they  said  it  was  gay  and  pretty.  Pauline  de  la  Ferron- 
nays,2  Mme.  Victor  de  Caraman,  Mme.  Sobenska,  Mile. 
Eozoumofski,  and  two  others  whom  I  forget,  with  half 
a  dozen  Poles  and  Russians  (Walewski,  the  hero  of  the 
day,  Buonaparte’s  little  one,  included)  danced  a  lovely 
mazourka.  Pray  show  this  to  Hart. 

1  Her  two  daughters  were  away  at  Brighton. 

2  Who  became  Mrs.  Craven,  the  accomplished  author  of  many  popular 
books.  She  wrote  the  life  of  Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  3,  1828. 

Very  dearest  sister, — Lord  Seaford’s  return  has  been 
most  interesting.  He  dined  here  alone  with  us  yester- 
day,  and  talked  of  everything  and  everybody.  He  says 
that,  though  strong  in  opinion,  nothing  can  be  kinder 
or  fairer  than  you  are,  and  for  this  I  feel  delighted  and 
grateful  pleasure. 

Tell  me  what  Hart  does  about  his  soirees  ;  has  he 
asked  the  enemy  ?  I  can  hardly  understand  the  result 
of  the  debates.  I  am  with  Lord  John  upon  the  ques¬ 
tion.1  Angry  with  Lord  Milton  for  being,  one  must 
say,  so  provoking.  I  see  him,  hear  him,  and  could  fly 
at  him  and  pull  his  pink  locks.  I  am  quite  indifferent 
as  to  whether  Mr.  Peel  loses  his  temper  or  not. 

Why  did  Hart  tell  Lord  Seaford  he  would  have 
betted  anything  Granville  would  not  have  remained  P 
I  own  it  made  me  feel,  only  for  a  minute,  very  angry, 
as  he  has  held  different  language  to  me,  independently 
of  my  thinking  anything  about  it  as  matter  of  opinion. 
Ho  not  repeat  it.  Lord  Seaford  is  such  an  angel  of  a 
man  that  I  should  hate  to  give  Hart  any  little  feeling 
against  him  for  repeating,  and  still  more  because  my 
anger  entirely  subsided  when  I  recollected  that  dearest 
brother  must  have  been  angry,  and  could  not  resist 
saying  whatever  gave  force  to  his  conversation. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  3,  1828. 

My  dearest  sister,— We  have  a  dinner  to-day  before 
the  usual  Friday  soiree — Flahaults,  Dawsons,  Charles 
and  Catty.  Lord 2  and  Lady  George  and  Caroline  will 
not  stir,  because  they  have  got  Titchfield  here  on  his 
way  to  Nice,  and  till  he  goes  they  shut  up  with  him. 

1  On  the  Repeal  of  the  Test  and  Corporation  Act. 

2  Lord  George  Cavendish,  created  Earl  of  Burlington  in  1831. 
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Tell  Hart  that  aunt  and  uncle  and  niece  make  their 
debut  at  a  small  dinner  and  soiree  here  on  Tuesday. 
Lady  George  in  a  toque  with  marabouts,  copied  from 
one  of  mine  of  Herbault’s.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that 
Caroline  looks  deplorably.  Yet  I  think  they  will  per¬ 
severe  till  they  marry  Titch.1  Maigre  his  grief  and 
deuil  and  their  retraite  with  him,  they  went  to  see  ‘  La 
Muette  de  Portici  ’  one  night,  ‘  Lon  Giovanni  ’  and  Mile. 
Sontag  yesterday.  I  lent  them  my  box,  which  holds 
five  with  difficulty ;  they  sat  it  out  seven.  Lord  George 
with  a  black  stock  was,  I  am  told,  taken  by  the  French 
for  a  great  naval  commander.  To-day  I  have  sent 
them  an  order  to  see  Soult’s  pictures — a  sober  joy. 
Catty  a  very  great  love.  ‘  Lady  George  bought  her¬ 
self  a  very  smart  cap  to  go  to  the  Opera.  When  we 
got  into  the  lobby  off  it  flew.  I  thought  the  people 
would  have  died  of  it.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  9,  1828. 

Dearest  of  all  dear  sisters, — I  cannot  describe  my 
happiness.  Here  they  are  every  day  all  day.  Susy  is 
as  well  as  possible.  We  have  begun  a  life  that  even 
the  uncompromising,  inflexible  Verity  smiles  upon. 
They  arrived  on  Thursday ;  on  Friday  and  Saturday 
she  took  long  rides  with  her  papa  in  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne  ;  to-day  we  walked  nearly  round  it.  There  is 
no  excitement,  but  great  delight.  She  is  in  buoyant 
spirits,  in  perpetual  sunshine.  Verity  leaves  us  with 
little  Granville  on  Thursday.  I  have  promised  that 
Susy  shall  go  to  Dieppe  as  soon  as  the  weather  is 
fine.  With  such  happiness  and  hope  we  can  submit 
with  good  grace  to  one  further  separation.  My  own 
health  and  spirits  have  returned  with  a  rebound. 


1  Lord  Titchfield  had  just  lost  his  sister,  Lady  Caroline  Bentinck. 
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Georgy  is  a  dear  girl.  Eward  and  I  talk  and  cry, 
and  cry  and  talk.  Sister,  you  do  not  tell  me  that  you 
are  sixteen,  that  you  look  beautiful,  and  younger  and 
gayer  than  your  daughters. 

I  must  go  to  bed  to  rest  my  happiness  and  wonder¬ 
ful  activity  during  the  day. 

Monday. — I  received  your  letter  this  morning, 
dearest  of  sisters.  I  think  you  very  amiable  and  candid, 
and  respect  your  lingering  feelings  of  hostility.  I  do 
think  you  must  be  proud,  elated  about  Lord  Carlisle, 
and  delighted  with  the  universal  admiration  and  respect 
felt  for  him  by  all  people,  by  all  parties.  It  was  your 
own  letter  that  had  given  me  the  impression  of  your 
having  worries,  and  I  am  glad  they  are  not  weightier 
ones.  Our  children  must  plague  in  proportion  as  they 
bless  one. 

A  snow-storm  prevents  the  ride  to-day,  and  walk¬ 
ing  in  the  conservatory  or  dancing  is  to  be  the  sub¬ 
stitute. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  1828. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Our  life  is  one  of  unbounded 
gaiety  without  excitement.  Our  expeditions  in  the 
morning  are  delicious.  To-day  the  girls  and  I  were  for 
three  hours  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  in  the  most 
romantic  green  paths,  with  a  smell  of  country  and  the 
cones  of  the  fir  trees,  gathering  violets  and  sweet-briar. 
Oh,  how  we  sigh  for  you  and  yours  !  As  you  own  to 
the  detrimental  effects  of  London,  will  you,  can  you  not 
just  come  and  refresh  yourselves  and  invigorate  your¬ 
selves  for  six  weeks  of  spring  here  ?  What  hinders, 
what  keeps  you  at  that  time,  dearest  ?  All  the  babies 
will  be  born,  yon  have  nobody  to  chaperon,  no  Cum¬ 
berland,  no  Yorkshire.  Think  of  it,  dearest  sister. 

You  cannot  have  been  enamoured  of  young  Peel  at 
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the  first  blush.  I  see  it  was  Spring  Eice  you  had  never 
seen — no  more  have  I.  I  pity  you  for  your  royal  ties, 
though  I  believe  the  Duchess  of  Gloucester  is  charming, 
and  methinks  Sophy  the  pleasantest  girl  I  ever  met. 
But  it  is  always  more  or  less  accablant  to  be  with  them. 

Does  it  not  redeem  Lieven’s  character  with  you  all 
to  see  her  so  stout  and  Whiggish  envers  et  contre — power 
and  place  P  It  cannot  be  her  interest  to  hob-and-nob 
with  Lord  Fitzwilliam.  I  always  knew  her  to  be  a 
busy  but  an  honest  woman. 

I  see  your  soiree,  dearest,  and  you  don’t  know  how 
your  letters  amuse  me.  Do  you  see  mine  last  night  ? — 
A  round  table.  Gontaut  very  absent,  drinking  eau  de 
veau ,  which  has  cured  her  of  all  her  complaints.  She 
was  hypochondriac,  bilious,  languid.  She  is  now  gay, 
rosy,  and  as  strong  as  a  lion,  and  without  a  nerve. 
‘  Une  tasse  de  the  ou  de  cafe  en  me  levant,  une  cin- 
quantaine  de  huitres  a  une  heure,  une  aile  de  poulet  a 
diner,  et  tout  le  jour  de  1’eau  de  veau.’  French  women 
en  deshabille ,  some  making  tea,  all  bawling. 

I  believe  Harriet  Caulfield  is  noinsf  to  be  married  to 
a  French  Marquis,  but  I  shall  know  more  about  it  when 
Mrs.  Caulfield  has  ‘  trespassed  her  ideas  upon  me,’  which 
she  wrote  me  a  note  to  beg  leave  to  do. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  March  21,  1828. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness  about  my 
boys.  Granville’s  holidays  "last  a  week,  Freddy’s  a 
fortnight.  Lodgings  is  all  I  ask  for  them,  as  they  need 
not  be  troublesome  to  you  in  the  day,  G.  having  pro¬ 
mised  to  harbour  them.  I  have  been  writing  to  her  a 
sketch  of  our  plans.  We  begin  to  despair  of  you  here, 
but  Susy  thinks  you  will  come  to  Dieppe. 

The  Cavendishes  are  settled  at  Meurice’s.  They  go 
to  the  spectacles  almost  every  evening.  On  Friday 

VOL.  II.  c 
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they  arrived  all  very  well  got  up.  Lady  George  wears 
modest  Herbaults — Catty  is  a  regular  French  beauty. 
Caroline  well  dressed,  but  I  suppose  it  is  an  unhappy 
passion  for  Titch  that  makes  her  look  thin,  wretched, 
and  the  colour  of  a  bruise.  Lord  George  is  a  dear. 
He  looks  as  I  remember  him  when  I  was  three.  He 
rides  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  with  his  own  set  out 
every  day — very  jocose,  and  a  little  smitten  with  Mme. 
Rothschild. 

Harriet  Caulfield’s  marriage  is  off.  He  like  a 
prudent  spark  went  and  peeped  at  her  at  the  Opera, 
when  she  knew  nothing  about  it.  He  saw  her  with 
half  a  dozen  sparks,  very  happy.  Next  day  his  Mama 
came  to  say  that  there  must  be  no  more  of  Mme.  de 
Courval,  and  Mons.  de  Mornays  and  Mons.  de 
Chabots,  and  to  propose  matrimony  shorn  of  all  its 
beams.  Y  chateau,  a  few  of  his  friends,  economy. 
Harriet  was  of  course  alarmed,  and,  as  I  told  G.,  sent  in 
her  resignation. 

We  had  a  curious  dinner  at  Rothschilds’  the  other 
day.  Leopold,  Kent’s  son  Leiningen,  old  Talleyrand, 
Mme.  de  Yaudemont,  Prince  de  Hohenlohe,  Juste  de 
Noailles,  Dalbergs,  De  Labordes,  Mme.  la  Baronne  de 
Lemurra  and  Mile.  Sontag,  Mme.  Merlin,  Mons.  et 
Mme.  Rossini — her  first  appearance  in  decent  company, 
I  believe. 

‘  La  Muette  de  Portici  ’  is  beautiful,  a  barcarolle  sung 
by  Nourrit  jils  so  enchanting,  the  scenery  and  decora¬ 
tions  so  beautiful,  that  it  would  answer  to  you  and  Lady 
Wharncliffe  to  come  over  together  on  a  Tuesday  to  see 
it  and  go  home  on  Thursday.  God  bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  April  4,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — You  have  no  idea  how  I  see  you  at 
Chiswick,  all  you  are,  all  you  do,  and  Freddy  in  the 
midst  of  you. 
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Lady  Londonderry  is  better  than  I  expected,  she  is 
quieter,  but  I  have  only  seen  her  once.  They  put 
out  their  airs  a  little,  I  am  told.  She  would  not  dine 
at  a  great  dinner  given  her  by  Talleyrand  yesterday, 
but  sent  word  she  was  tired  with  shopping.  They  go 
to  soirees  taking  Sir  Roger  Gresley  with  them,  as 
Prince  Leopold  does  Sir  Henry  Seton. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  April  1828. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — The  banker  1  was  an  honest  man, 
and  had  he  delayed  his  act  of  insanity  three  or  four 
hours  later,  a  letter  from  Turin  would  have  set  all  right. 
The  Dalbergs  have  left  Paris.  They  have  lost  immensely, 
but  it  is  said  that  what  made  them  most  unhappy  was 
a  letter  the  banker  wrote  to  the  Duke,  talking  of  the  hap¬ 
piness  he  had  enjoyed  before  he  was  over-persuaded 
by  him  to  come  to  Paris,  that  he  had  urged  him  on 
to  persevere  and  carry  on  what  could  only  end  in  ruin 
and  desperation.  This  is  only  an  on  dit. 

Talleyrand’s  loss  was  equal,  but  he  has  hobbled 
about  just  the  same  ever  since.  He  is  beyond  blows 
of  all  kind  !  An  upright  creature  ! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  April  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — All  you  say  of  obstacles  are 
daggers,  but  I  understand  your  difficulties.  I  now 
pin  my  hopes  on  a  meeting  at  Dieppe,  arranged  when 
the  time  comes.  Methinks  nothing  would  be  easier 
than  to  meet  like  Henry  the  8th  and  Francis  the  1st  on 
the  edge  of  the  Continent,  suiting  our  time  to  our 
respective  duties. 

1  An  agent  of  the  Duke  de  Dalberg,  whom  he  defrauded,  and  who 
committed  suicide.  Many  years  afterwards  his  descendants  restored 
some  of  the  money  to  the  Duke’s  family. 
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I  wish  I  knew  something  of  French  politics,  or 
understood  English.  Leopold  is,  I  think,  against  the 
Government,1  but  do  not  say  I  say  so,  for  perhaps 
he  is  not,  he  not  being  very  clear,  I  not  very  atten¬ 
tive  ;  but  he  shakes  his  head  and  wags  his  tail  very 
significantly  whenever  he  mentions  Abercromby,  on 
whom  he  doats. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  1,  1828. 

I  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to  you.  I  shall  be 
very  sorry  if  Mr.  Huskisson  goes  out  upon  such  a 
subject,2  a  mere  squabble,  or  pet.  Any  great  question 
would  have  been  more  creditable  to  him.  What  will  the 
others  do  P  If  all  but  Ultra -Tories  leave  the  Govern¬ 
ment,  how  will  the  Duke  ever  be  able  to  patch  up 
an  efficient  one  P  for  Lord  Grey  I  think  will  never  do. 
By-the-by,  whilst  upon  politics  let  me  tell  you  that 
Lord  John  Bussell  delighted  me  about  Morpeth.  He 
says  he  never  speaks  without  rising  in  estimation,  that 
nothing  can  be  more  promising  than  his  progressive 
excellence  as  a  speaker. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 


Paris:  June  2,  1828. 

My  very  dearest,  kindest  brother, — Your  letter  last 
night  gave  me  the  greatest  satisfaction.  I  need  not  tell 
you  what  Granville’s  intention  is,  but  I  beg  you  not 
to  mention  it  till  his  official  letters  upon  the  subject 
have  been  received.  Of  our  plans  we  have  of  course 
scarcely  had  time  to  think.  The  mappemonde  floats 
before  my  eyes.  Your  kindest  of  kind  offers  is  an  im¬ 
mense  comfort  to  us,  as,  whatever  we  do,  the  possibility 


1  In  England. 

2  He  resigned  owing  to  a  misunderstanding  between  himself  and  the 
Duke  of  Wellington.  Lord  Palmerston  and  Mr.  Charles  Grant  went  out 
with  him. 
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of  seeing  you  and  G.  for  a  moment  is  invaluable.  My 
girls  go  to  Dieppe  on  the  15th.  We  have  our  house  at 
Caudecote  till  October,  and  during  the  summer  no 
place  can  be  so  good  for  Susy. 

I  beseech  you  to  write  and  tell  me  what  is  thought 
and  said :  if  the  Whigs  and  Huskissonians  meditate 
strong  opposition,  and  how  opinion  in  general  inclines. 
There  is  an  Ultra-Tory  member  here,  indignant  because 
of  military  Government  barracks,  etc.  There  is  a 
letter  from  Lord  Jersey,  saying  he  cannot  see  how  such 
a  Government  is  to  last.  There  are  reports  of  Peel 
going  out.  Write,  pray  write. 

I  am  glad  that  the  moment  of  hurry  and  bustle  is 
one  of  reldche  as  to  fashionable  life,  that  Paris  is 
beginning  to  empty  and  will  soon  be  quite  deserted  by 
French  and  English.  We  meet  at  Flahault’s,  Juste’s, 
and  here  two  or  three  times  a  week,  and  that  is  all. 

I  am  glad  the  Hardy  girls  1  are  liked.  Louisa  is  a 
very  charming,  clever,  nice  girl,  and  they  are  both  quite 
free  from  coquetry.  It  is  their  spirits  make  them  familiar, 
like  birds  who  peck  rather  too  hard  when  quite  tame. 

I  am  sorry  for  your  opinion  of - .  I  wish  we  were 

all  like  Madame  Appony,  who  thinks  every  son  and 
daughter  of  Eve  divine,  and  said  of  her  to  me,  ‘  Char- 
mante  !  Douce  et  angelique  nature.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  9,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — Lady  Keith  has  just  been  here  with 
numbers  of  letters  she  has  received.  Even  courtiers  and 
the  Duke’s  friends  are  uneasy  and  alarmed,  and  others 
are  confident  that  this  Government  cannot  stand.  Not 
so  Granville  ;  confident  it  will.  I  am  meanly  glad  that 
it  is  not  a  finer  thing.  It  seems  to  me  cosa  da  ridere.  I 

1  The  daughters  of  Sir  Thomas  Hardy,  Nelson’s  friend.  He  had  just 
been  made  a  Sea  Lord. 
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cannot  say  liow  glad  I  am  that,  as  Huskisson  gave  up, 
all  did. 

I  cannot  write  longuement  or  pleasantly  to  myself  or 
you  to-day.  Of  course  you  know,  without  my  telling 
you,  what  Granville  does,  and  you  will  not  say,  like  little 
Jumilhac,  ‘  Mais  vous  ne  parlez  pas.  Ce  n’est  pas  sur, 
vous  n’avez  pas  regu  votre  conge.’  Granville  is  anxious 
his  letters  should  be  received  before  his  friends  talk  of 
the  future. 

Here  is  Mr.  Sneyd,  very  agreeable,  thunderstruck  at 
the  news. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 


Paris  :  June  12,  1828. 

My  very  dearest  sister, — Pray  thank  Blanche  and 
Agar  for  their  letters.  Tell  the  latter  I  will  untake  the 
apartments  I  had  taken  for  him  at  the  Hotel  Bristol, 
and  that  I  cannot  tell  him  what  our  plans  are. 

I  think,  upon  our  leaving  Paris,  our  first  move  will 
be  to  Dieppe  ;  but  whether  we  shall  spend  the  winter 
in  England  or  Italy  cannot  yet  be  decided.  I  am  happy 
the  decision  does  not  rest  with  me,  as  between  all  the 
pours  et  contres  I  should  go  distracted.  My  longing  wish 
to  be  with  you  would  combat  painfully  what  I  think 
most  desirable  for  Susy.  We  shall  know  by  the  next 
courier  the  probable  date  of  our  departure  from  hence. 
Nothing  ever  was  like  the  kindness  of  the  regrets  ex¬ 
pressed  here,  and  I  shall  have  some,  but  there  are 
immense  compensations.  The  worry  and  packing  and 
settling  are  fearful,  and  I  long  to  be  wound  round  the 
card,  whatever  it  may  be. 

To-night’s  post  brought  us  the  majority  of  106. 

I  have  begun  the  great  task  of  paying  bills,  burning 
and  settling  papers,  and  I  take  a  great  deal  of  exercise 
and  have  much  occupation  with  my  girls.  A  week  later 
they  will  set  out  for  Dieppe. 


1828 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


03 

Ao 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  J une  20,  1828. 

The  courier  brought  no  letter  to  Granville  from 
Lord  Aberdeen,  therefore  the  official  announcement  of 
Lord  Stuart’s  appointment  has  not  yet  been  made. 

How  can  you  ask  me  what  I  think  of  Francis  Leve- 
son’s.  conduct  ?  Can  there  be  two  opinions  ?  He  leaves 
a  worse  place  upon  principle  to  accept  a  better.  Our 
letters  were  all  read  beneath  the  conscious  moon,  the 
garden  bright  with  lamps,  sweet  with  orange  flowers. 
One  honourable  man  had  received  what  follows.  ‘  We  ’ — 
that  is  Tories,  Whigs,  and  Eadicals,  the  writer  a  Whig — 

‘  are  all  prostrate  at  the  feet  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington.’ 

Never  may  F.  L.  G.  know  what  in  that  garden  was 
thought  of  him.  We  say  that,  since  Cardinal  Wolsey, 
there  never  was  such  a  power  in  England.  But  I  have 
done  with  politics.  Mr.  Canning  is  forgotten,  and 
honest  men  must  look  on  with  everything  but  surprise 
at  anything  that  may  happen.  Is  it  true  that  Brougham 
is  coming  into  office  P  I  was  told  last  night,  at  Mine,  de 
Flahault’s,  that  my  brother  had  attached  himself  to  the 
Duke. 

We  cannot  remain  here  long,  but  until  the  official 
announcement  nothing  of  exact  time  or  place  can  be 
settled. 

We  dine  at  a  great  hot  dinner  at  Fozzo’s,  and  return 
to  this  garden,  it  being  Friday,  where  we  shall  find 
lamps  in  the  trees  and  Baudouin’s  band,  so  that  the 
little  dears  may  hop  if  they  like.  We  go  on,  as  is  the 
nature  of  the  beasts,  as  if  we  were  here  for  ever.  God 
bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  July  7,  1828. 

Granville  has  not  had  any  letter  from  Lord  Aberdeen 
announcing  Lord  Stuart’s  appointment,  but  the.  dill- 
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gent  young  Lord  has  written  himself  to  say  that  he 
shall  be  here  in  a  fortnight.  We  are  therefore  as  busy 
as  bees.  We  shall  go  straight  to  Dieppe,  remain  there 
two  or  three  days  with  the  girls,  and  then,  my  own 
dearest  sister,  we  shall  go  to  London.  Hart  has  offered 
us  Devonshire  House.  After  a  few  days  there,  we  shall 
return  to  Caudecote,  but  our  plans  for  the  future  are 
quite  en  l’ air. 

I  love  the  people  here  for  their  excessive  kindness, 
and  for  the  universal  and  strong  feeling  of  admiration 
and  esteem  felt  for  Granville.  I  have  the  delight  ol 
seeing  how  entirely  his  character  is  appreciated,  and 
his  departure  lamented. 

My  dearest,  we  shall  be  so  happy,  and  I  shall  see 
Mary ! 

Pray  forgive  this  scrap.  I  am  now  going  to  write 
to  Mr.  Bradford,  as  we  have  determined  upon  sending 
Granville  to  Mr.  Chapman  at  Eton. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  July  11,  1828. 

Dearest  G., — Your  amusing  long  letter  gave  us 
great  pleasure.  Is  it  true  that  the  King  did  not  like 
the  Court,  and  the  stars  and  garters  upon  the  dandies  P 

Our  day  of  departure  is  Wednesday,  Did  I  tell 
you  that  we  have  settled  to  return  for  six  weeks  to 
Dieppe  on  the  1st  of  August,  after  a  fortnight  in 
London?  I  pine  for  the  journey  and  sea  air,  as  the 
oppressive  heat  here  is  almost  unbearable. 

Granville  went  to  the  signing  the  contract  at  Prin- 
cesse  Bagration’s  1  last  night.  The  trousseau  was  etale 
like  an  illuminated  bazaar.  Fireworks,  bands  of  music 
and  dancing  !  Crowds  of  people. 

It  is  such  a  delight  to  think  I  shall  find  you  in 
London,  which  seems  to  me  to  be  subsiding  every  day. 

1  Princess  Bagration  married  Lord  Howden. 
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I  am  now  going  to  have  two  hours  of  receiving  visits, 
at  four  to  pay  them,  but  then  come  home  to  a  quiet 
dinner,  the  garden  and  a  drive  after  sunset. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  July  14,  1S28. 

Here  am  I,  writing  in  an  empty  drawing-room,  all 
my  packing  done  and  ready  to  go. 

Never  was  anything  like  the  fatigue  of  Wednesday. 
We  dined  at  St.  Cloud  with  Mme.  de  Gontaut  and 
Mademoiselle,  who  is  charming.  Walked  on  the 
terrace,  where  the  King  and  Dauphin  came.  Then  to 
Neuilly.  All  this  after  a  hot  day  of  visiting  duties. 

Remember  that  somebody  said,  ‘  Whatever  you  do, 
do,’  which  is  just  what  I  think  wanting  to  the  siecle. 
Granville  is  very  sorry,  but  sorry  like  an  honest,  noble- 
minded  man — no  repining,  no  irritation.  He  stands  by 
his  own  conduct,  without  one  shade  of  bitterness  01 
unfairness.  In  short,  I  think  more  highly  of  him  than 
of  any  human  being — happiness  enough  for  any  woman, 
Lady  Carlisle. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Devonshire  House  :  July  20,  1828. 

Comfortable  is  not  the  word ;  we  are  in  luxury  and 
delight  of  every  sort  and  kind. 

Wliilo  is  no  bird,  so  thinks  Marie,  who,  upon  my 
desiring  that  he  might  not  come  to  pay  me  his  accus¬ 
tomed  visit  yesterday  morning,  as  I  had  a  bad  head¬ 
ache,  said  with  a  look  of  fear  and  awe  :  ‘  Oh  !  J’irai 
vite,  car  il  etait  au  moment  de  monter.’  He  has  said 
all  he  has  upon  his  little  heart.  He  sings  4  God  save 
(rreat  George  our  ’ —  farther  he  cannot,  or  rather  will 
not,  go.  I  suspect  he  is  not  quite  satisfied  with  the 
present  state  of  things.  He  laughed  so  heartily  when 
he  saw  Mrs.  Graham  and  Lady  Charlotte  Thynne  come 
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in  in  their  great  Herbaults  that  they  were  quite  put 
out.  He  says  to  me  whenever  I  go  about  the  room, 
‘What  are  you  afraid  of?’  which  shows  great  insight 
into  character. 

I  sit  in  the  delicious  drawing-room  and  my  friends 
pour  in.  On  Friday  we  dined  with  the  Carlisles  and 
ran  to  see  Mars  in  ‘  La  Suite  d’un  Bal  Masque  ;  ’  yester¬ 
day  with  the  Staffords  and  then  to  the  ‘  Crociato,’  where 
Velluti  sang  hideously,  Sontag  divinely. 

Monday  Lord  Granville  is  bidden  to  Windsor,  be¬ 
tween  one  and  two,  to  dine  and  sleep  there.  Great 
wishes  to  have  us  all  later  ;  we  think  he  is  waiting  for 
vou. 

4/ 

Morpeth  is  gone  into  Yorkshire.  Lord  Normanby 
has  had  a  fall  from  his  horse  and  has  sprained  his  ankle, 
yet  hobbles  to  the  theatres.  Walewski  thinks  Lady 
Ellenborough  the  most  divinely  beautiful  creature  he 
ever  beheld,  but  sickens  at  her  dress.  God  bless  you, 
very  dearest,  kindest  of  brothers. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Devonshire  House  :  July  24,  1828. 

Granville  and  I  have  been  walking  up  and  down 
your  new  balcony.  C’est  une  promenade  ravissante. 
The  garden  looks  spacious  from  it,  and  to-day  fresh, 
green,  and  bright. 

We  were  disgusted  yesterday.  Granville  devoured 
dirt.  We  went  to  dine  with  Lord  Harrowby.  The 
servant  took  us  upstairs  :  ‘  Milady  is  gone  out  driving.’ 
It  was  eight.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  passed.  Lord 
H.  appeared.  I  saw  in  Granville’s  looks  that  he  had 
thoughts  of  burning  his  father,  but  a  basin  of  soup  and 
the  sound  of  Lady  H.’s  carriage  appeased  him.  We 
dined  at  nine.  Lady  Wharncliffe  came  at  twelve,  Mr. 
Sneyd  a  little  before  one.  The  consequence  of  these 
absurd  ways  is  the  heavy  headachy  accablement,  the 
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growing  older  and  flatter  that  comes  with  a  London 
life. 

On  Friday  we  dine  at  Leopold’s,  on  Saturday  we  go 
to  Beaconsfield  to  bring  Granville  to  town.  Madame  de 
Lieven  comes  to  me  every  day,  pleased  about  Eussia, 
of  course.  Lord  Palmerston  came  yesterday  and  told 
me  much  that  interested  me.  Everybody  thinks  that 
Parliament  must  meet  towards  the  end  of  October,  and 
we  have  given  up  Italy.  Ireland,  still  as  the  breeze 
but  dreadful  as  the  storm,  hangs  over  the  Government 
by  a  single  thread. 

I  am  going  with  Granville  to  West  Hill.  I  have  not 
another  moment. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  July  25,  1828. 

We  shall  be  at  Brighton  this  day  week.  Will  you 
secure  us  a  room  at  the  New  Albion  ? 

Your  offer  is  most  kind.  If  Leeds  will  not  move 
and  if  Parliament  meets  in  October,  as  it  is  now  confi¬ 
dently  asserted  it  will,  we  shall  be  most  happy  to  avail 
ourselves  of  it. 

I  saw  the  world  at  Lady  Barbara’s  1  yesterday  even¬ 
ing,  dropping  in  at  midnight  in  old  satin  hangings  and 
jewels,  and  caps  and  hats,  a  mixture  of  all  fashions,  and 
something  that  makes  a  soiree  look  like  a  fancy  ball. 
I  could  not  see  Ellenborough,  Norton,  Foresters,  or 
Brudenells. 

Continuation  of  the  programme. 

Saturday. — Beaconsfield  :  dinner  here,  to  which  we 
have  asked  Carlisles  and  Morleys. 

Sunday. — Chiswick. 

Monday  to  Wednesday. — Windsor. 

Thursday. — Dinner  at  Lord  Aberdeen’s. 

1  Daughter  of  the  fifth  Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  married  Mr.  William 
Ponsonby,  created  Lord  De  Mauley  in  1838. 
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I  am  in  agitated  liope  of  the  Carlisles  being  asked 
to  Windsor,  and  obliged  to  put  off  their  journey.  It 
would  make  all  the  difference  to  me. 

I  expect  Lieven  every  minute ;  she  never  misses  a 
day  and  is  very  delightful.  She  has  a  little  flesh  on 
her  bones  in  consequence  of  late  events  and  vague 
hopes  for  the  future. 

God  bless  you,  very  dearest  D.  I  will  write  an 
account  of  Leopold  and  Aunt  George’s  drum. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London:  July  1828. 

The  rain  it  raineth  every  day,  obstinate,  pelting 
rain.  The  Carlisles  are  not  bidden  to  Windsor.  The 
Lievens  are  not.  Granville  rejoices  at  the  bad  weather. 
He  has  one  engrossing  fear,  the  Virginia  Water,  com¬ 
prising  boating,  fishing,  damp  tents,  and  all  the  joys  of 
an  English  summer  !  Mine  is  being  driven  by  a  Lord  of 
the  Bedchamber. 

Granville  and  I  went  this  evening  to  the  Opera. 
Pasta,  still  unrivalled  Pasta,  in  ‘  Semiramide.’  Pirst  came 
Uncle  George,  complaining  of  London  and  rheumatic. 
Then  Leopold  very  gracious  and  very  happy,  for  he  is 
much  made  of  by  the  beauties  and  drinks  tea  with 
Mrs.  Fox.  Villa  Peal  and  Brook  Greville.  The 
pleasant  people  are  almost  gone.  The  Worcesters  and 
Grevilles  are  going  to  Dieppe,  and  all  the  world  to 
Brighton.  I  love  my  liberty  better  every  day,  and 
after  being  so  long  en  place  delight  in  the  prospect  of 
junketing  about  and  seeing  the  world. 

Leopold  in  spite  of  all  resistance  dragged  me  out 
before  the  Countesses.  Glengall  cared  not  a  fig.  Not 
so  Aldborough,  who  was  frantic  ;  but  I  in  going  out 
from  dinner  stood  with  less  than  4 1  am  a  dog  ’  face,  and 
kept  everybody  standing  and  waiting  five  minutes  till 
the  Countesses  had  marched  en  avant  deux. 
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Much  do  I  fear  that  I  am  the  only  woman  going  to¬ 
day,  and  must  sit  by  H.  M. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Windsor :  July  29,  1828. 

I  think,  my  dearest  sister,  you  will  like  a  little  line  ; 
it  may  be  no  more,  as  I  have  desired  to  be  told  of  the 
first  conveyance.  The  drive  here  was  delicious.  I 
sniffed  up  country  air,  and  felt  better  and  better  every 
mile.  We  found  the  two  luxurious,  large  pink  rooms, 
with  blazing  fires,  a  pleasure  beyond  all  moral  ones, 
and  I  had  an  hour  and  a  half  before  dinner.  W e  found 
here  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  the  Polignacs,1  and  Lord 
Amherst,  with  Strathavons,  the  Duke  of  Dorset,  etc. 
Nothing  ever  was  so  gracious  as  the  King  has  been  to 
us  both,  and  he  talked  to  me  with  such  affection  of  nil 
those  I  best  love  that  I  was  charmed.  The  Duke  of 
Wellington  is  not  here  or  expected.  I  like  it  so  much 
as  it  is.  The  Polignacs  are  excellent  people,  and  she 
is  a  comfortable,  no-liow,  little,  good-natured  thing. 
There  is  nobody  to  gener  or  awe  me. 

The  King  and  Lady  Conyngham  both  asked  if  you  . 
were  not  gone,  said  they  knew  you  only  waited  to  see 
us  and  therefore  had  supposed  you  had  left  London. 
The  King  speaks  in  the  highest  terms  of  Lord  Lansdowne, 
praised  Mr.  Huskisson  very  much.  William  Lamb  is 
also  a  great  favourite. 

We  are  going  to  the  Castle  and  the  Virginia  Water. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  August  3,  1828. 

Dearest  sister, — Here  we  are.  On  Friday  we  found 
Hart  looking  better  than  I  ever  saw  him.  Yesterday 
we  drove  in  flys,  walked  on  the  pier  and  all  over  the 

1  Prince  de  Polignac  was  Ambassador  in  London.  In  1824  he  married 
the  Marquise  de  Choiseul,  a  daughter  of  the  first  Lord  Rancliffe. 
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town.  After  dinner  we  went  to  tea  with  Lady  Hardy, 
where  we  found  little  Johnny  Bussell.  On  the  pier  in 
the  morning  we  saw  the  Grevilles  and  Sophy  embark 
for  Dieppe,  and  Cambridge,  Montrond,  Commissioner 
Irby,  Lord  and  Lady  Mount  Charles.1  She  looked  hand¬ 
some,  like  the  genius  of  the  gale  which  blew  hard  upon 
the  poor  Grevilles. 

The  Worcesters  and  Walewski  arrived  here  last 
night.  We  dine  to-day  at  the  Pavilion. 

Bad  as  the  weather  is,  I  cannot  say  how  I  enjoy 
being  here.  My  brother  is  extremely  kind  to  little 
Granville,  which  doubles  my  pleasure.  He  is  such  a 
delightful  little  companion,  so  independent,  docile,  and 
all  full  of  natural  tact  and  instinctive  civility,  which 
prevents  his  ever  being  de  trop. 

We  hope  to  be  able  to  cross  over  to  Dieppe  on 
Tuesday,  but  at  this  moment  the  sea  is  impossible.  I 
hear  the  place  is  overflowing  with  Prencli  and  English. 
Whist  every  evening  at  the  Due  de  Coigny’s,  four 
shillings  stake. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  August  7,  1828. 

Now  this  time  we  are  really  going.  The  morning  is 
fine,  very  hot,  and  the  sea  only  swelling  with  the  effects 
of  the  two  last  days.  Leopold  and  suite  are  going  with 
us.  He  is  going  on  to  Berlin.  I  shall  be  a  very 
pleasant  companion  for  him,  able  to  talk  mild  Liberal 
politics  or  of  Mrs.  Norton’s  charms,  as  he  likes  best. 
It  is  very  great  happiness  to  think  of  being  with  the 
adorable  children  again.  Hart  is  quite  well,  and  I 
think  he  has  enjoyed  having  us  with  him,  as  we  have  been 
with  him.  How  happy  I  was  to  hear  from  you  ! 
How  ten  times  more  happy  to  be  at  Castle  Howard  ! 
I  think  it  will  be  soon,  Lady  Carlisle. 

1  A  daughter  of  Lord  Anglesey.  She  became  Lady  Conyngham 
in  1832. 
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Now  for  the  walk  to  the  Chain  Pier.  Guinea  has 
just  been  to  tell  me  that  the  sea  is  getting  calmer  and 
calmer  every  minute,  and  it  looks  like  a  large  blue 
sheet  with  a  silver  veil  over  it. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  September  16,  1828. 

There  is  not  a  woman  who  would  feel  more  deeply 
the  pangs  of  a  week  at  Doncaster.  I  hope  you  will 
have  the  bright,  sunshiny  weather  we  have  here  to-day 
to  gild  its  horrors. 

We  all  disperse  to-morrow.  Cock  and  hen  to 
roost  at  Dunchurch  to-morrow.  Chickens  to  Devon¬ 
shire  Place,  Marine  Parade,  with  a  kitchen-maid  on 
their  dicky. 

I  hear  Mrs.  Norton  is  to  be  at  Chatswortli.  I  am 
sorry  we  are  to  have  an  original  amongst  us,  somebody 
impossible  to  like  and  ungracious  to  dislike.  I  am 
happy  to  think  that  Cradock  and  Walewski  are  to  be 
with  us — a  great  relief  to  the  sober  part  of  the 
community  to  have  such  game  for  her  to  point  at. 

We  dined  at  Holland  House.  Lord  Holland  is  un- 
commonlv  well,  and  I  think  his  crutches  are  more  a 
habit  than  a  necessity.  So  thinks  my  lady.  ‘  Put 
awav  your  nasty  crutches,  Lord  Holland ;  you  look  as 
if  you  were  in  prison.’  ‘  Oh,  dear  woman,  pray  let  me 
have  them  ;  I  like  to  have  them  near  me.’  ‘  Impossible. 
Mary,  take  away  your  papa’s  crutches.’  She  is  in 
high  spirits  and,  as  you  see,  in  force. 

Palck,  the  Prince  de  Chimay  his  attache ,  a  good- 
looking,  straggling  attache,  son  of  Madame  Tallien, 
and  desperately  in  love  with  Mary  Fox,  Sir  James 
Mackintosh,  Doctor  Holland,1  Allen,  Charles.  It  was 
very  agreeable,  and  we  stayed  till  half-past  ten. 

1  Sir  Henry  Holland,  father  of  Lord  Knutsford. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Chatsworth  :  September  22,  1828. 

How  anybody  exists  anyhow,  anywhere,  without 
Morpeth  I  do  not  know.  From  the  moment  he 
arrived  all  has  been  gaiety  and  animation,  and  really 
to-day,  the  general  joy  has  been  so  exhilarating  that  if 
Susy  and  Blanche  were  here  I  think  I  should  die  of  it. 
We  have  already  had  charades  under  his  management, 
so  perfect,  so  beautiful  that  even  the  biases  and  fas¬ 
tidious  Montrond  and  Punch  were  in  ecstasies.  What 
charms  me  is  that  yonr  modest,  unpretending  Caroline 
comes  out  like  a  glowworm  in  the  dark  and  outshines 
them  all.  Her  acting,  her  ficmre,  the  sweetness  of  her 
temper,  in  short  all  she  is,  is  the  theme  of  everybody. 

We  are  to  have  to-morrow  evening  three  charades. 
I  am  in  the  secret.  One  is  to  be  ‘  Shylock  ’  acted  and 
spoken.  First,  Lord  Morpeth  and  Maria  Copley — 
young  Marlow  and  Miss  Hardcastle — in  ‘  She  Stoops 
to  Conquer.’  Shy. 

Second,  Lord  Clements  and  Maria  Copley — the 
Count  and  Juliana  in  the  ‘  Honeymoon.’  Lock. 

Third,  the  trial  in  the  ‘Merchant  of  Venice.’  Mr. 
Sneyd,  Shylock ;  Caroline,  Portia ;  Miss  Wortley, 
Nerissa ;  Coppv,  Antonio  ;  Messrs.  Townshend,  Mor¬ 
peth  and  Lascelles,  the  remaining  characters. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Castle  Howard :  November  6,  1828. 

We  shall  be  most  happy  to  be  a  day  at  Devonshire 
House  before  Panslianger  and  West  Hill,  where  we 
have  promised  to  go. 

The  Granthams  are  here.  Miss  Eobinson  is  one  of 
the  most  delightful  girls  I  ever  met  with,  a  fine,  open- 
hearted,  unaffected  creature,  very  clever  and  full  of 
talents.  Mary,  the  second,  is  a  sweet-tempered,  fat. 
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soft-looking  thing,  without,  I  take  it,  much  in  her. 
Lady  Grantham  is  infinitely  more  lovely  a  Vhewre  quit 
est  than  either  of  them.  Her  spirits  are  much  im¬ 
proved.  They  leave  Castle  Howard  on  Saturday  and 
the  Wharncliffes  arrive,  also  Sir  Joseph  Copley  and 
Coppey ;  Maria  is  too  unwell  to  come,  and  they  leave 
her  at  Scarborough. 

We  are  much  calmed  about  Penenden  Heath.3  It 
cannot  have  much  influence  as  a  precedent,  or  I  think 
influence  the  minds  of  anyone ;  the  only  fear  is  its 
frightening  the  King. 

Varna  news  was  received  with  different  feelings. 
The  Granthams,  who  detest  the  Russians,  groaned.  I 
thought  no  deeper  than  that  you  and  Lieven  would  be 
glad.  I  am  an  idiot  about  distant  politics.  A  battle 
in  Pay  Wood,  a  triumph  on  the  top  of  Meg’s  Field,  any¬ 
thing  near  fills  my  mind,  but  it  is  really  very  odd  how 
little  I  can  present  to  myself  what  happens  at  Varna., 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Escrick :  November  11,  1828. 

My  dearest  sister,— I  felt  so  flat  on  my  way  here 
that  I  was  afraid  I  should  be  unable  to  exert  myself. 
I  had  a  headache  and  was  much  stupefied,  but  these 
people  are  so  good,  amiable,  and  obliging,  that  I  felt 
immediately  quite  at  my  ease. 

Mrs.  Thompson 2  is  clever,  sensible,  and  excellent, 
and  I  am  happy  to  tell  you  that  I  don’t  mind  the  fine 

j  A  meeting  was  held  there  to  protest  against  the  proposed  concession 
to  the  Catholics.  Two  thousand  people  were  said  to  be  present.  Lord 
Winchilsea  and  Sir  E.  Knatchbull  supported  a  petition  against  the 
concession.  It  was  carried  by  a  large  majority,  although  opposed  by 

Lords  Camden,  Darnley,  and  Teynham. 

2  Mrs.  Beilby  Thompson  was  a  daughter  of  Lord  Braybrook.  She 
married  Mr.  Lawleyr  who  took  the  name  of  Thompson,  and  she  lamented 
her  fate— to  be  born  a  Neville,  to  become  a  Lawley,  and  to  die  a  Thompson. 
She,  however,  became  Lady  Wenlock  in  1839,  when  her  husband  was 
raised  to  the  peerage. 
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words  and  quotations  a  bit,  because  she  is  perfectly 
unaffected.  Her  manner  and  diction  is  a  laborious 
mistake  in  the  art  of  pleasing,  but  does  not  offend,  for 
nothing  is  put  on. 

I  have  been  walking  with  her,  looking  at  the  nicest 
village,  and  the  infant  school.  They  have  a  glorious 
day  for  shooting. 

The  place  is  ugly,  the  house  luxurious.  They  live 
in  the  most  comfortable  manner ;  very  nice  food  and  a 
most  comfortable  bed-room. 

God  bless  you,  beloved  sister  !  I  miss  you  not  every 
day,  but  every  moment.  I  have  not  yet  at  all  recovered 
leaving  you,  and  am  your  flattest,  most  affectionate  of 
sisters. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Escrick :  November  12,  1828. 

Your  letters  are  such  perfection  !  I  see  everything 
as  it  happens.  You  always  tell  whatever  one  wishes  to 
know,  and,  rare  and  blessed  art,  every  line  is  a  picture. 

There  is  one  little  trial  to  me  to-day.  Mr.  Thompson 
has  made  such  a  point  of  Granville  shooting  to-morrow 
that  we  found  it  impossible  to  refuse,  and  by  this  means 
I  shall  not  receive  any  letter  till  Wednesday.  I  must 
live  upon  my  yesterday’s  delicious  packet,  and  have  the 
delight  of  two  bulletins  on  Wednesday.  Mrs.  Thompson 
is  a  very  excellent,  sensible  woman,  doing  a  great  deal 
of  good  in  the  village,  over  which  we  have  been  walking 
all  morning.  She  has  established  an  infant  school,  where 
there  are  children  of  even  eighteen  months  old.  All 
these  clean  happy  babies  are  well  clothed,  well  fed, 
kept  out  of  harm,  and  taught  obedience.  In  one 
cottage  we  found  a  pleasant,  conversible  old  woman, 
sitting  by  the  fire,  only  ninety-five  years  old.  Old  and 
young  seem  to  doat  on  Mrs.  Thompson. 

There  are  very  few  people  here — Sir  Joseph  and 
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Miss  Copley,  Georgiana  Vernon,  and  her  brother.  The 
two  girls  have  been  prancing  all  over  the  country  upon 
two  fiery  white  steeds. 

We  are  all  very  anxious  about  the  King.  Some 
say  dropsy  to  the  most  dreadful  degree,  and  that  the 
Duchess  of  Gloucester  is  terribly  alarmed. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Trentham :  November  19,  1828. 

Lord  Stafford  is  better  than  I  have  seen  him  since 
his  illness- — stouter  and  much  more  alert.  She  is  also  in 
robust  health  and  in  perfect  good-humour,  and  their 
reception  of  us  has  been  most  gracious. 

No  words  can  say  how  I  enjoy  the  beauty  of  the 
place,  the  charm  of  country  in  England.  They  were 
out  when  we  came  and  I  rushed  to  the  potager— you 
know  my  weakness — and  walked  up  and  down  between 
spinach  and  dahlias  in  ecstasy. 

This  is  in  many  ways  a  beautiful  place,  and  the 
tenue ,  the  neatness,  the  training-up  of  flowers  and  fruit 
trees,  gates,  enclosures,  hedges,  are  what  in  no  other 
country  is  dreamt  of ;  and  then  there  is  a  repose,  a  laisser 
alter ,  a  freedom,  and  a  security  in  a  vie  de  chateau  that 
no  other  destiny  offers  one.  I  feel  when  I  set  out  to 
walk  as  if  alone  in  the  world — nothing  but  trees  and 
birds ;  but  then  comes  the  enormous  satisfaction  of 
always  finding  a  man  dressing  a  hedge,  or  a  woman  in 
a  gingham  and  a  black  bonnet  on  her  knees  picking 
up  weeds,  the  natural  gendarmerie  of  the  country,  and 
the  most  comfortable  well-organised  country.  Then  at 
home,  if  the  people  are  there  one  loves,  the  whole  day 
is  passing  from  one  enjoyment  to  another ;  if  not,  one 
escapes,  follows  one’s  own  inventions. 

The  idea  of  being  at  Chatsworth  with  dearest  Hart 
is  transport  mixed  with  awe  and  timidity,  Norton 1 
will  ask  me  who  I  am  and  suppose  I  cannot  love.  I 

1  The  beautiful  Mrs,  Norton, 
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mean  to  form  an  alliance  with  Lord  Cowper,  whose 
liveliness  will  not  overpower  me. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Trentham  :  November  22,  1828. 

Dearest  G., — Granville  lias  the  gout,  but  he  feels  so 
well  in  health  to-day  that  I  hope  it  will  be  but  a  slight 
bout.  The  weather  is  delicious,  and  windows  open,  which 
gives  something  less  dismal  to  a  person  tied  by  the  leg. 

Elizabeth  is  in  the  greatest  beauty,  and  very  plea¬ 
sant  and  amiable.  He  wins  me  by  his  good-nature  and 
devotion  to  her.  They  really  are  admirable  as  a  pair. 
But  his  thirst  for  knowledge  is  frightfully  minute,  and 
there  is  something  in  his  voice  and  manner  that  makes 
his  talk  appear  worse  than  it  is.  Lady  Stafford  seems 
excessively  fond  of  her  and  tolerant  of  him.  I  never 
knew  anything  like  Lady  Belgrave’s  praise  and  admi¬ 
ration  of  Lady  Gower — thorough,  heartfelt  appreciation 
of  her,  and  justice  and  kindness  about  Lady  Francis. 
When  she  was  alone  with  me  and  serious,  I  thought 
her  delightful,  but  her  pleasanteries  set  my  teeth  on 
edge.  God  bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Trentham  :  November  25,  1828. 

Dearest  sis, — Granville  had  more  gout  last  night, 
and  we  have  given  up  Sandon  and  Teddesley. 

Five  Sneyds  and  Tom  Grenville  replace  the  Bel- 
graves.  The  latter  only  arrives  to-day.  Walewski  is 
just  what  you  say.  I  like  him,  and  when  I  am  in  for 
it  I  go  on  contentedly  and  pleasantly ;  but  when  I  see 
him  set  out  to  wTalk  round  the  garden  at  Chatsworth  I 
shall  follow,  not  meet  him. 

So  Lord  Grey's  brother  has  not  St.  Botolph’s.  It 
is  given  to  a  protege  of  Lady  Conyngham,  who,  Mr. 
Sneyd  says,  is  mother  of  Mother  Church. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon  :  November  28,  1828. 

We  arrived  here  yesterday.  I  had  a  long  and  most 
affecting  conversation  with  dearest  Lady  Harrowby. 
Her  grief,  so  deep,  so  hopeless,  is  the  more  painful  to 
witness,  as  the  struggle  of  her  life  is  to  suppress  and 
command  it.  She  gave  me  the  most  minute,  heart 
rending  details.  She  is  very  fond  of  Georgiana  and 
interested  about  the  younger  ones,  but  nothing  does  or 
ever  can  fill  up  the  blank,  the  dreadful  blank. 

There  is  an  enormous  world  at  Ingestre1 — oldSarum, 
the  intended,  and  all  the  sons  and  relations. 

Sidney  Smith  has  been  at  Teddesley,  handicapping 
Dick  Bagot  and  Mr.  Littleton  for  a  day’s  shooting,  the 
latter  to  carry  six  of  the  Dean’s  discourses  to  make  up 
the  weight. 

We  shall  find  the  Wharncliffes  at  Chats  worth,  which 
charms  me. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Westhill : 3  December  8,  1828. 

What  a  delicious  letter  yours  is,  dear,  adorable 
brother ! 

Westhill  is  dissipated.  We  found  here  the  Gowers, 
and  the  Poodle  running  tame  about  the  house.  This 
morning,  and  a  warm,  spring,  ravishing  morning  it  was, 
arrived  on  foot  Agar  and  Agress,  both  fat  and  healthy, 
and  he  in  raging  spirits,  bringing  us  a  good  piece  of 
news  that,  strange  to  say,  was  news  to  us — namely,  that 
our  goods  have  sold  at  Paris  at  an  enormous  value,  the 
pianoforte  at  double  its  original  price.  Lord  Ashley 

1  For  the  marriage  of  Lord  Ingestre  to  Lady  Saiah  Beresfoid, 
daughter  of  the  second  Marquis  of  Waterford. 

2  Lady  Salisbury,  widow  of  the  first  Marquis.  She  was  burnt  to  death 

at  Hatfield  in  1835. 

3  Lord  Stafford’s  Villa  at  Wimbledon. 
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and  Mr.  Luttrell  came  with  the  Ellises,  and  soon  after 
Mme.  de  Lieven.  ‘Bonjour,  ma  chere.  Ah!  quelle 
sante.  Je  suis  si  heureuse  d’avoir  une  amie  qui  a  de 
1’ embonpoint ;  ’  and  this  upon  the  very  threshold  of  our 
meeting. 

They  say  Brougham  is  to  fire  off  for  an  eclairdsse- 
ment  of  the  Duke’s  intentions  immediately  after  the 
Address. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Westhill:  December  8,  1828. 

One  moment.  Lady  Stafford,  Granville,  and  Poodle 
are  finishing  their  breakfast.  Coach  and  four  at  the 
door  to  go  and  see  York  House  1  and  shop. 

We  go  to  Panslianger  to-morrow  ;  we  shall  meet 
three  generations  from  Lord  Ciifden  to  Bossy,2  and 
Lieven,  qui  me  lira  beaucoup  de  choses.  I  hope  I  shall  be 
intelligent,  not  etrangere  aux  affaires. 

All  here  are  charmed  with  George’s  speeches ;  both 
excellent,  full  of  feeling  and  judgment,  and  so  exactly 
the  right  tone  and  measure. 

Nothing  ever  was  so  kind  as  the  Hollands  have 
been.  They  have  Freddy3  to  dinner  constantly;  he 
always  sits  next  to  Lord  Holland,  and  they  talk  with¬ 
out  ceasing  all  dinner-time.  Susy  says  they  say  we  do 
not  appreciate  him  nor  think  him  the  charming  child 
he  is,  and  she,  Susy,  agreed  with  the  opinion. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Panskanger :  December  13,  1828. 

Dearest  brother, — All  our  possible  friends  and 
children  are  here  brought  too'ether.  Yet  the  flatness 
is  infectious  and  our  tails  are  between  our  legs. 

1  Which  was  bought  by  Lord  Stafford  and  became  Stafford  House. 

2  His  grandson,  who  succeeded  him. 

3  I  was  nine  years  old  and  at  a  school  in  Brighton,  where  the 
Hollands  were  staying. 
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I  will  give  your  message  to  Prince  Lieven.  Their 
arrival  last  night  was  an  immense  improvement.  She 
is  in  very  good  spirits,  making  herself  available  in  every 
way,  working  a  bag,  playing  a  rubber,  cajoling  Hus- 
kisson,  who,  by  the  way,  is  a  fat,  robust,  digesting  man. 
Mrs.  Huskisson,  a  pitiable  case  of  small  health  and  low 
spirits.  Sir  Frederick  Lamb  is  very  ungracious  and 
bitter  and  growling.  Lord  Melbourne  exactly  the  re¬ 
verse,  exuberant  to  a  degree.  Madame  de  Lieven 
suddenly  gave  a  start  in  the  middle  of  a  deal.  Emily, 
three  rooms  off,  was  vociferating  ‘  Betligelert :  ’  ‘  Ah  !  ma 
chere,  le  voila,  cette  terrible  chanson.  Figurez-vous 
que  c’est  un  cliien  qui  se  meurt  pendant  treize  couplets, 
et  je  l’ai  entendue  deux  fois  et  cela  fait  vingt-six.’ 

To  give  you  an  idea  of  the  way  here.  I  am  at  near 
two  returned  to  my  room,  fire  out,  no  housemaid  hav¬ 
ing  been  near  it,  not  a  single  morsel  of  writing-paper  in 
either  of  our  rooms,  one  bad  pen  and  a  drop  of  ink. 
This  is  a  galanterie  of  Agar’s  ;  1  keep  the  other  half  for 
Susy,  after  little  Granville’s  arrival. 

I  have  no  news.  Montrond  comes  to-morrow  ;  Lord 
Melbourne  is  going  to  shoot  at  Mr.  Baring’s. 

How  happy  Freddy  will  be  at  the  ball,  to  be  sure ! 
They  say  she  is — Madame  Michaud 1 — severe,  but  would 
make  the  Simplon  chasser  croiser  if  she  had  a  mind. 

The  dancing  mistress  who  gave  the  children’s  ball. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  February  19,  1829. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  your  political  news.  I  think 
it  seems  tolerably  calm  and  secure  now.  Hov  amiable 
of  Lord  Clare  to  be  sorry,  if  he  is  !  I  should  be  so 
pleased  never  to  see  her  again.1 

We  have  all  been  out  all  day,  and  sitting  at  Lady 
Wharncliffe’s  open  window  like  citizens  on  a  Sunday 
to  see  the  folks  pass. 

I  am  glad  you  are  in  London,  as  if  you  were  not  I 
could  not  be  got  there  by  force  or  persuasion. 

We  are  rather  angry  with  you  for  not  talking  a 
great  deal  of  the  opera  relatively  to  Blanche.2  We  are 
dying  to  know  if  she  liked  it,  il  she  felt  shy.  I  have 
been  questioned,  but  could  not  answer. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  May  6,  1829. 

I  am  just  returned  from  the  bridge  over  the  Ser¬ 
pentine.  Even  London  is  delicious  to-day.  The  park 
was  as  fresh  and  green  as  ten  miles  out  of  London. 

Yesterday  I  went  to  the  ‘  Cenerentola.’  Sontag, 
thinner  than  anybody  I  ever  saw,  looking  as  if  she  had 
cried  her  eyes  out,  sang  beautifully  sometimes,  some¬ 
times  false,  which  she  never  used.  There  is  more 

1  Lady  Clare  had  just  left  him. 

2  This  refers  to  the  courtship  of  Mr.  William  Cavendish,  who  became 
successively  Lord  Burlington  and  Duke  of  Devonshire,  and  was  the  father 
of  the  present  Duke.  He  married  Lady  Blanche  Howard  in  the  following 
August. 
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effort,  weaker  in  health.  She  has  had  a  baby,  but  she 
is  married  and  has  been  so  two  years.  She  lias  told 
her  story  to  her  friends,  because  of  the  malice  of  her 
enemies.  She  had  sworn  to  conceal  it,  but  trod  upon 
a  peach-stone,  was  known  to  accoucher,  and  therefore 
now  is  obliged  to  confide  the  truth  to  a  few.  Madame 
Appony  has  received  her  since  with  the  highest  honour, 
the  French  ditto.  The  husband  she  will  not  name  be¬ 
cause  of  her  oath,  but  nobody  doubts  its  being  Count 
Clam.1  The  mystery  necessary  because  old  Clam  has 
promised  to  shoot  himself  if  his  son  marries  her. 

I  think  William  looks  after  Blanket.2  The  widow  in 
your  box,  black  satin  hat  and  white  feather,  looked  a 
beauty  ;  and  the  box,  what  with  sons  and  men  that 
looked  like  medical  ones  or  heads  of  colleges,  choke  full. 

You  never  saw  such  a  ‘  disette  of  the  men  ’  at 
Emma’s.3  Yo  smart  ones,  and  none  of  the  fine  ladies, 
few  of  the  beauties,  no  Cowpers,  Brudenells,  Sheridans, 
or  Baileys.  No  dowager  dandies  or  young  lordlings, 
save  Villiers,4  who  hopped  about  like  a  bird  with  a 
broken  wing,  sandy-coloured  and  blear-eyed,  yet  a 
sweet  smile  and  amiable  expression. 

God  bless  you. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Bruton  Street :  June  22,  1829. 

I  had  not  a  moment  yesterday  ;  no  post  to-day,  but 
I  prepare  for  to-morrow. 

The  Kino-  uncommonly  silent  and  low  the  two  first 
days,  in  high  spirits  the  last.  Very  gracious,  very 
well,  walks  much  better,  his  sight  very  bad.  He  was 
quite  pathetic  about  your  absence.  I  must  say,  to  him, 
to  us,  to  all,  it  was  irreparable. 

Ascot  was  a  beautiful  sight  on  the  Cup  Day.  The 

1  She  was  married  to  Count  Rossi.  2  Lady  Blanche  Howard. 

3  Lady  Brownlow.  4  Lord  Jersey’s  eldest  son. 
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King  bore  his  loss  like  an  angel  and  was  very  gracious  to 
Lord  Chesterfield,  Zingonee’s  1  new  papa.  The  dinners 
not  very  long  or  hot,  though  Leeds  sat  on  one  side  of 
me,  drunk  as  a  fish,  quite  incoherent.  ‘  I  don’t  know 
if  you  will  quite  take  my  meaning,  see  my  view,  but  it 
has  always  struck  me  that  scarlet  strawberries  in 
private  conversation  are  very  agreeable  to  meet  with 
occasionally.’  Little  Dorset  very  pleasant  on  the  other 
side  of  me.  Our  girls  behaved  very  well  and  were 
enchanted.  All  the  men  more  or  less  in  love  with 
Emily  Cowper. 

What  events,  the  election  and  the  good  effect  of 
inhaling ! 

Monday  morning.  —I  should  feel  more  remorse  had 
I  been  really  capable  of  anything  but  getting  through 
Ascot.  I  never  got  up  but  for  the  race,  and  was 
obliged  to  repose  in  the  interval  before  dinner.  As  to 
your  health,  you  do  not  think  yourself  famous  enough. 
Clinton  sent  bulletins  to  her  lord,  and  I  knew  of  the 
success  of  the  inhaler  in  the  Stand. 

I  think  everything  is  to  your  heart’s  consent. 
Who  would  not  love  and  be  proud  of  William  !  2 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Tonbridge  AVells  :  August  23,  1829. 

My  dearest  sis, — I  have  hardly  had  a  moment.  We 
have  lived  in  junkets ;  yesterday  Pensliurst,  Bayham 
Abbey  the  day  before. 

We  have  had  most  agreeable,  delicious  little  repasts 
at  the  Lievens.  The  first  day  Cowpers  and  Lord  Ashley. 
I  did  not  take  Susy,  as  I  thought  it  would  be  a  gene  to 
her  to  find  herself  with  the  amanti.  Emily  was  in  the 
most  captivating  beauty.  Lady  Cowper  very  much  in 
love  with  Lord  Ashley  and  I  too,  we  agreed,  much  more 
than  the  girl.  However,  I  think  her  pleased  with  him 

1  The  horse  that  won  the  cup.  2  The  late  Duke  of  Devonshire. 
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and  tliat  she  will  like  and  marry  him.  He  is  quite 
willing  to  wait  and  hope  and  try  everything  to  gain 
her  affections.  His  manner  of  making  up  to  her  is 
so  exactly  what  we  all  like  and  admire  that  everybody 
was  in  astonishment  at  her  insouciance.  So  passione,  so 
devoted,  yet  so  manly,  si  noble ,  nothing  of  the  common¬ 
place  role  in  it.  It  is  hardly  possible  to  judge  of  her, 
she  has  been  so  perseveringly  spoilt,  but  she  is  natural, 
gay,  and  good-humoured.  Her  only  chance,  I  think,  is 
to  marry  a  good  sort  of  man  whom  she  likes  very 
much. 

Yesterday  we  had  Lord  Aberdeen  and  Lord 
Abercorn.  The  day  before  only  the  Lievens.  Lord 
Aberdeen  very  great  friend  of  the  Princess’s.  To-day 
the  Stratford  Cannings  perhaps. 

The  Lievens  are  of  course  much  in  raptures  at  the 
Russian  successes,  all  but  everything.  Lord  Aberdeen 
says  there  is  nothing  to  oppose  them  now  between 
their  present  conquest  and  Constantinople,  a  distance 
of  only  one  hundred  and  twenty  miles.  He  tries  to 
look  up  about  it  all,  praises  Jules’  understanding  too, 
but  certainly  the  Government  here  is  not  at  its 
brightest  moment.  The  Duke  must  be  amazingly 
annoyed  at  the  debut  of  Monsieur  de  Polignac. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  August  27,  1829. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — I  received  a  letter  to-day  from 
Lady  Cowper,  begging  us  to  go  to  Panshanger,  which 
we  shall  not  be  able  to  do.  She  says  :  ‘  We  are  still  in 
a  great  state  of  irresolution  about  Lord  Ashley.  You 
cannot  think  how  much  anxiety  I  feel,  and  indeed  so 
does  she  from  the  difficulty  of  making  up  her  mind.’ 
I  shall  really  break  my  heart  for  him  if  she  decides 
against,  yet  I  should  break  a  dozen,  if  I  had  them,  for 
him  if  she  marries  him  without  loving  him.  So  I  am 
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glad  to  have  no  voice  in  the  affair  and  to  have  alwajs 
advised,  as  she  always  consults,  leaving  the  girl  to  her 
own  decision. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  describes  all  that  we  read  in  the 
papers  of  the  dismay  of  the  French.  She  says  Lady 
Stuart  is  coming  to  England  immediately.  Lady 
Aldborougli,  who  is  in  this  hotel,  gives  up  going  back 
to  Paris  and  says  the  English  will  probably  all  come 
away,  as  wre  are  execrated  there. 

The  Russian  details  are  most  interesting.  They  say 
the  Sultan  is  quite  mad  and  quite  resolved  not  to  give 
way.  His  fate  must  be  decided  now.  He  is  the  image 
of  Lord  Aberdeen,  with  a  violent,  nervous  twitch  in  his 
face,  lately  come.  Poor  man  ! 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  and  Lady  Carlisle. 

Bruton  Street:  September  1,  1829. 

Dearest  brother  and  sister,— We  arrived  here  yes¬ 
terday.  London  is  at  its  height  of  loneliness— one  end 
of  Bruton  Street  mending  and  blocked  up — so  that  there 
is  not  a  sound  or  a  creature  in  it.  Yet  I  have  seen 
Madame  de  Lieven  this  morning.  She  came  up  from 
Richmond.  There  was  a  Cabinet  yesterday.  I  hear  the 
Duke  remains  in  town,  has  too  much  to  do  to  return  to 
Walmer. 

The  report  is  that  the  Russians  were  at  the  gates  of 
Constantinople ;  Gordon  and  Guilleminot 1  gone  to  theii 
quarters.  Madame  de  Lieven  talks  immensely  big, 
says  they  wdll  not  stay  in  Constantinople,  but  that  the\ 
will  enter  it,  and  then  and  there  show  their  moderation. 

The  post  bell !  I  must  leave  off  with  a  thousand 
things  to  say. 

Susy  is  perfect,  admirable — the  deepest  feeling  with 
such  simplicity,  such  reality.  Poor  Eward  terribly  low. 
It  is  a  most  severe  trial  to  her. 

1  The  English  and  French  Ambassadors. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  September  2,  1829. 

We  dine  at  Holland  House  to-morrow,  which  just 
now  I  must  add  to  the  list  of  my  grievances.  The  two 
Granvilles  rode  there  yesterday.  In  Kensington  they 
met  Lord  Ashley  looking  blooming  and  radiant.  He  is 
coming  to  see  me  to-day. 

I  hear  Emily  says  she  is  not  in  love,  never  was,  and 
never  shall  be  ;  that  she  supposes  she  must  marry  some 
day,  and  hopes  when  she  does  she  shall  love  her  hus¬ 
band,  because  it  is  right,  but  the  later  the  better.  Lord 
A.  knows  this,  and  Lady  Cowper  begged  him  to  con¬ 
sider  how  much  his  love  and  grief  would  be  augmented 
by  coming  to  Panshanger,  but  he  persists.  He  does 
not  care  what  risks  he  runs  for  the  slightest  hope. 

The  girl,  I  know,  was  often  so  rude  and  reveche  that 
Lord  A.  was  wretched.  Then  Lady  Cowper,  in  an 
agony  of  pity,  scolds  and  tells  her  she  has  a  heart  of 
stone,  and  writes  a  kind  note  to  the  spark.  She  said  to 
me  that  Emily  said  to  her  one  day,  4  You  tease  me  so, 
you  talk  of  nothing  else.  Let  me  forget  it,  and  then, 
perhaps,  I  shall  like  him  better.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Chatsworth :  September  1829. 

Dearest  sister, — I  am  so  enraptured  at  being  here 
with  my  girls.  There  is  but  one  cloud,  but  it  will  pass, 
and  I  cannot  lament  it.  My  adorable  Susy  continues 
to  be  very  low.1  I  find,  with  all  her  calm  and  enjoy¬ 
ment,  her  feelings  are  of  the  deepest  kind.  She  has 
the  most  melancholy  smile  that  cuts  my  heart  in  twain. 
My  dearest  brother  is  all  kindness,  but  it  is  a  sort  of 
disappointment  and  damper  to  him,  and  he  asks  when 
it  will  be  over,  as  one  does  at  a  dull  play.  Georgy, 

'  At  parting  with  her  governess. 
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par  contre ,  is— and  this  is  most  natural— quite  an  altered 
being.  She  thinks  she  is  very  sorry  and  felt  very 
properly  about  it;  but  her  almost  wild  spirits,  her 
countenance,  and  her  good  looks  in  consequence  are 
perfectly  marvellous,  and  I  must  say  her  joy  and  Susy’s 
grief  give  me  satisfaction.  They  would  not  be  as 
natural  or  loveable  if  either  were  put  on  or  put  off. 
Then  to  see  them  together  is  quite  beautiful,  and  very 
soon  the  only  drawback  will  wear  away. 

I  feel  quite  nervous  till  to-day’s  post.  If  the  account 
of  her  is  tolerably  good,  we  shall  all  feel  much  relieved, 
though  I  cannot  believe  for  a  long  time  she  will  recover 
anything  like  cheerfulness  or  composure.  The  moment 
of  separation  was  harrowing.  There  is  no  other  word. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Chatsworth  :  September  1829. 

Dearest  sister,— I  saw  Blanche  set  off  yesterday  in 
high  health,  spirits,  and  beauty,  and  my  brother  not 
only  delighted  to  take  her  to  Derby  but  to  leave  us,  his 
charming  guests,  for  a  day. 

Morpeth’s  arrival  yesterday  has  given  a  new  turn  to 
our  amusements,  and  the  young  are  all  practising  a 
charade  for  to-night  in  the  State  rooms.  He  looks  un¬ 
commonly  well,  the  family  somewhat  excited  by  his 
arrival.  Caroline  has  pined  for  it,  as,  now  John  is 
gone,  she  sighs  only  for  representations. 

I  have  invented  something  very  ingenious,  Lady 
Carlisle.  I  come  every  morning  to  the  music-room  to 
write  to  you.  It  has  all  the  appearance  of  being  soci¬ 
able  and  pleasant  without  paying  the  tax.  If  you  could 
hear  the  many  well-known  voices  from  the  drawing¬ 
room  !  Lady  Cowper  loud  yet  languid,  Mme.  de  Lieven 
dry  and  conclusive,  Lady  Grantham’s  purling  stream, 
Clanwilliam’s  shout  of  scorn.  Then  it  is  so  amusing  to 
see  them  come  out  one  by  one,  full  of  their  last  impres- 
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sions.  Dearest  Lady  Wliarncliffe  sits  alongside  of  the 
torrent  always,  and  Lady  Newburgh  is  quiet  too,  always 
bursting  with  her  last  squabble.  Mrs.  Darner  has  been 
through,  dying  with  laughter.  The  Wiltons  and  Charles 
Greville  come  to-day,  and  the  Belfasts  and  Stanleys  have 
announced  themselves.  I  enjoy  myself  to  the  greatest 
degree  ;  it  is  so  noisy  that  it  is  easy  to  be  quiet,  so  gay 
that  it  is  comfortable  to  be  dull. 

Emily  loves  sport,  nothing  else.  Lord  Clan- 
william’s  vanity  gives  way  to  his  fear  of  committing 
himself,  but  he  allows  himself  all  the  amusement  short 
of  that.  She  is  attractive  and  lovely,  but  I  am  a  little 
tired  of  seeing  her  colour  and  shy,  and  have  a  wish  for 
more  of  heart  and  opinion.  Blanche  is  universally  ad¬ 
mired  and  approved  of.  EL  de  Bos  :  ‘  What  uncommonly 
pretty  women  your  two  nieces  are,  Lady  Granville  !  ’ 

I  think  the  Lievens  will  scarcely  get  to  you.  If 
they  do,  it  will  be  the  end  of  next  week. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Chatsworth  :  September  14,  1829. 

Lady  Gower  arrived  yesterday.  I  do  not  think 
Lord  Stafford  at  all  in  an  alarming  state,  and  I  think 
Lord  Gower  will  be  able  to  join  her  at  Doncaster  to-day. 
Granville  goes  with  her  to  Doncaster.  My  brother  and 
little  John,  Mr.  Shortbut 1  as  Harney  Cavendish  2  calls 
him,  set  out  to-morrow.  Charles  and  Catty  are  gone  to 
Ossington  and  Mrs.  Arkwright  gone  home. 

It  seems  to  me  so  strange  to  be  left  here  in  pos¬ 
session  of  this  kingdom  alone  with  my  two  girls,  for 
Guinea  went  to  Eton  to-day  with  Sir  Geoffrey  Wyatville 
straight  on  end.  To-morrow  we  three  go  to  Stoke  to 
stay  there  till  Fridajn  I  delight  in  Mrs.  Arkwright,  and 
my  girls  are  delighted  to  go  to  quite  a  new  place.  Susy 
has  recovered  her  spirits,  and  I  never  saw  her  look  so 

1  Mr.  John  Talbot,  who  was  very  tall. 

2  Miss  Cavendish,  who  became  the  second  wife  of  the  late  Lord 
Stratford. 


48  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRAN'V  ILLE  1829 

well.  We  have  most  affecting  but  comfortable  letters 
from  Mile.  Ewarcl.  Her  health  is  perfectly  good. 

We  shall  all  meet  here  at  dinner  on  Friday.  We 
long  for  Blanche.  How  the  happiness  of  that  menage 
seems  to  double  my  brother  s  ! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Newby  :  September  22,  1829. 

Yesterday  we  spent  a  delightful  day.  At  one  we 
set  out,  Catley,  Susy  and  myself,  in  a  britschka,  and 
Body  and  Mary  in  a  chaise,  and  went  to  see  Fountains 
Abbey  and  all  the  places.  I  never  saw  anything  more 
beautiful.  We  returned  in  fur  cloaks  by  moonlight  to 
rest  in  our  rooms  till  dinner.  Granville,  Lord  Clan- 
william,  and  Charles  Cavendish  rode,  but  not  with  us. 
Catty  and  the  girls  are  the  picture  of  comfort,  drawing 
as  if  Page  1  was  amongst  them. 

Lord  Clanwilliam  is  very  agreeable  at  times,  at 
others  yawning  and  bored,  but  happier  here  than  I 
have  seen  him  elsewhere,  as  he  is  cock  of  the  walk. 
If  I  was  asked  what  he  was  and  not  knowing  names 
and  relations,  I  should  say  an  only  son,  idolized  and 
spoilt  by  his  doating  parents  and  devoted  sisters. 

Susy  and  Body  like  it  very  well,  but  do  not  get  on 
with  the  young  and  are  a  little  too  much  patted  and 
stroked  by  the  old  ;  in  short,  they  are  very  happy  to  go 
to  Wortley  to-morrow. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Lilleshall:  November  20,  1829. 

My  dearest  sister, — We  have  been  this  morning 
driving  and  walking  to  the  Abbey  ;  the  day  has  been 
delicious.  Mr.  Sneyd  is  just  arrived.  He  looks  very 
pretty  and  manly  in  a  fur  coat  and  seems  uncommonly 
amiable.  Very  low  and  flat,  which  I  think  such  an 

1  Their  drawing  master. 
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improvement  to  him,  as  he  has  quite  enough  in  him  to 
afford  to  be  below  par,  and  it  is  so  much  pleasanter 
than  when  he  is  all  becks  and  wanton  smiles. 

We  have  had  a  pleasant  little  dinner.  Mr.  Sneyd 
seems  become  a  regular  country  gentleman,  improving 
and  planting.  God  bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon :  November  22,  1829. 

We  arrived  here  before  five  yesterday,  found  Lord 
Harrowby  alone,  looking  as  if  he  was  surprised  we 
were  come  and  not  glad.  But  this  is  only  his  charming 
manner,  for  he  doats  upon  Granville  and  loves  company. 

Lady  Harrowby  came  to  us  in  a  minute,  kind 
beyond  measure,  in  wonderful  looks,  and  her  spirits 
quite  as  good  as  ever.  The  girls  are  in  ecstasies  to 
have  mine.  Dody  is  charmed  with  Louisa ; 1  Susy  very 
well  pleased  with  Harriet,2  who  is  a  most  excellent, 
good-natured  creature. 

Ladies  Sandon,  Mary  Saurin,  Harriet  and  Louisa 
Eyder,  devouring  the  two  annuals  you  gave  my  girls. 
They  had  seen  none  and  are  enchanted,  twittering  like 
hedge-sparrows. 

T o  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon:  November  24,  1829. 

Dearest  sis, — We  left  the  Gowers  with  the  very 
greatest  regret.  We  have  all  been  enchanted  with  her, 
and,  independently  of  all  she  is,  her  amiability  to  us  all 
was  more  attaching  than  I  can  say.  We  never  were 
more  snug  than  in  their  unfinished,  unfurnished  house  ; 
but  then  to  be  sure  they  gave  us  up  their  own  apart¬ 
ment,  with  two  dressing-rooms.  I  had  no  idea  how 
clever  she  was,  as  well  as  excellent. 


VOL.  II. 


1  She  married  Mr.  George  Fortescue. 

2  She  married  Lord  Charles  Hervey. 
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Hart  goes  to  Brighton  to-morrow  to  see  if  his  house 
is  fit  to  live  in. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon  :  November  25,  1829. 

The  girls  are  very  happy.  Their  evenings  are 
spent  giving  letters  and  other  innocent  pastimes,  which 
Sandon  animates  and  leads  with  all  that  unselfish 
perfection  of  character  which  makes  him  enter  with 
pleasure  into  anything  which  gives  it.  The  Dowagers, 
Lord  Harrowby,  Mr.  Sneyd,  and  I,  play  steady  rubbers 
at  shilling  whist. 

I  have  picked  up  a  little  news  for  you  at  breakfast. 
Mr.  Fortescue  writes  from  Dropmore  that  Miss  Fanny 
has  been  rehearsing  4  Belvidera,’  and  that  the  scene- 
shifters  and  lamplighters  all  wept,  and  the  other  actors 
and  actresses  could  not  go  on  with  their  parts. 

Georgiana  Wortley  tells  Lady  Harrowby  that  Lord 
Ashley  talks  of  giving  up  his  office  and  going  to 
America,  and  that  Emily  advises  him  not  to  be  so  discom¬ 
posed,  and  not  to  go.  What  an  odd  footing  !  Georgiana 
adds  that  she  supposes  it  will  end  after  all  in  her 
marrying  him. 

The  Talbots  are  going  to  Hatfield  to  meet  Lady 
Cowley,1  who  is  arrived  from  Vienna.  They  come  here 
on  Monday  for  one  night,  on  their  way  with  Arthur  the 
clergyman,  very  inferior  to  little  John,  I  believe.  I 
hope  we  shall  none  of  us  fall  in  love  with  him. 

We  have  a  quantity  of  leisure  here,  and  go  on  in  a 
spirited  manner  with  Dante.  I  am  now  reading  a  book 
that  interests  and  enchants  me,  Sumner’s  4  Records  of 
the  Creation.’  Ask  Morpeth  about  it.  God  bless  you. 

1  Sister  of  the  first  Marquis  of  Salisbury,  and  wife  of  the  Ambassador 
at  Paris. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon :  November  28,  1829. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — We  expect  all  our  world  to¬ 
morrow,  when  I  hope  to  be  more  entertaining.  We 
were  half  way  through  dinner  yesterday,  when  the  door¬ 
bell  rang,  and  in  rushed  Mr.  Montagu,  with  an  orange 
comforter  round  his  neck,  loud,  fearless,  garrulous.  He 
talks  as  he  did,  but  I  am  less  used  to  it,  and  though 
often  amusing,  it  is  as  often  de  trop.  He  falls  into  a  little 
knot  of  women  not  to  his  taste — at  least  it  is  to  be 
hoped  so — as  Beckett,  Powlett,  and  even  Lady  Lonsdale  1 
are  his  heroines.  ‘  A  younger  woman  than  any  of  you, 
rides  to  cover,  plays  at  start-up,  and  none  of  us  can 
catch  her.’  Playful  seventy  ! 

Lady  Frances  Sandon  set  out  early  this  morning  to 
travel  by  slow  journeys  into  Devonshire.  Sandon  is  to 
join  her  there.  My  girls  adore  him,  and  it  is  every¬ 
thing  to  them  to  have  him  stay.  He  puts  everything 
en  train.  They  conglomerated  yesterday  evening  again, 
with  shouts  of  merriment.  Mr.  Sneyd  is  very  amiable, 
his  spirits  raised,  and  all  his  little  airs  and  graces  gone. 

Mr.  Wilmot  writes  to  Lady  Harrowby  from  Paris. 
He  says  the  Liberals  are  perfectly  secure,  that  the 
Government  cannot  stand,  and  that  instead  of  gaining 
they  lose  by  having  got  rid  of  La  Bourdonnaie,2  as 
they  look  upon  it  as  a  proof  of  timidity,  have  redoubled 
their  confidence,  and  wall  not  hear  of  any  compromise. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon  :  November  29,  1829. 

It  is  said  and  believed  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
has  bought  all  the  Tories  excepting  five.  This  proof  of 

1  Their  mother. 

2  An  active  politician  during  the  Restoration.  He  joined  the  Polignac 
Ministry  upon  its  formation,  but  three  months  later,  on  the  Prince  de 
Polignac  becoming  President  of  the  Council,  he  resigned.  He  said: 
<  Quand  je  joue  ma  tete,  j’aime  a  tenir  les  cartes.’ 
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where  he  seeks  for  strength  will  drive  Lord  Grej  in 
strong  opposition. 

Mrs.  Siddons  is  very  much  pleased  with  Miss 
Fanny. 

Cradock  has  left  Brighton.  Lady  Jersey  adores  him. 
Lady  Lyndhurst  thinks  him  too  fat.  Lady  Conyngham 
is  recovering  very  slowly. 

Lady  Dacre  is  in  raptures  with  Miss  Fanny,  and  has 
written  two  plays  for  Lady  Frances.1  The  first  was 
supposed  to  be  too  sentimental,  so  she  has  translated  a 
French  thing  for  her,  ‘  Le  Premier  Amour.’  Lord  Pal¬ 
merston  is  going  to  Paris. 

Madame  de  Flahault  says  Monsieur  de  la  Bour- 
donnaie’s  retirement  proceeded  entirely  from  his  refusal 
to  recall  the  Jesuits.  Great  treason  talked  in  the 
Liberal  salons,  amongst  those  even  nearest  the  Court. 

Monsieur  de  Talleyrand  still  in  an  unsatisfactory 
state  and  will  go  to  Eochecotte,  which  his  friends  think 
very  imprudent. 

Yesterday  was  charming.  The  Gowers  came,  to  our 
immense  delight,  and  Lord  Goderich,  whom  I  think 
charming,  as  a  private  character.  W e  played  at  whist 
and  de  petits  jeux. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon  :  December  2,  1829. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  write  to  write,  for  I  have 
nothing  to  tell  you.  Lord  Talbot  and  his  son  are  gone 
to  Teddesley.  Lady  Cecil  is  just  returned  to  Ingestre. 
My  girls  are  very  much  enchanted  with  her.  They 
think  her  captivating  beyond  measure.  I  just  stop  short 
of  that.  I  think  her  excellent,  amiable,  unselfish,  un¬ 
pretending,  gay.  I  hope  you  think  that  enough,  but  I 
should  be  surprised  if  I  saw  anybody  very  much  in  love 
with  her. 

1  Lady  F.  Leveson  had  private  theatricals  in  which  Miss  Fanny 
Kemble  appeared. 
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To-day  being  onr  first  morning  without  company, 
Lady  Harrowby  is  going  to  put  on  her  jacket  and  go 
labouring  ;  I  am  going  to  trudge  in  my  raw  baptiste 
with  Dody,  the  rest  are  going  to  ride.  Mr.  Lister 
comes  here  to-morrow.  I  saw  him  the  other  morning. 
He  is  uncommonly  pleasing  in  his  look  and  manner — 
such  a  pretty  smile  and  unpretending  quiet  way,  but 
his  health  appears  very  bad.  I  never  saw  such  uncon¬ 
querable  languor,  so  evidently  constitutional. 

Poor  Lord  Harrowby  !  he  is  now  snapping  all  their 
noses  off,  one  after  another — never  Susy’s — with  little 
sharp  scissors.  There  is  something  in  her  face  and 
Granville’s  that  quite  prevents  his  ever  snubbing 
them. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Sandon  :  December  3,  1829. 

Dearest  sister, — They  are  all  talking  of  Lord  Howe’s 
appointment,  some  saying  it  is  a  proof  that  the  Duke  is 
making  up  to  the  ultra-Tories ;  others  know  that  the 
King  and  Howe  have  always  been  great  friends. 

Granville  is  getting  impatient  to  be  in  town,  as  our 
relations,  the  Kutzlebens,  are  come.  It  is  insisted  upon 
that  I  should  crack  this  joke  by  Mr.  Sneyd  and  Lady 
Harrowby.  They  say  Lord  Carlisle  will  know  who 
they  are,  descendants  of  a  Miss  Wrottesley,  and  there 
is  an  advertisement  in  the  paper  that  they  are  arrived 
in  Gracechurcli  Street,  Bishopsgate.  God  bless  you, 
dearest. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Bruton  Street :  December  7,  1829. 

Dearest  sister, — We  were  parted  with  at  Sandon 
with  kindness  and  regret  beyond  measure — Lady  Har¬ 
rowby  with  her  warmth  d’ autrefois,1  and  Lord  H.  was 

1  What  she  was  before  Lady  Ebrington’s  death. 
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quite  sentimental  with  Susy.  We  had  a  delicious  even¬ 
ing  at  Stony  Stratford  and  arrived  here  at  four.  Gran¬ 
ville  went  to  White’s,  where  he  met  Esterhazy,  who 
told  him  that  Polignac  and  the  Liberals  talk  equally  big, 
but  that  somebody  who  met  the  former  thought  his 
confidence  assumed. 

The  Emperor  of  Eussia  is  alarmingly  ill — a  fever. 
Madame  de  Lieven  said  to  D. :  4  Nesselrode  me  rassure, 
mais  ne  me  tranquillise  pas.’  Duke  of  Wellington  very 
equal  in  his  attentions  to  both  sides  as  the  meeting 
approaches.  My  brother  very  civilly  disposed  towards 
him,  as  I  have  no  doubt  Lord  Winchilsea  is.  Is  he 
the  cleverest  of  us  all?  Lord  Stuart  disgusted  with 
Paris.  Lady  so  much  affronted  with  the  French  that 
she  all  but  cuts  them.  Lady  Jersey  and  my  brother 
acting  friendship.  It  seems  now  her  mar che  to  be  con¬ 
ciliating. 

Aldborough  has  given  up  Paris  and  is  going  to  buy 
a  house  at  Brighton.  She  said  to  Lady  Holland,  4  Is 
the  Archbishop  of  York  straightlaced  P  ’  Holly  an¬ 
swered,  ‘No,  not  at  all,  at  all,  but  he  is,’  pointing  to 
Allen,  sitting  in  a  corner. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Bruton  Street :  December  9,  1829. 

I  write  to-night  because  I  am  afraid  of  not  having 
much  time  to-morrow.  We  found  assembled  at  Madame 
de  Lieven’s  D.,  the  Lambs,  Punch,  Mr.  Luttrell,  the  Due 
de  Laval,  Alfred  de  Yandreuil,  and  Montrond.  The 
Lievens  are  low  and  uneasy  about  the  Emperor.  Laval 
extremely  distressed  at  the  death  of  his  mother.  He 
will  be  very  popular,  as  he  is  civility  and  tenderness 
itself — at  the  foot  of  every  woman  and  the  button-hole  of 
every  man.  Susy  sat  between  Laval  and  Montrond. 
Dody  had  Punch  and  was  charmed  with  him.  He  wins 
my  heart  by  his  admiration  of  Susy.  4  Monstrous  hand- 
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some  girl  she  is,  charming  girl,’  every  second  word. 
He  puts  forth  all  his  powers  of  amusing  when  he  talks 
to  her,  and  she  thinks  him  uncommonly  agreeable,  but 
her  head  is  not  one  that  turns  to  anything  but  Blanche’s 
and  Nussey’s  1  attentions,  and  Dody  admires  him  twice 
as  much  as  she  does. 

We  hear  from  little  Guinea  that  Miss  Kemble  was 
received  with  rapture  last  night.  Shouts  and  throwings 
up  of  handkerchiefs,  and  somebody  at  the  Travellers’ 
said  it  was  infinitely  superior  to  her  Juliet.  So  to¬ 
morrow  we  shall  see. 


1  Miss  Wortley. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London :  January  1830. 

I  have  seen  Lord  Carlisle,  full  of  Abercromby  Chief 
Baron  of  Scotland.1  Well  done,  beau  Wellington !  I 
have  seen  Mrs.  Huskisson,  thunderstruck  about  Wortley, 
delighted  about  Brougham.  So  am  I  doubly  since  this 
last  hit  of  the  Beau’s,  which  will  make  Hart  awfully 
grateful.  Lord  Essex  carries  Lord  Carlisle  to  the 
House.  Granville  is  just  gone  to  hear  the  little  Duke. 
There  is  a  rumour  that  the  vacant  place  is  to  be  offered 
to  Mr.  Stanley,  Sandon,  or  Lord  Howick.  I  feel  sure 
that  neither  of  the  first  would  accept.  Granville  went 
to  Madame  de  Lieven’s  ;  only  six  women  had  braved 
such  a  night.  The  Duke  was  there,  looking  old  and 
careworn,  very  well  in  health. 

Lady  Harrowby  is  arrived.  I  wonder  if  her  ener¬ 
gies  will  carry  her  to  the  House. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Bruton  Street :  February  1830. 

Well,  dearest,  another  impossible  day.  I  saw  but 
violent  rain  and  unfathomable  dirt,  muddy  dirt,  but 
quiet. 

I  saw  yesterday  morning  Lord  Wliarncliffe.  He 

Hue  office  should  have  been  bestowed  on  the  Lord  Advocate  of 
Scotland,  but  that  course  was  violated  in  order  to  conciliate  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire.  Mr.  Abercromby  was  his  man  of  business,  and  had  long  sat 
in  Parliament  for  one  of  his  boroughs. 
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sat  with  me  an  hour,  tells  me  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
is  in  high  health  and  spirits. 

Great  indignation  at  Mr.  Herries’s  appointment. 

How  can  I  have  written  so  long  without  saying 
anything  of  poor  Mr.  Tierney’s  death !  It  seems  to 
have  been  sudden,  although  he  had  been  previously  ill. 
Granville  saw  the  Hollands  yesterday  and  dines  with 
them  to-day.  He  says  they  are  very  much  grieved,  and 
say  nothing  had  been  so  unexpected.  Mrs.  Tierney 
had  left  him  the  morning  of  the  day  and  had  called 
proposing  to  take  a  walk. 

The  Session  is  expected  by  everybody  to  be  stormy  : 
violent  and  agitating  discussions.  I  suppose  the  Duke 
will  sit  cracking  these  nuts  and  leave  the  different 
parties  to  fight  it  out  with  each  other. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  February  8,  1830. 

I  have  been  shut  up  with  the  girls,  and  yesterday 
was  my  first  dissipation.  I  dined  at  the  Lievens. 
Greece  1  on  one  side,  so  low,  so  flat,  so  thin,  that  the 
log  was  a  better  King  than  that.  Nobody  knows 
what  is  to  be,  but  he  whispered  it  all  in  German  to 
the  Princess,  who  did  not  tell  us  anything  about  it.  I 
had  Morpeth  by  me  on  the  other  side,  and  he  paid  me 
as  much  attention  as  a  man  can  who  has  Emily  Cowper 
on  the  other,  beautiful  and  buoyant.  The  Wharncliffes 
were  amongst  us  with  their  tails  between  their  legs. 
Huskissons,  E.  Lamb,  Lord  Palmerston,  everybody, 
says  the  Government  cannot  go  on  as  it  is.  We 
shall  see.  The  report  of  Lord  Ellenborough  going  out 
is  general.  The  effect  of  the  two  last  debates  in  the 
House  of  Commons  would  necessitate  a  change  under 
any  other  Premier,  but  I  feel  convinced  he  will 
weather  it  if  Peel  is  not  alarmed  and  does  not  refuse 


1  Prince  Leopold. 
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to  wade  through  the  dirt  of  the  Session.  F.  Lamb  is 
bitter  beyond  measure  ;  angry  with  Lord  Holland  for 
being  lukewarm ;  says  we  have  dawdled  till  their 
moment  of  danger  has  passed  ;  suspects  Brougham  ;  has 
got  a  story  of  his  pushing  back  the  Whigs  who  were 
following  him,  saying,  ‘For  God’s  sake,  don’t  come 
after  me,  you  will  leave  the  Government  in  a  minority.’ 

Dearest  sister,  of  all  things  that  did  not  affect  those 
dear  and  near  to  me,  Lord  Graves’  death  1  has  shocked 
me  the  most.  It  leaves  a  sort  of  horror  in  the  mind  at 
all  he  must  have  undergone  ;  what  she  must  now,  and 
those  poor  children.  I  had  heard  nothing  since  I  told 
you  that  Lady  Mount  Charles  said  the  whole  history 
was  a  lie.  I  knew  he  was  living  with  her  again  and 
had  asked  Lord  George  Seymour,  whom  he  met  in  the 
street,  to  call  upon  her. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  February  1830. 

There  is  every  sort  of  speculation  afloat  about 
politics,  and  I  feel  a  conviction  that  the  Duke  will  not 
throw  himself  upon  any  party,  but  fish  in  all.  Madame 
de  Lieven  has  asked  him  to  dinner  on  Sunday  to  meet 
us,  Lady  Cowper  and  Lady  Harrowby,  and  is  extremely 
amused  at  the  prospect. 

I  saw  yesterday  Lady  Canning,  very  much  softened, 
perhaps  partly  by  the  sorry  figure  her  enemies  cut  just 
now.  I  hear  the  Duke  floundered  out  his  vindication 
of  Lord  Ellenborough.  I  admired  George  Lamb’s 
speech  very  much,  but  am  told  it  was  foolish  and  im¬ 
prudent  and  gave  the  Government  an  opportunity  of 
saying  many  things  they  wish,  and  played  their  game 
in  short. 

I  am  convinced  of  poor  Lady  Graves’  innocence, 
and  believe  that  he  had  been  goaded  to  suspect  and 


1  lie  committed  suicide. 
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tax  her  with  what  is  certain  he  never  discovered, 
that  he  was  extremely  furious  and  violent,  and  that  his 
misery  has  been  the  having  by  his  accusations  ruined 
her  character.  Think  what  those  must  feel  who  were 
in  the  habit  of  exciting  his  mind  against  her  and 
sending  him  all  the  paragraphs  and  accusations ! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London :  February  1830. 

My  beloved  sister, — I  have  nothing  new.  Johnny 
Eussell  has  just  been  here.  Lord  Ashley  behaved  most 
beautifully  last  night.  How  that  girl  can  help  liking 
him,  seeing  his  devotion  for  her,  with  something  so 
noble,  so  manly  in  his  whole  manner  and  conduct !  He 
danced  all  night  with  the  girls,  did  not  follow  her  at  all, 
and  his  spirits  appeared  good  without  being  forced, 
though  I,  who  know,  could  have  cried  over  him. 

Lady  Graves  has  not  had  a  moment  of  consciousness 
since  she  heard  ;  in  fainting  fits,  and  delirious  at  times. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  February  11,  1830. 

Dearest  sister, — Pretty  speeches  of  Husky  and  Grant, 
and  very  proper  butter  spread  upon  Abercromby  by 
the  former. 

I  have  been  walking  to  Lady  Harrowby,  who  is  in 
bed  with  a  severe  cold  and  can  scarcely  breathe  or 
speak,  but  in  despair  at  giving  up  going  to  the  House 
of  Commons  to-night.  The  Wharncliffes  came  and 
tea’d  with  us  last  night.  There  is  a  slight  gene  because 
we  never  mention  politics,  but  they  are  such  nice 
people  and  there  are  luckily  so  many  other  subjects  in 
the  world. 

I  see  Peel  is  very  touchy  about  Husky’s  pleasant¬ 
ries. 

Lady  Graves  continues  in  the  same  state.  When 
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she  speaks,  it  is  to  ask  why  he  does  not  come  to  fetch 
her  to  some  place  where  they  were  to  have  gone 
together.  The  Duke  of  Cumberland  has  been  sent  to 
by  the  police  to  tell  him  that  they  cannot  answer  for 
his  life  if  he  goes  about.  I  must  pity  him.  There  is  a 
fatality  about  him,  and  I  hear  the  nervous  horror  of 
his  manner  is  dreadful.  It  is  now  made  a  crime  that 
he  called  at  Hampton  Court  to  inquire  how  Lady 
Graves  was. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London :  February  1830. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Morpeth  is  much  pleased  with 
Miss  Fanny,  though  he  sees  the  faults  I  see  and  is  not 
foolishly  enthusiastic.  How  glad  I  am  that  Brougham 
accepts  and  is  coming  in  for  Knaresborough  !  Some¬ 
body  said,  J.  Wortley  between  Lords  Ashley  and 
EHenborough  will  be  the  tame  elephant  between  the 
wild  ones.  Mr.  Luttrell  was  asked  whom  he  had  met 
at  the  Hollands.  4  The  quick  and  the  dead,’  Lord 
Clanwilliam  and  Mr.  Bogers.  Mr.  Montagu  was  full  of 
joy  at  the  people  at  Melton,  after  Lord  Clanwilliam  had 
been  over,  unshaved  and  very  grand,  holding  all  of 
them  as  cheap  as  dirt,  asking,  4  Who’s  that  heavy  swell?’ 
The  name  is  a  good  one. 

I  am  poorly  and  don’t  feel  jovial. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London :  February  18,  1830. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — I  have  seen  my  brother  in  such 
spirits,  so  happy  with  the  little  menage  at  Devonshire 
House,  disgusted  with  John  Wortley — indeed,  I  never 
saw  so  general  an  opinion  as  the  one  of  his  having  so 
lowered  himself ;  delighted  about  Abercromby,  satisfied 
with  himself  about  Brougham.  The  minority  last  night 
must  have  been  a  curious  sight — O’Connell  and  Sadler 
walking  out  side  by  side. 
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Agar  lias  just  been.  He  seems  to  think  Lord 
Ashley  and  Emily  will  certainly  be  ;  do  is  another  ques¬ 
tion.  They  say  Frederick  Lamb  is  strong  for  it  now. 
God  bless  you. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Saltram  :  August  22,  1830. 

Many  thanks  for  your  letter,  dearest  brother.  We 
have  here  the  mildest,  prettiest  weather ;  nobody  but 
Theresa  and  Mr.  Lister,  engaged  and  seeming  perfectly 
happy. 

To-day  Lord  Graves 1  and  his  French  wife,  some 
Frenchmen  and  sparks  quartered  at  Plymouth,  expected. 
I  had  forgot  the  Bulteels,  the  happiest  couple  I  ever 
saw,  devoted  to  each  other,  fond  of  all  the  same  things, 
their  children  and  place,  drawing  like  artists,  singing 
like  nightingales. 

Eward  has  reached  Paris  in  safety.  She  says  the 
French  look  extremely  happy,  with  a  sort  of  arrogance 
and  bravade  about  them.  Charles  the  Tenth  is  to  have 
Lulworth  Castle  for  the  present,  cm  attendant. 

Lady  Morley  is  dying  for  Chatsworth  in  the  winter, 
but  cannot  tell  what  her  plans  are.  We,  dear  brother, 
are  combles  ;  we  have  no  sort  of  engagement  but  the 
Carlisles  for  October.  A  winter  has  always  been  a  beau 
reve  of  ours. 

But,  private  and  confidential,  think  of  Guilleret,2 
who  says  we  shall  perhaps  go  to  Paris  to  see  the  new 
state  of  things. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Bruton  Street:  November  4,  1830. 

Dearest  brother, — Everybody  is  full  of  the  Beau’s 
speech.  Some  think  it  a  proof  that  he  is  determined 
to  resign,  others  that  he  will  propose  an  enlarged  plan 
of  reform  in  the  course  of  the  next  six  weeks. 

1  Son  of  the  man  who  committed  suicide. 

3  Lord  Granville. 
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Morpeth  spoke  well  last  night;  so  exactly  the 
moderate,  sound  view  to  be  taken  of  things  just  now. 
To-day  I  have  been  to  see  the  Staffords,  violent 
reformists.  Lady  Stafford  observed,  ‘  Mr.  Brougham 
made  a  very  good  speech.’  £  Francis  is  a  foolish,  pro¬ 
voking  boy.  What  was  the  use  of  being  such  a  fool  ? 
And  when  he  knows  his  father  has  declared  himself  for 
reform.’  I  have  also  seen  Lady  Clanricarde  in  the  most 
brilliant  beauty,  to  be  sure. 

Lady  Aberdeen’s  rout  was  immensely  full  and  hot. 
Granville  was  there,  and  Ministers,  Dips,  and  a  few 
extras.  I  heard  of  Madame  de  Lieven’s  and  Lord 
Grey’s  faces  expanded  with  delight. 

Billy  has  forty  people  to  dinner  to-day,  Lord 
Gower  among  them. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London:  November  5,  1830. 

I  begin  at  an  early  hour,  as  I  may  not  have  much 
time.  You  read  Lord  Winchilsea  wishing  to  see  Lord 
Grey  in.  I  begin  to  pity  the  poor  Beau. 

Granville  and  Dody1  dined  at  Holland  House. 
Holly  having  caught  a  young  bird,  they  were  tete-a-tete 
after  dinner,  pumped  her  hard  upon  all  the  distressing 
subjects  she  could  think  of— -religion,  the  Wortley 
marriage,2  etc. — but  Doddles  turned  round  and  round 
in  her  hands  like  a  ball  of  soap.  The  Duke  of  Bedford 
dined  there  ;  she  is  in  Scotland. 

Theresa  is  to  be  married  to-morrow  morning,  and 
we  are  to  breakfast  at  Lady  Clarendon’s  at  two  o’clock. 

Saturday. — I  had  no  time  yesterday,  and  regret  it 
less,  as  G.  wrote.  Loch  votes  for  Reform.  Lord  Staf¬ 
ford  is  all  energy,  ratting  with  speed  yet  dignity,  as  his 
principles  do  not  allow,  etc.  I  saw  Lady  Canning, 
very  much  pleased  indeed. 

1  His  daughter  Georgiana. 

2  Mr.  Charles  Wortley  to  Lady  Emmeline  Manners. 
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Granville  went  to  Lady  Lansdowne’s  last  night. 
Lord  Grey  rayonncmt.  He  and  the  host  most  affec¬ 
tionate  together.  The  bets  were  that  the  Duke  would 
have  been  out  yesterday,  others  that  he  will  be  a 
Eeformer  before  Saturday. 

Susy  has  been  at  the  marriage  at  St.  George’s. 
Theresa,  very  pretty  in  a  white  pelisse  and  white  hat 
and  feathers,  dreadfully  nervous,  shook  like  a  leaf.  I 
hope  it  has  given  Susy  a  horror  of  matrimony.  Mr. 
Lister  looked  very  happy. 

I  shall  wait  now  for  the  chance  of  news.  Mrs.  F. 
Frankland  Lewis  has  been,  but  communicated  nothing. 
Bathiany  has  been,  and  the  report  is  that  Ministers  are 
out,  but  I  cannot  vouch  for  it.  Lady  Cawdor  told 
Morpeth  that  Edwin  Lascelles  told  her  that  Mr. 
Algernon  Greville 1  told  it  him. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  8,  1830. 

Granville  dined  at  the  Lord  Chancellor’s  yesterday. 
The  Chancellor  came  in  after  they  were  all  seated  from 
a  Cabinet  that  had  lasted  five  hours,  returned  to  be  at  it 
again  till  two,  and  the  result  you  see  in  the  papers.  It 
may  have  been  necessary  to  put  off,2  but  what  indigna¬ 
tion  it  will  create  !  It  is  really  appalling,  and  I  fear  for 
the  Duke.  It  would  be  a  national  disgrace  if  any 
personal  harm  awaited  him,  and  it  is  impossible  not  to 
fear  it  from  the  exasperation  of  the  people.  The 
Government  must  have  received  information  of  the 
most  alarming  nature  to  justify  this  measure.  I  am 
terrified  for  the  first  time.  Cold  paws,  my  heart  in  a 
curb  rein,  and  my  ears  erect  and  listening — out  or  in, 
who,  when,  all,  seems  secondary  to  me  to-day. 

I  hear  Lady  Jersey  is  terribly  low.  Did  I  tell  you 

1  Duke  of  Wellington’s  private  secretary. 
u  The  King’s  visit  to  the  City. 
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that  Lord  Talbot  had  sent  to  the  Duke,  a  la  Stafford,  to 
declare  himself  for  Keform  ?  Lord  Wharncliffe  came  to 
see  me  yesterday,  holding  up  his  hands  and  eyes  at 
the  Duke’s  last  speech  and  declaration,1  saying  unto 
everybody  that  he  must  go  out,  and  extolling  Lord 
Grey’s  most  sound  and  temperate  speech.  God  bless 
you.  Nobody  knows  what  determined  Ministers,  and 
of  course  all  judgments  upon  it  are  premature.  Some 
say  they  had  notice  of  a  house  taken  from  whence 
the  Duke  was  to  have  been  shot,  others  that  the  trades¬ 
men  wished  it,  and  that  there  was  a  plot  to  detain 
the  King  as  a  hostage.  I  am  uneasy  about  the  House 
of  Lords,  where  Granville  has  just  gone,  as  they  say 
there  will  be  a  piece  of  work.  Abercromby  says  the 
report  was  that  twenty  thousand  men  were  coming  up 
to-morrow  from  Liverpool,  Manchester,  etc. 

Lady  Cowper  has  just  been,  making  me  brave. 
She  says  Lady  Wilton  is  in  despair  at  there  being  no 
Guildhall,  thinks  it  was  all  prepared  for  battle,  which  I 
therefore  conclude  she  would  have  liked.  I  feel  rather 
less  frightened. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  9,  1830. 

You  will  see  by  the  debate  that  the  insufficiency  of 
the  reason  for  putting  off  was  almost  unanimously 
felt.  Nevertheless,  I  am  sure  it  was  right ;  but  it  has 
given  the  final  blow,  if  one  had  been  wanted.  Lord 
Haddington  said  to  Granville  after  the  Duke  had 

o 

ended :  ‘  If  I  had  not  thought  he  must  resign  before,  I 
should  be  convinced  of  it  now  ;  ’  and  even  his  own  people 
hold  the  language  that  the  sooner  he  goes  the  better. 
Everything  is  dropping  from  beneath  his  feet.  I  hear 
he  looked  extremely  low  and  annoyed.  I  am  dying  for 
him  to  go  for  his  own  sake,  for,  as  to  his  place,  who  can 

1  Against  all  Reform. 
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wish  to  be  unfortunate  enough  to  get  it,  and  I  think  of 
Lord  Grey  with  profound  compassion.  Ainsi  ne  va  pas 
le  monde,  and  there  are  many  rayonnant  faces  about. 

Wilmot  Horton  is  at  breakfast  here,  having  turned 
up  like  small  fish  in  a  storm.  He  must  think  himself 
lucky  in  having  kept  aloof,  when  agace  by  the  present 
Government.  He  may  not  be  lucky  with  the  next,  but 
at  least  stands  fair  like  another. 

I  am  happier  about  danger,  as  I  am  laughed  at,  and 
nothing  has  happened  yet,  but  Mr.  Wilmot  met  just 
now  a  policeman.  ‘Was  there  any  row  last  night  ?  ’ 
‘  No,  your  honour,  but  there  will  be.’  The  Queen  to 
the  last  was  dying  to  go.  Lady  Cowper  called  on  Lady 
Jersey  yesterday.  She  says  she  showed  her  feelings 
in  excessive  crossness.  I  go  on  Friday  to  dine  at 
Ludolfis  1  to  meet  Berri,  on  Saturday  at  Lord  Stafford’s 
to  meet  Talleyrand.  The  other  Berry  dines  and  sleeps 
at  Stafford  House  on  Saturday. 

Susy  went  with  Lady  Morley  to  hear  Lord  Burg- 
hersh’s  opera.  They  thought  it  wretched.  Two  pretty 
things — one  out  of  the  ‘  Gazza,’  and  the  other  out  of 
‘  Masaniello.’  Lady  Wharncliffe  is  charmed  with  Miss 
Fanny  in  Mrs  Haller. 

Poor  Lord  Mayor  !  The  City  have  turned  him  out, 
and  sent  into  the  country  for  Mr.  Copeland  to  be  the 
new  one.  It  is  tres  dur,  but  I  suppose  right,  as  to  have 
had  an  unpopular  one  in  the  City  just  at  this  moment 
would  have  been  the  deuce  to  pay. 

I  am  just  come  from  la  Princesse.  The  carriage 
was  at  the  door  to  take  her  to  Richmond.  She  walked 
out  of  an  inner  room,  Le  Gris 2  following.  He  looked 
fair,  sweet,  like  a  spring  morning.  She  is  in  a  great 
state.  ‘Mais,  est-ce  vrai?  mais  que  faut-il  penser?’ 
She  was  at  Billy’s  last  night.  He  was  all  fondness  and 
civility  to  the  Beau,  and  drank  his  health  four  or  five 

1  Neapolitan  Ambassador.  3  Lord  Grey. 

VOL.  II. 
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times.  He,  the  Beau,  holds  the  most  liautain,  prononce, 
confident  language.  He  says  Government  count  upon 
a  majority  of  a  hundred  on  Tuesday  next,  scoffs  at  the 
idea  of  danger  to  himself.  ‘  On  l’essayera,  mais  on  ne 
le  fera  pas.  Ce  n’est  pas  si  facile  de  tuer  un  homme.’ 
On  the  other  hand,  she  says  that  he  does  look,  not  only 
ill,  but  low,  abattu,  downfallen. 

Lord  Grey  told  her  she  would  be  pelted,  and  she 
was  in  a  great  taking.  4  Mais,  donnez-mois  done  un 
norn.  Que  faut-il  dire  P  qui  doit-on  nommer  ?  qui  est 
populaire  ?  Yous,  Milord — mais  que  sais-je?  Je  ne 
sais  pas  qu’on  vous  aime.  Qui  me  dira  la  verite  ? 

I  have  just  seen  Lord  Haddington.  He  thinks  they 
cannot  be  sanguine.  All  the  Government  people  talk 
the  most  desponding  language,  but  the  Duke  puts  on  a 
face  and  is  determined  to  fight  it  out  to  the  last.  He 
looks  upon  Billy’s  civility  as  conclusive  ;  says  he  never 
heard  of  its  being  otherwise  from  a  King  to  a  Premier 
at  the  last  gasp. 

Lord  Haddington  says  he  understands  all  the  Royal¬ 
ties  were  at  Billy’s  last  night,  talking  the  most  open, 
unguarded  defiance  and  dislike  of  the  Duke. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  11,  1830. 

Dearest  brother, — There  is  no  news.  The  girls 
went  with  their  papa  to  Lady  Aberdeen  last  night. 
The  Duke  talking  a  great  deal,  Lady  Jersey  ditto. 
The  brides  in  great  beauty.  Lady  Lilford,  red  gown 
and  white  hat  and  feather,  the  prettiest.  Lady  Gower 
and  the  Duchess  of  Buccleugh  dine  at  Court  to-day. 
G.  and  I,  both  in  the  last  stage  of  decrepitude,  rush 
there  at  eleven,  yet  I  think  she  rather  likes  the  thought, 
having  a  more  junketous  soul  than  me.  Hardys  just 
asked,  driving  about  distracted  for  feathers  and  flounces. 
Blanche  very  much  affronted.  Morleys  not  asked,  she 
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wlio  lodged  and  fed  them.  My  girls  enchanted.  Eight 
hundred  friends. 

The  report  is  that  the  Duke  offers  his  resignation 
incessantly.  Billy  will  not  hear  of  it.  The  mob  con¬ 
tinue  peaceable,  in  spite  of  all  the  provocation.  Some 
say  the  rise  of  the  Funds  is  because  Ministers  are  out, 
others  because  there  is  a  conviction  of  their  going. 
Lord  Strathaven  votes  for  Beform.  William  Banks  with 
Ministers.  Lord  Grey  and  Dolly  sat  together  the  whole 
of  yesterday  evening.  Lady  Jersey,  Talleyrand,  Lord 
ClanwiUiam,  and  a  Minister  or  two  got  together  into  a 
little  room  and  made  a  great  noise. 

When  the  mob  cried  ‘  Liberty  or  Death  !  ’  to  the 
soldiers,  one  of  them  said,  £  I  am  very  sorry  I  cannot 
give  you  liberty,  but  I  can  give  3^ou  death,  if  you  like 
it,  this  very  moment.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  13,  1830. 

I  know  not  when  I  shall  get  to  Brighton ;  you  must 
know  how  much  I  wish  it. 

I  am  low  about  politics,  yet  I  know  nothing ;  but 
there  seems  to  me  a  reaction,  and  people  are  so  shabby 
that  I  think  the  King’s  fondness  and  allegiance  to  the 
Beau  will  tell.  I  begin  to  think  there  is  no  chance  of 
beating  them  on  Tuesday. 

Well,  last  night  was  the  completest  failure.1  El¬ 
bowed  by  the  navy,  numberless  queer  figures,  and  at 
eleven,  in  the  midst  of  a  dull  rout,  with  scarcely  any 
dancing-men,  an  impromptu  was  got  up,  and  two  re¬ 
luctant,  serious  quadrilles  performed  to  one  or  two 
squeaking  instruments  taken  out  of  the  band  and 
playing  out  of  tune. 

Lady  Chesterfield  beautiful,  I  am  told.  I  did  not 
see  her. 

A  party  at  the  Palace. 
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Lady  Seymour  beautiful,  I  thought,  but  people  say 
she  has  lost  her  good  looks  by  being  grown  one  of  the 
fattest  women  you  ever  saw. 

Lady  Ashley,  body  and  mind  too  much  out  of  curl. 
Lady  Clanwilliam,  a  fine  girl.  Her  husband  out  of  his 
wits  for  joy  and  all  devotion  to  her ;  so  was  Lord 
Seymour  to  his  corpulent  lady. 

Talleyrand  crawled  past  me  last  night  like  a  lizard 
along  a  wall.  Lino  dined  there,  so  did  the  Lord 
Mayor  and  Mayoress  ;  good-natured  of  Billy. 

God  bless  you.  The  Queen  enquired  most  gra¬ 
ciously  after  you — in  detail. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  November  14,  1830. 

Dinner  1  was  solemn.  The  Chancellor  looked  black, 
the  Beau  bored,  Lieven  in  a  taking  ;  she  does  not  know 
what  to  make  of  it. 

I  have  just  been  told  that  the  Government  means, 
if  possible,  to  meet  Brougham’s  motion  with  a  sort  of 
concession,  the  members  for  the  great  towns  perhaps. 
Nothing  ever  equalled  the  shabbiness  of  the  Duke,  and 
there  is  only  one  thing  all  agree  upon — that  he  will  stick 
on  as  long  as  it  is  possible.  I  can  form  no  guess  of 
what  will  happen  ;  there  is  no  calculating  with  such  a 
man  as  the  Duke.  Berri,  though  our  object,  looked 
amazingly  out  of  water  amongst  us  all,  with  Lieven  in 
velvet  and  diamonds  and  the  Beau  basking  by  her. 
Dolly  2  was  in  a  very  stormy  state  ;  looked  uncommonly 
handsome.  God  bless  you.  I  could  not  squeeze  out 
another  word,  if  to  be  hung. 

1  At  the  Ludolfs’.  2  Lady  Lyndhurst. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London:  November  15,  1830. 

My  dearest  brother, — I  am  so  sorry  you  are  still 
unwell.  I  cannot  get  rid  of  my  hoarseness  and  general 
malaise. 

Why,  Orange  is  uglier  and  thinner  and  animaler,  and 
nobody  seems  to  think  about  him.  He  is  in  high  spirits, 
driving  in  a  cab  and  dining  with  Worcester,  and  I  dare 
say  will  fall  in  love  with  Fox  or  Beckett  and  be  a  very 
happy  particular. 

The  interest  is  immensely  strong.  Hating  from  to¬ 
day  the  Opposition  are  very  sanguine.  The  Beau  has 
disgusted  so  many  of  his  friends,  and  the  officers,  by 
keeping  them  up  three  days  and  nights  in  readiness  for 
action.  They  now  call  it,  whatever  may  have  been  the 
truth,  a  nonsensical  panic.  Lady  Wharncliffe  was  here 
yesterday.  She  said  he  had  cut  his  own  throat,  that, 
even  if  he  has  a  majority  on  Tuesday,  it  will  only  be 
dragging  on  the  same  weak,  miserable  Government.  I 
saw  Punch,  frantic  against  him  if  he  turns  now  to  any 
modification  of  Reform,  Old  Charles  Greville  says  :  ‘  I 
wish  to  God  they  would  go  out ;  they  make  themselves 
more  and  more  ridiculous  every  day.’ 

Interrupted  by  the  Swedish  woman.  She  wonders 
at  Mrs.  Berri,  how  she  can  go  on  and  gobble  up  all  the 
Ludolf  property.  She  tells  me  Mine.  Esterhazy  is  very 
angry.  She  called  and  they  said  Mme.  la  Marquise  est 
chez  elle.  She  walked  up  the  narrow  stairs  and  there 
found  our  Berri,  standing  up  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 

Ludolf  and  Bouille  arranged  like  d - d  honours 

behind  her.  She  bowed,  asked  after  the  Emperor’s 
health,  never  offered  her  a  chair,  and  bowed  her  out 
again  before  her  carriage  had  had  time  to  turn 
round. 

Holly  says  the  Beau  means  to  swallow  Reform,  but  I 
cannot  believe  it,  and  most  of  his  friends  deny  it.  It 
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would  leave  him  too  contemptible,  and  he  has  not  now 
popularity  enough  to  shield  him. 

I  dined  at  Stafford  House  last  night.  Lady  Stafford 
has  a  sort  of  engouement  for  Lino.1  She  can  talk  of 
nothing  else,  and  her  manner  to  her  is  affectionate 
homage.  She  can  say  nothing  but  4  Is  she  not  beauti¬ 
ful  P  Is  she  not  interesting  ?  ’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  21,  1830. 

I  am  better,  but  so  languid  and  flat,  in  spite  and  in 
the  midst  of  all  the  excitement,  and  that’s  why  I  did  not 
write,  knowing  that  sister  G.  did. 

Everybody  seems  to  be  charmed.2  I  told  her  some 
little  changes,  which  I  saw  her  put  into  her  letter  to 
you. 

Lady  Grantham  has  just  been  here.  She  came  from 
Silence,  who  is  in  a  real  taking  and  says  she  has  been 
the  only  consistent  person,  reviled  Grantham,  who 
turned  upon  her.  Brougham  called  on  her  yesterday. 
She  would  not  speak  to  him,  only  grunted.  Granville 
is  gone  to  see  him  take  his  seat.  Miss  Berry  came  here 
yesterday,  had  dined  with  him  at  Lady  Charlotte  Lind¬ 
say’s  ;  never-  saw  such  a  sweet  couleur  de  rose  lamb. 

I  have  not  seen  Mme.  de  Lieven.  Some  people 
think  she  had  travelled  so  far  and  fast  on  the  late 
road,  that  she  must  have  a  little  time,  like  a  ship  after 
a  storm,  to  settle  into  her  way  again. 

I  am  very  sorry  for  the  Lyndhursts,  all  the  more 
for  everything  that  makes  others  glad. 

All  tiie  minor  rats  are  running  in  upon  the  Go¬ 
vernment,  which  must  be  troublesome.  God  bless  you. 

1  Daughter  of  the  late  last  Due  de  Courlande.  She  left  her  husband, 
the  Due  de  Dino,  in  order  to  preside  over  the  house  of  his  uncle,  the 
Prince  de  Talleyrand,  with  whom  she  remained  until  his  death. 

2  At  the  Duke  of  Wellington’s  resignation. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  December  20,  1830.1 

My  dearest  brother, — You  are  most  kind  and  adora¬ 
ble,  but  are  you  sure  this  time  there  are  not  objections 
you  may  feel  when  the  moment  comes,  some  grand 
affair  at  which  you  would  like  them 2  to  hang  on  Blanket, 
or  a  wish  to  show  them  to  the  future  Duchess  of  D.,the 
morning  after  your  proposal  ?  A  Devolution  and  a  wish 
to  sell  them.  Think  this  over  and  say  ‘  Send  them 
back  ’ — without  scruple,  if  my  logic  strikes  you. 

There  was  a  debate  last  night,  good  for  Government, 
I  am  told.  The  Beau  let  slip  the  words,  ‘  The  late 
misfortunes  in  France.’  Lord  Grey  spoke  extremely  well; 
much  talking  in  the  other  house,  Paris  and  Vienna 
not  to  be  cut  down.  I  have  had  letters  from  Madame 
de  Flahault,  and  some  parlez-vous,  most  flattering. 
Nothing  yesterday  from  Lord  Stuart,  but  Mrs.  Hamil¬ 
ton  writes,  evidently,  I  think,  begged,  to  deprecate  our 
coming  soon,  yet  go  we  shall. 

I  must  answer  all  of  them  to-day,  so  a  longer  letter 

to-morrow. 

1  Lord  Granville  was  re-appointed  Ambassador  at  Paris  on  the  forma¬ 
tion  of  the  Grey  Government. 

2  The  Duke  had  lent  his  sister  some  diamonds. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dover :  January  1,  1831. 

We  have  had  a  most  prosperous  beginning,  dearest 
beloved  sister — a  day  like  October,  brighter  and  clearer 
than  any  we  have  had  since  Castle  Howard,  making 
everything  look  distinct  and  beautiful.  There  is  not  a 
breath  of  wind  and  the  sea  is  as  calm  as  a  pond.  We 
are  to  go  over  to-morrow  in  the  ‘Duke  of  Wellington,’ 
not  a  Government  packet,  but  a  good  large  one.  WTe 
are  promised  a  three  hours’  passage.  G.,  Stewart, 
Guinea,  and  Dodv  are  all  in  the  agonies  of  looking  for¬ 
ward  to  to-morrow,  and  sick  already  from  fright. 

We  met  on  the  road  somebody  we  took  for  Mons. 
Van  de  Weyer,1  and  a  number  of  caliches  coming  to 
London. 

Good  night,  my  dearest  sister.  I  never  let  myself 
look  at  this  as  a  long  separation.  I  really  could  not. 

Sunday  morning,  half-past  nine. — It  is  a  delicious 
day,  as  mild  as  spring,  with  very  little  wind — -just 
enough,  I  am  told,  to  steady  the  vessel. 

The  girls  are  quite  well,  very  sorry ;  but  change  and 
bustle  and  their  own  adorable  sweet  buoyant  natures 
would  carry  them  through  everything. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Calais :  10  o’clock. 

We  had  a  passage  of  three  hours,  the  sea  very  rough, 
till  we  got  near  the  French  coast.  Granville  and  I 

The  Belgian  statesman,  who  was  prominent  in  the  movement  for  sepa¬ 
ration  from  Holland.  He  was  a  long  tirpe  Belgian  Minister  in  London. 


1831 


TO  LADY  CAKLISLE 


73 


perfectly  well  on  the  deck  all  the  time.  Susy  well  in 
the  chariot,  Dody  in  bed  very  ill,  Stuart,  George,  and 
Guinea  the  same  on  deck. 

The  weather  was  fine,  very  cold  as  we  got  here. 
We  walked  about  the  town,  smelt  the  peat,  saw  the 
National  Guard  with  his  gun,  the  merry  noisy  people 
all  over  the  place,  in  this  cold  weather  on  round¬ 
abouts  and  jeu  de  bagues,  the  women  in  caps  as  usual. 
Came  back  to  dinner  at  five  o’clock.  Our  rooms— not 
the  large  ones,  which  they  think  too  cold  and  are  shut 
up — are  very  comfortable. 

Going  abroad,  anyhow,  anywhere  is  such  a  lark ; 
not  more,  not  less,  but  a  lark.  Neither  comforts  nor 
grievances  are  as  substantial  as  in  England.  I  am  to¬ 
night  in  the  humour  that  I  like  being  on  the  road  so 
much  more  than  being  arrived  in  Paris 

We  shall  not  get  there  before  Thursday. 

We  have  the  two  latest  French  papers  here.  Nothing 
can,  I  think,  be  more  promising  than  the  state  of  Paris. 
Good  night. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  10,  1831. 

Your  letter  was,  as  always,  a  happiness.  Let  me 
now  try  to  settle  my  thoughts,  and  give  you  a 
sketch  of  my  four  days.  I  have  done  immensely  in 
them,  yet  I  tremble  when  I  think  how  much  remains  ; 
but  this  is  our  May  and  June  in  London,  with  all  the 
labour  of  dress  and  visiting,  for  Paris,  vialgre  the 
retraites ,  the  absences ,  the  bouderie,  les  resistances ,  is  Paris 
still,  swarming  with  English,  and  the  French  rising  from 
their  ashes  every  day.  Balls  beginning,  dinners  con¬ 
stantly,  every  Frenchwoman  at  home  three  days  in  the 
week,  ten  of  them,  I  am  told,  on  Saturday.  We  have 
thoughts  of  a  ball  in  about  a  fortnight,  before  Guinea 
leaves  us. 
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Yesterday  I  went  at  two  totlie  Palais  Royal,  desned 
de  me  faire  bien  belle.  I  find  to  my  despair  that  the 
great  wisli  is  that  one  should  dress  a  great  deal  and 

O 

very  fine  to  encourage  trade. 

I  found  the  Queen,  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  two  Prin¬ 
cesses,  three  dames  and  one  man,  most  amiable,  most 
kind,  most  gracious.  They  talked  of  everything  the 
difficulties  of  the  times  and  surtout  Prance.  I  think  their 
great  wish  is  to  pursue  the  late  firm  though  very 
moderate  course  the  King  has  taken  to  restore  the  tone 
of  society  by  degrees,  to  promote  a  return  to  amuse¬ 
ment,  hats  and  flowers.  Les  boudeuses,  you  must  know, 
amongst  whom  predominate  Alfred,  Jumilliac,  Girar- 
din,  do  not  go  out  and  dress  like  beggars. 

The  Duke  of  Mortemart’s  appointment  to  Peters- 
burgh  has  electrified  this  last  set.  He  is  high  in  every¬ 
thing — rank,  character,  higli-mindedness,  connections 
— and  such  a  man,  chosen  and  accepting,  is  an  immense 
step  for  the  present  people. 

We  have  had  the  attaches  to  dinner.  They  are  all 
civil  and  good-humoured.  Ashburnliam  rheumatic, 
languid,  and  upon  my  woord  I  doon’t  kno-o-ow  genre , 
which  is  not  useful  or  efficient,  but  he  seems  sensible 
and  gentlemanlike.  Magennis  well-meaning,  good-tem¬ 
pered,  would  be  a  puppy  if  he  knew  how,  rather  prosy. 
Waller  good-natured,  vulgar  little  man.  Lord  Harry 
Vane,1  good-natured,  inoffensive.  Cradock,  a  very  fine 
thing,  a  Russian  prince  of  high  degree. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  1831. 

Granville  is  extremely  busy.  I  delight  to  see  how 
he  is  considered  and  valued  here ;  my  only  regret  is, 
entre  nous,  that  he  has  such  a  man  as  poor  Mr.  Hamilton, 

1  Third  son  of  the  first  Duke  of  Cleveland.  He  succeeded  to  the 
dukedom  in  1864. 
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who,  as  he  grows  older  and  less  sanguine  about  his  own 
affairs,  is  left  with  the  outward  man  entirely  unstuffed, 
not  one  idea  or  quantite  of  understanding,  that  can  make 
him  of  the  slightest  use  or  relief  in  any  one  branch  of 
Diplomacy. 

We  like  Paris  better  every  day.  Though  it  is  the 
Carnaval,  there  is  not  an  oppressive  quality  of  gaiety, 
and  we  often  sit  at  home,  my  girls  at  a  round  table 
with  John  Ashley,  Guinea,  and  G.  Stewart — occasional 
attaches — every  now  and  then  a  Monsieur  or  Mademoi¬ 
selle  presented  to  them.  They  are  daily  improving  in 
looks  and  dress,  and  their  countenances  and  manner — I 
must  say  perfection— make  them  so  popular  and  so 
much  liked  that  I  see  they  will  be  amused  and  happy. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  January  1831. 

I  must  begin  a  letter  fresh  from  the  mint.  We  are 
just  come  from  the  Palais  Poyal — a  dinner  given  to  the 
English  Embassy.  Our  reception  was  beyond  measure 
gracious.  The  King  and  I  talked  without  ceasing. 
He  gave  me  a  detailed  account  of  all  the  terrible  days. 
The  Queen  was  tres  souffrante,  and  is  more  low  than  her 
relations.  Madame  Adelaide  very  sprack  and  delightful, 
sitting  by  the  King  and  Odillon  Barrot,  the  most  violent 
of  the  Eadical  party.  I  was  very  fine,  in  a  grey  satin 
gown,  my  diamonds,  which  make  my  fortune,  and  a, 
Herbault  all  feathered  and  bowed — very  fat,  but 
squeezed  into  a  tournure.  My  sister  Dalmatia 1  by  my 
side,  still  fatter  and  tighter.  The  girls  looked  un¬ 
commonly  well.  Susy,  between  an  old  Marechal  and  a 
National  Guard,  chattered  away  and  emerveilW d  them 
with  her  French,  and  was  for  the  first  time  in  high 
Dody,  very  nice  and  piquamte^  made  hei  pl<jy 
upon  a  pair  of  attaches. 

Wife  of  Marechal  Soult. 


i 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  January  14,  1831. 

I  have  been  writing  a  volume  to  G.,  my  very  dearest 
brother.  I  am  expecting  Mme.  Appony  every  moment. 
This  is  only  detached  sentences. 

Pozzo  has  just  received  his  letters  of  credence. 
Princesse  Bagration  is  too  ill  to  move  off  her  couch, 
so  how  can  she  go  to  Russia? 

The  housses  are  on ;  the  room,  the  green  beauty, 
looks  just  like  its  old  self,  with  the  sun  broiling 
upon  it. 

They  talk  of  balls  at  the  Palais  Royal,  but  one  of  the 
Princesses  is  ill. 

Baronne  Delmar 1  the  great  thing ;  concerts  charm¬ 
ing.  Mme.  de  Plahault  the  other  great  thing,  soirees , 
and  the  few  French  who  show. 

The  Poodle  is  worrying  the  Pug,2  but  good-humour¬ 
edly,  and  it  is  a  great  relief  to  have  him  here  to  do  the 
dirty  work.  He  says  it  is  not  to  be  told  the  good  you 
have  done  him.  He  is  really  worthy  of  it,  and  likes 
to  bark  and  wag  his  tail  about  it. 

Quiet  is  the  word  for  this  great  town,  dearest ;  one 
must  savourer  it,  for  it  cannot  last  long.  If  you  could 
know  how  like  a  dream  it  seems  to  me,  to  be  so  per¬ 
fectly  settled  here,  as  I  now  feel ! 

Bourke  is  very  happy,  very  valiant,  very  fond  of 
Soult  ;3  likes  his  energy  and  promptitude.  To  be  dawd¬ 
ling  in  these  times  is  making  bouillie  pour  les  chats,  says 
she. 

God  bless  you. 

1  A  great  beauty,  sister  of  Sir  William  Rumbold,  and  married  to  a  rich 
German  Jew. 

2  A  nickname  of  Mr.  Frederick  Howard. 

3  Marshal  Soult  formed  part  of  the  Lafitte  and  Perier  Administration. 
He  was  President  of  the  Council  from  1832  to  1834. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  and  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris  :  January  17,  1831. 

Bourke  lias  promised  one  party,  and  Lent  falls  early  ; 
liow  much  my  girls  will  like  it !  They  agreed,  even  last 
night,  for  the  first  time,  that  it  was  like  a  house  in  the 
country.  The  billiard  room,  in  which  they  spooned, 
and  two  or  three  people,  added  to  ourselves,  sitting  over 
the  fire. 

To-day  we  are  all  writing.  The  attaches  and  the 
Poodle  dine  here.  It  is  well  I  got  up  early,  as  that 
too  kind  woman,  Mme.  Appony,  has  sent  to  ask  if  I  will 
see  her,  out  of  all  rule  and  etiquette.  Mme.  Castelcicala 

would  see  me  d - d  first.  Mme.  de  Plahault  is 

coming  by  appointment  at  three,  Bourke  at  half-past 
four.  I  hear  Lord  Stuart  is  in  force  and  good-humour  ; 
she  unwell  and  very  low,  being,  I  am  told,  in  despair 
at  staying  on  here,  but  he  insisted  upon  it. 

I  think  the  case  a  little  more  complicated  than  I 
did.  I  mean  as  to  society.  Appony,  I  see,  though  she 
loves  and  honours  the  Queen,  lives  on  tears  and  sighs, 
and  all  one  set  of  my  old  friends  weep  with  her — 
Noailles,  Girardin,  Jumilhac,  &c. 

Mme.  de  Flahault  sees  few  but  the  violent  Orleanists, 
the  Ministers,  and  some  of  Flaliault’s  greatest  friends 
from  all  parties. 

Poor  Lady  Ellenborough 1  is  just  going  to  be  con¬ 
fined;  Schwarzenberg  going  about  flirting  with  Mme. 
d’Oudenarde. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  21,  1831. 

Dearest  of  sisters,— I  hear  that  Talleyrand  found 
all  the  Ministers  junketing  when  he  went  up  for  the 
conferences.  The  Duke  of  Orleans  has  been  ill,  but  is 

1  She  was  divorced  in  1830.  Prince  Schwarzenberg  was  involved  in 
the  suit. 
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better.  He  looks  a  little  delicate,  but  is  by  way  of 
being  quite  well  and  dances  all  nigbt  at  the  balls. 

Mme.  de  Polignac  is  still  here,  wonderfully  calm. 
Lady  Stuart  lias  seen  her,  and  so  had  Mme.  de  Havidoff. 
She  says  she  can  see  one  person  at  a  time  any  hurry 
overcomes  her.  I  am  going  to  make  the  attempt. 

What  have  I  done  since  I  saw  you  ?  Apponys’ 
ball.  We  were  not  amused.  There  is  no  conversation. 
The  girls  are  led  out  by  unknown  parleys,  who  caper 
by  their  sides  and  then  give  them  back  to  my  care.  It 
has  given  them  a  disgust  of  balls,  but  what  they  do 
like  is  the  genre  de  vie  habituel- — the  dinners  here,  and 
being  at  home  of  an  evening,  and  Mme.  de  Flaliault’s. 

The  Stuarts  and  Mintos  dined  here  on  Wednesday, 
and  yesterday  I  took  Betty  to  the  Opera  with  me.  She 
is  good,  sensible,  has  behaved  perfectly  well  in  a  difficult 
situation,  but  she  talks  too  much,  too  loud,  is  too  absent, 
too  busy — huffy,  with  notions  of  all  kinds  about  civilities 
and  ceremonies.  This  makes  the  pleasure  less  of  en¬ 
deavouring  to  make  the  self-imposed  awkwardness  ot 
situation  as  little  irksome  to  her  as  possible.  To  paint 
her  in  one  word.  Ho  not  tell.  Mrs.  Hamilton  hinted 
to  me  that  what  would  console  her  most  would  be  being 
considered  as  a  cut  above  the  general  society  here, 
first  in  all  times  and  places.  So  I  see  it  is.  She  even 
likes  a  nod  and  a  smile  occasionally,  in  the  midst  of 
the  things,  and,  in  short,  would  like  to  enact  with  me 
ex-Queen  and  regnante.  So,  when  she  comes,  we  play 
at  Ladies,  and  all  is  as  smooth  as  possible.  Lord  Stuart 
and  I  are,  tout  autre,  as  happy  and  as  little  dignified  as 
need  be. 

My  only  grief  and  care  is  economy.  I  flatter  myself 
there  is  an  immense  difference,  but  it  is  the  eternal 
subject  of  lighting  that  vexes  me.  Granville  does  not 
care  a  straw  about  the  thing  looking  less  well  than 
formerly.  It  is  all  in  reasoning  perfectly  true,  but  I 
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find  to  my  shame  that  I  have  not  a  mind  that  can  raise 
itself  above  dark  rooms  and  an  ill-lit  ball. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  January  24,  1831. 

Perhaps  the  Queen  may  like  you  to  read  to  her  the 
following  sketch  of  Paris  this  moment  with  regard  to 
society  and  the  Court.  Most  of  those  absent  from  Paris, 
who  have  quite  retired  into  the  country,  are  personal 
and  devoted  friends  to  the  ex-royal  family,  such  as 
d’Escars,  Chasteleux,  Pamas,  Narbonne.  Here  there 
are  two  different  parties,  into  which,  though  there  are 
many  shades,  society  divides  itself.  Those  who  go  to 
the  Palais  Eoyal,  who  support  the  present  state  of 
things  cliaudement ,  who  were  all  ready  to  rush  to  Court 
in  the  first  stormy  days.  These  are  called  Les  Dames 
du  Mouvement —  Mme.  de  Vaudemont,  des  Boigne,  de 
Montmorency,  de  Valen^ay,  and  de  Laborde.  On  the 
other  hand  are  les  Dames  de  la  Resistance.  Amongst 
these  last  almost  all  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain — Mme. 
de  Girardin,  violent ;  Mme.  de  Maille  and  others  almost 
ruined  ;  Mme.  de  Jumilhac ;  the  Noailles  ;  Mme.  Theo¬ 
dore  de  Bauffremont,  daughter  of  the  Ducliesse  de 
Montmorency.  These  last  are  expected.  £  Elies  por¬ 
tent  le  deuil ;  cela  ne  durera  pas  ;  c’est  un  tres  petit 
deuil.’ 

All  wish  for  peace.  All  the  sound-headed  and  right- 
minded  pine  for  order,  all  love  and  respect  the  present 
Eoyal  family,  all  condemn  Charles  X.  and  Polignac. 

There  is  a  third  class,  les  Dames  de  VAttente.  They 
are  said  only  to  be  watching  the  weather. 

I  send  this  small  talk  in  case  it  may  be  of  use  to 
you,  but  you  must  be  discreet  and  consider  my  gossip 
as  private.  The  Queen  here  is  adorable  and  adored. 

We  have  done  little  :  sitting  at  home — Opera — nasty 
damp  weather.  Two  hours  trying  to  get  to  the  Grand 
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National  Ball ;  obliged  to  come  back  ;  cause  of  liberty. 
Messieurs  les  Gardes  Municipaux  said  tbey  would  not 
let  their  Roi  or  their  Pere  pass.  God  bless  you.  Our 
ball  is  on  the  second. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  January  27,  1831. 

The  Ball  at  the  Palais  Royal  was  splendid  and 
beautiful :  four  immense  rooms,  dancing  in  each.  The 
supper  magnifique.  We  sat  all  night,  the  Queen  and  I, 
with  our  girls  on  either  hand.  Mine  danced  with  French 
and  Italian  unknowns,  but  enjoyed  themselves  very 
much.  We  supped  in  State  also  ;  I  between  Susy  and 
Madame  Adelaide,  Ad.  and  I  eating  poularde  au  gros  sel 
and  asparagus  and  very  jolly. 

I  forgot  to  say  that  Redem  and  Daniskiold  are 
footing  it  in  these  parts,  both  disgusted  and  pining 
after  England ;  but  though  the  first  is  a  bore  and  the 
second  vulgar  and  familiar,  it  is  something  for  the  girls 
to  see  a  well-known  face,  which  can  talk  to  them  of 
their  English  friends  and  Almack's. 

Guinea  is  very  low  at  the  thoughts  of  going  to¬ 
morrow  with  the  courier  to  London.  We  decided 
upon  sending  him  once  more  to  Eton,  as  his  enjoyment 
here  was  much  too  great  to  allow  it  to  go  on.  Poor  boy  ! 

The  courier  has  just  brought  me  your  letter — most 
dear  sister — smelling,  as  usual,  of  sea  air.  The  Pavilion 
must  seem  to  you  ‘  home  ’  by  this  time.  I  approve 
extremely  of  the  King. 

My  girls  are  such  loves.  They  will  be  very  popular 
here,  I  see,  but  nothing  will  shake  their  fidelity  to 
England.  As  yet  they  are  not  even  much  pleased,  only 
sweet-tempered  and  contented. 

Do  you  see  me,  Lady  Carlisle,  in  my  dressing-room 

_ hartshorn  and  oil  on  the  chimney,  cloves  in  a  saucer, 

a  piece  of  flannel  airing  at  the  fire,  Michaud — do  you 
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remember  him  P — and  Richard  arranging  paravents  in 
the  bedroom  to  keep  out  the  blustering  wind  ?  I 
think  things  seem  tolerably  quiet  here.  Belgium  is  the 
eternal  subject,  the  stubborn  knot.  4  Apres  tout,’  says 
Vaudemont,  4  c’est  le  hasard  seul  qui  pourra  decider 
1a,  question.’ 

I  must  not  write  any  more,  for  I  have  got  all  sorts 
of  business  relative  to  my  ball,  which  is  to  be  this  day 
week.  It  was  very  different,  autrefois ,  when  I  had  only 
to  say  like  the  children — more,  more, — as  to  light, 
flowers,  etc.  Now,  most  laudable  it  is,  we  are  all  a  re¬ 
trenching  and  vexatious  public  can  wish,  and  Kulbach 
and  I  are  expected  to  on  dans  era  half  price  exactly  of 
what  it  was.  This  makes  me  foolishly  nervous  and 
anxious,  especially  as  I  must  say  the  Stuarts,  who 
saved  in  everyday  life,  gave  splendid  balls.  I  have, 
however,  obtained  dearest  Granville’s  consent  to  light 
much  more,  and  have  dancing  in  two  rooms,  the  long 
and  the  middle  one.  Think  of  Betty’s  spirit,  who 
had  three  double  lamps  in  the  conservatory,  seven  or 
eight  hundred  francs’  worth  of  flowers,  and  yet  called 
stingy  because  she  put  up  some  pretty  white  moreen 
instead  of  hideous  red  silk !  Ainsi  va  le  monde,  and 
who  would  fear  its  criticisms,  but  those  who  have 
taken  calomel  and  starved !  God  bless  you,  my 
dearest. 

To  Lady  Carlisle  and  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  February  8,  1831. 

Your  letter  last  night  amused  and  interested  us 
beyond  measure.  We  devoured  the  accounts  of 
dearest  Blanche’s  presentation,  of  your  green  and  gold 
tail,  of  the  ball,  etc.  Of  politics  the  little  you  say  is 
reassuring,  as  I  had  heard  the  same  exaggerated  fears 
for  the  Ministry  as  you  hear  of  our  troubles.  What 
odd  reports  I  spy  in  4  Galignani  ’  about  Sir  Robert  Peel ! 

VOL.  II.  o 
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I  wish  he  was  with  us  or  against  us,  only  because  I 
hate  him  in  a  merciful  protecting  attitude. 

Dear  Duke,  who  is  la  Yicomtesse  d’Henin,  nee 
Dickson  or  Dixon,  who  says  if  you  were  here,  how  I 
should  love  her  ?  As  it  is,  I  have  sent  my  card,  because 
Lady  Codrington  loves  her.  I  took  the  Mitfords  to 
Madame  de  Flahault’s  last  night,  and  an  irritated, 
discontented  flower  sat  she,  knowing  nobody,  the 
company  all  screaming  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  and 
Mercer,  dear,  honest  Mercer,  putting  her  best  leg  out 
to  her,  but  that  a  stiff,  unbending  one. 

We  hear  our  Charles  and  Emmeline  think  of 
coming  to  live  at  Paris,  and  we  are  also  told  that 
nobody  else  does,  and  that  Mrs.  Cavendish  and  Fanny 
are  derided  and  scoffed  at  for  having  such  a  mad 
project.  I  will  not  press  it,  because  I  will  not  be 
responsible,  but  it  will  be  a  great  disappointment  to 
the  girls  if  they  do  not.  I  see  here  how  very  English 
they  are  in  what  they  prefer  dans  tout  genre.  They 
love  Keith.  God  bless  you,  dearest,  dear  brother  and 
sister. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  February  1831. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — When  I  read  the  newspapers 
and  see  the  accounts  of  Paris,  I  tell  myself  I  have  been 
here  in  the  midst  of  cette  fCevre.  But  so  perfect  is  the 
tranquillity  now,  and  so  daily  did  I  walk  round  the 
Tuileries  each  of  the  stormy  days,  that  it  is  difficult  to 
fancy  it  all.  Yet  these  accounts  I  believe  are  all 
accurate.  The  truth  is  that,  where  there  is  such  a 
bulwark  of  defence  in  the  National  Guards,  actually 
lining  and  paving  the  streets  at  a  moment’s  warning, 
I  cannot  believe  in  danger  whilst  they  remain  true  and 
unwearied  ;  and  as  each  of  them  rests  upon  the  preserva¬ 
tion  of  his  individual  property,  I  do  not  doubt  they  will. 
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There  have  been  most  animated  debates.  For  a 
moment  the  present  Ministry  was  said  to  be  out.  I 
believe  now  that  even  Montali  vet  remains.  The  dis¬ 
solution  of  the  Chamber  is  to  be  almost  immediate.  It 
is  popular,  and  expected  by  most  people  to  be  returned 
much  as  it  is.  In  all  the  late  elections  the  Moderates 
have  been  chosen. 

I  went  to  the  Palais  Royal  on  Saturday.  I  thought 
them  all  terribly  low  and  accables.  The  zealous 
champion  Lady  Keith,  who  went  with  me,  said,  ‘  I  never 
saw  them  in  this  state,  but  don’t  tell.’ 

We  had  been  at  a  forty  dinner  at  Pozzo’s — Diplomacy 
and  English — and  I  ended  my  evening  in  two  very 
different  salons — Broglie  and  Rauzan — but  both  equally 
dull.  Mine,  de  Broglie,  like  the  Queen,  quite  beat 
down  by  the  nature  of  the  late  disturbances,  and 
nothing  can  be  more  alarming  than  religious  feeling 
being  made  a  cover  or  a  but  for  such  proceedings. 

Our  great  dinner  is  on  Thursday.  Does  it  not 
seem  odd  to  you  that  Montalivet,  Dupin,  Lafayette,  and 
Odillon  Barrot  are  all  convives  atitP  Je  crams  pour 
les  digestions. 

I  have  seen  Mme.  Delpliine  Potocka.  She  is 
gracieuse ,  pittoresque ,  polonaise — en  un  mot ,  regular 
features,  very  fair,  large  eyes.  She  is  just  like  a 
martyr  on  a  wooden  screen.  She  seems  agreeable  and 
certainly  very  pleasing.  The  take  off  of  her  beauty  is 
a  want  of  fraicheur  in  her  skin  and  teeth.  Sapieha  was 
with  her,  a  large,  gentle,  merry,  natural,  handsome 
daughter  of  Madame  Zamoyska.  Mme.  Delamarre 
came  too.  She  looks  just  as  she  did,  but  is  grown 
civil  and  sociable,  and  is  a  nice  little  woman. 

I  have  had  a  long  letter  from  the  Duchess  of  Beau¬ 
fort,  which  I  must  answer.  She  is  just  as  I  knew  she 
would  be,  almost  more  than  resigned.  She  says  she  1 

1  Her  daughter  Lady  Isabella  Kingseote,  who  died  on  February  4. 
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turned  to  me  from  him  and  said,  her  countenance 
evincing  the  pleasure  she  felt,  ‘  Do  you  hear  what  he 
says,  that  he  would  not  keep  me  if  he  could  from  the 
happiness  into  which  I  am  about  to  enter  ?  ’  I  cannot 
talk  about  this,  as  it  gives  me  pain  to  feel  what  I  do 
about  it.  This,  however,  is  certain,  that  people  who 
feel  thus  are  beyond  the  reach  of  human  infirmity  and 
misery. 

God  bless  you,  dearest  dear  sister.  My  best  love  to 
D.,  Lord  C.,  and  Morpeth. 

Pray  tell  me  all  that  is  political. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

February  16,  1831. 

I  find  it  is  thought  bold  of  Dody  and  me  to  have 
walked  round  the  Tuileries  to-day.  Nothing  could  be 
more  lovely  and  delicious.  Air  like  milk,  blue  sky  and 
bright  sun.  The  Chambre  des  Deputes  and  the  Tuileries 
guarded.  Live  toys  of  National  Guards,  some  on  horse¬ 
back,  parading  on  the  quays  and  over  the  bridges. 
Little  knots  of  people  whispering,  everybody  excited. 

I  never  felt  so  safe  anywhere,  though  I  believe  there 
are  many  who  would  avail  themselves  of  the  folly  of 
the  Ultras  if  they  could.  Some  of  the  Faubourg  St. 
Germain  people  got  up  a  crowning  of  the  Due  de 
Bordeaux’s  bust  at  the  church  of  St.  Germain  l’Aux- 
errois.  This  caused  irritation,  an  attack  upon  the 
archeveque’s  house,  an  attempt  to  throw  the  priest  who 
officiated  into  the  Seine.  The  National  Guard  restored 
order  and  are  now  everywhere  on  the  alert. 

I  had  Salvandy  in  the  evening.  ‘  Aujourd’hui  e’est 
le  mouvement  populaire,  demain  le  mouvement  poli¬ 
tique.’  His  talk  alarming  and  gloomy. 

Noailles  stept  in  ;  she,  the  Just,  had  been  at  church. 
Ma  foi,  had  seen  nothing.  ‘  Oui,  j’ai  vu  une  dame  de 
ma  connaissance,  et  il  y  avait  un  jeune  homme,  et  puis — 


1831 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


85 


il  n  y  avait  rien,  et  j’y  etais  moi-meme — vous  voyez, 
done — mais  comment — voila  pourquoi — ah.’ 

In  stept  Decazes,  grave,  solemn,  exaggerating  the 
horrors,  describing  the  poor  priest  over  the"  parapet. 

Juste  was  amazingly  put  out,  in  horror  at  les  out¬ 
rages,  ashamed  of  having  been  on  the  spot,  though 
before  the  confusion  anxious  to  vindicate  everybody — 
would  deny  the  Revolution  if  she  could. 

I  have  had  a  rhapsody  from  Lady  Westmorland  at 
Lausanne,  which  she  is  to  follow  shortly  en per sonre — a 
request  that  I  will  be  kind  to  an  Englishwoman  here,  a 
widow  in  deep  affliction,  having  a  child  dangerously  ill, 
adding,  ‘  She  is  not  pretty,  indeed  I  never  thought  her 
so.’  She  then  writes  a  small  essay  on  Lady  Stuart  and 
myself,  ‘  an  odd  case.’  She  wishes  to  be  impartial. 
The  letter  ends  with  a  slight  memoir  of  Sir  Sidney 
Smith,  his  deserts,  his  grievances,  his  brilliant  exploits, 
his  expected  honours,  ungrateful  public,  injury,  and 
inadequate  recompense. 

The  whole  is  interspersed  with  eulogiums  on  Gran¬ 
ville’s  beauty,  nature  and  prevalence  of  rheumatic 
fever,  view  of  English  country  gentlemen,  the  haystack, 
and  the  turbulent,  fashionable  habits,  calamitous  para¬ 
doxes,  and  texts  from  Scripture.  She  is  on  her  way  to 
her  natural  protector,  and  will  pass  two  months  in 
England. 

What  is  all  this  P  I  am  all  impatience  for  to¬ 
morrow.  What  is  this  pas~  en  avant  and  chasse  en 
arriere  of  Cousin  Jack’s?1  Write,  I  beseech  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  17,  1831. 

My  dearest  dear  sis, — Paris  is  restored  to  tran¬ 
quillity,  but  there  is  going  to  be  to-day  a  most  impor¬ 
tant  debate,  one  that  many  think  may  turn  out  the 

1  Lord  Altliorp. 
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present  Ministers.  I  think  all  parties  are  against  them, 
either  from  original  feeling,  or  most  of  the  Deputies,  at 
their  not  having  met  the  last  disturbances  with  more 
vigour.  Nous  verrons.  How  glad  I  am  to  see  that 
things  are  so  smooth  and  improved  in  England,  and 
that  Jack  is  rather  lauded  than  otherwise!  I  was 
frightened  to  death  when  I  read  the  debates  upon  the 
transfer  tax,  though  George’s  healing  speech  soothed  me. 

I  am  just  returned  from  the  Panorama  of  Navarin. 
Sir  E.  Codrington,  the  girls,  and  I  were  rolling  along 
the  Boulevards  at  ten  o’clock  this  morning— such  a 
bright  burnished  morning,  clear  as  crystal.  The  view 
of  the  battle  is  beautiful ;  you  see  it  from  an  exact 
representation  of  the  ‘  Sirene,’  De  Eigny’s  frigate.  No- 
thing  can  be  more  striking,  and  Sir  Edward’s  descrip¬ 
tions  were  extremely  interesting.  We  were  there  an 
hour  and  a  half. 

I  feel  so  all  you  say  of  the  comparative  pains  and 
pleasures  of  our  two  capitals.  I  should  enjoy  nothing 
more  than  Paris,  if  you  were  all  coming. 

We  went  to  a  little  soiree  at  Plahault’s  last  night. 
Prodigious  excitement  about  politics.  This  is  the 
measure  of  all  we  are  doing  now.  Nothing  big  and  smart, 
but  constant  means  of  seeing  a  few  people,  and  talking 
of  all  that  is  interesting  before  our  eyes.  Relache  for 
balls  till  the  Mi-Car  eme,  when  Montali  vet,  if  still  in,  will 
give  a  great  one,  and  the  Flahaults  perhaps  a  small  one. 

My  girls  are  very  popular.  As  Granville  is  too 
busy  to  ride,  I  must  leave  you  to  walk  with  them  in 
the  Tuileries,  where  at  two  all  the  fashionable  parade ; 
but  we  shall  keep  out  of  the  line — la  terrasse  sur  le 
quai,  which  is  like  walking  in  Bayswater. 

I  sat  with  Mme.  Appony  yesterday.  She  has  been 
ill,  and  looks  deplorably,  and  is  miserable  at  all  la  'pro¬ 
fanation  and  le  scandale  of  the  last  days. 

D.  wrote  me  a  delicious  letter.  I  see  him  at  the 
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pictures  with  Blanche,  and  you  with  her  at  the  very 
gay  drum.  I  don’t  see  Lady  Wharncliffe  at  Belvoir,  or 
only  as  a  poor  little  fishing  smack  in  the  midst  of  all 
those  ships  of  the  line. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  19,  1831. 

Dearest  of  dear  sisters, — I  am  sorry  you  had  any 
worry  about  us  ;  we  are  safer  than  any  people,  I  believe, 
and  all  seems  to  me  in  a  political  way  going  on  smoothly. 
But  how  are  we  at  home  ?  You  and  Hart  do  not  alarm 
me  much,  but  others  do.  I  put  on  the  boldest  face  to 
Mole  and  others,  who  come  and  tell  me  of  letters  they 
receive.  Doubts  of  the  stability  of  the  present  Govern¬ 
ment  in  England.  I  do  not  despond,  though  some  of 
my  friends  write  to  me  from  thence  :  £  Your  friends  get 
on  very  ill ;  the  House  of  Commons  and  people  begin  to 
talk  of  them  as  very  unsteady  in  their  places.  Lord 
Palmerston  was  a  complete  failure  last  night.  Peel 
excellent.’  And  then  that  odious  story,  which  you  and 
Hart  allude  to,  of  that  Joseph  Surface  Peel  allowing  us 
to  remain  in.  Write  dearest  of  Gs.,  and  give  me  cou¬ 
rage  and  facts.  Miss  Mercer  is  in  a  spasmodic  anxiety 
about  it  all,  for  she  too  receives  desponding  letters,  and 
her  fears  are  all  doubled,  as  she  says,  ‘  If  your  Govern¬ 
ment  falls,  ours  follows.’ 

Sister,  the  reason  I  did  not  write  was  that  I  attended 
the  Chambers  all  day.  Odillon  Barrot  speaks  incom¬ 
parably  well ;  he  has  a  fine  determined  countenance,  a 
fine  voice  and  subjuguant  manner  set  in  a  vulgar  frame. 
Benjamin  Delessert  looks  like  an  excellent  English 
farmer,  a  Frank  Lawley  grown  immensely  large ;  La  Pay¬ 
ette  has  par  excellence  the  manner,  tone,  and  voice  de  la 
bonne  compagnie ,  leans  on  the  bord  and  speaks  to  the 
Deputies  as  we  should  say,  ‘  Were  you  at  the  Opera  last 
night,  Mr.  Such-a-one  P  ’  Sebastiani  spoke  uncommonly 
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well ;  Ills  voice  as  clear  as  a  bell,  and  the  solemnity  of 
his  manner  is  not  amiss  in  his  ministerial  attitude.  The 
compliment  to  England  was  most  warmly  and  strongly 
articulated.  The  Loi  Electorate  was  debated  with  all 
the  childish,  noisy,  petulant  vehemence  still  reigning  in 
their  debates.  They  run,  they  ring,  they  squabble, 
they  scold ;  and  if  such  a  thing  you  like  to  behold,  you 
must  come,  Lady  C.,  and,  like  Betty  and  me,  sit  up  in  a 
charming  tribune,  where  one  is  in  perfect  comfort,  like 
in  a  box  at  the  Opera. 

Our  great  drum  and  soiree  for  the  Queen  is  over. 
We  had  all  sorts  of  shades  and  colours.  Odillon  Barrot 
and  Casimir  Perier,  Castelcicala  and  Lafayette,  and  in 
the  evening  the  old  Duchesse  d’Escars  on  one  hand  and 
the  Duke  of  Orleans  on  the  other.  But  she  did  scamper 
when  she  spied  him  ! 

My  individual  and  immediate  prospects  are  bright. 
No  dinners  coming,  nothing  but  small  things,  and  Lady 
Georgiana  Mitford  come.  Elle  me  fait  I’effet  of  the  first 
swallow,  a  woman  of  the  right  sort  from  England. 
Come  upon  a  lark  too.  I  think  her  pretty  and  pleasing 
and  elegante,  a  nosegay  and  kerchief  in  her  hand,  a  boa 
twice  round  her  neck.  I  make  much  of  her,  that  she 
may  bring  other  birds. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  21,  1831. 

My  dearest  sister, — Your  letter  last  night  delighted, 
and  above  all,  touched  me.  You  are  a  kind  angel  and 
make  me  most  happy.  I  sometimes  feel  a  tight  pang 
come  across  me,  head  and  heart,  when  I  feel  that  I  am 
away,  but  I  have  much  to  console,  to  please  me,  and 
next  year,  even  if  nothing  hastens  it,  we  must  meet. 

I  am  glad  that  things  look  so  well  in  England,  and 
that  the  two  last  debates  were  more  satisfactory  than 
the  first. 


1831 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


89 


I  have  just  been  sending  out  notes  for  a  fatal  dinner 
on  the  24th,  the  Queen’s  birthday.  Myself  and  forty- 
nine  sparks  of  high  degree.  Granville  will  not  let  the 
girls  dine.  In  the  evening  I  shall  have  a  stuffy  drum, 
but  that  they  like. 

I  cannot  let  my  thoughts  dwell  on  Betty.  She 
comes  in  and  out  whenever  she  likes,  and  is  like  Helena 
Bobinson  or  any  other  here.  I  shall  be  sorry  when 
she  goes ;  to  lose  a  very  pleased,  happy  person,  miss 
her  in  my  society,  she  being  a  most  efficient  talking, 
animated  member  of  society.  Always  glad  to  come 
early,  stay  late,  talk  without  ceasing.  Bon  jours  and 
how-d’ye-does  all  the  visitors  much  more  audibly  and 
busily  than  I  do  myself.  She  is  esteemed  and  popular, 
and  whatever  was  amiss  in  the  doing  here  was,  and  is 
known  to  have  been,  singly  and  wholly  his  work.  I  do 
not  feel  as  if  she  was  here,  never  think  of  her  but  when 
I  see  her.  Nobody  feels  the  least  gene  at  finding  her 
always  sitting  near  me,  and  all  her  toads  toad  on 
because  they  see  that  I  toad  her  too.  Mexborough 1  is 
ravished,  and  sits  with  her  mouth  wide  open,  like  Paul 
the  dancer,  only  very  still,  not  comprehending  what  she 
sees  beyond  that  ‘  nothing  meets  her  eyes  but  sights  of 
bliss.’ 

Alava 2  bores  me  to  death,  but  I  am  very  good  to 
him,  from  a  sort  of  feel  as  if  he  was  the  best  of  men, 
and  an  old  uncle  or  relation.  Why,  I  wonder — a  pro¬ 
fligate  old  Spaniard,  I  believe. 

Your  account  of  the  Duke’s  and  the  ladies’  mode¬ 
ration  is  very  satisfactory.  I  think  things  here  look 
tranquillizing.  I  have  no  fear  of  war  or  any  mischief 
but  what  comes  from  those  horrid  Belgians,  and  they, 
I  think,  must  soon  end  in  troubling  nobody  but  them¬ 
selves. 


1  Lady  Mexborough,  Lady  Stuart’s  sister. 

2  A  Spanish  general  devoted  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
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Cradock  is  gone,  and  going  to  you.  He  has  made 
himself  a  great  loss  to  both  Granville  and  myself,  so 
attentive,  so  anxious  to  please  us.  Never  was  there 
such  a  pleasant,  delicious  repast  as  ours,  chez  lui ;  but 
it  is  in  business  that  Granville,  and  in  society  to  my 
monde  that  I  find  him  really  not  to  be  replaced. 

Miss  Leveson  Gower  to  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  February  25,  1831. 

My  dear  aunt, — Mama  is  gone  to  the  Chamber  of 
Deputies  and  has  people  to  dinner,  which  makes  her 
fear  she  may  not  perhaps  have  time  to  write  to-day. 
She  is  a  happy  woman,  having  got  over  her  long 
Diplomatic  dinner.  It  was  reckoned  very  handsome. 
We  had  a  grande  reception  in  the  evening.  I  did  not 
like  it  much,  chiefly  from  feeling  such  envy  in  thinking 
of  you  all  at  the  ball  at  Devonshire  House.  In  many 
ways  our  life  is  pleasant  here,  but  I  cannot  say  my 
wish  of  going  back  to  England  is  the  least  diminished. 
Independently  of  mama’s  wish  to  see  you  all  again,  she 
certainly  does  enjoy  her  existence  here  extremely.  The 
way  of  living,  the  early  hours,  and  the  climate  do  all 
suit  her  better  ;  and  also  the  occupation  and  little  ex¬ 
citement  of  her  position  she  does  not  dislike,  and  it 
must  be  a  pleasure  to  her  to  feel  how  well  she  does  it 
all  and  how  popular  she  is. 

I  rather  despair  of  Blanche’s  coming  ;  what  you  say 
of  her  seems  to  make  it  unlikely — a  great  disappoint¬ 
ment  to  me.  You  have  no  notion  how  much  affection 
I  feel  for  her,  and  what  a  privation  it  is  to  be  away 
from  her.  I  am  afraid  the  disturbances  will  frighten 
people  from  coming.  Everything  is  quiet  again  and 
seems  to  promise  to  continue  so.  Lafayette  was  here 
all  night  and  seemed  in  good  spirits.  He  talked  away 
with  Pozzo  for  some  time  very  eagerly.  There  were 
numbers  of  pretty  women  last  night,  both  French  and 
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English.  A  good  many  quizzes  among  the  latter,  as 
the  house  was  open,  in  Adelaide’s  honour,  to  every¬ 
body.  Some  people  observed,  ‘  Quel  beau  birthday  !  ’ 
in  looking  at  the  brilliancy  of  the  house  and  mama’s 
toilette,  which  was  dazzling. 

It  is  dreadful  to  send  so  stupid  a  letter  instead  of 
mama’s  usual  one,  but  I  thought  it  was  better  than 
nothing. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  28,  1831. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Your  life  is  too  vivacious,  and 
you  are  more  dissipated  than  we  are.  My  own  throat 
is  gone.  Sister,  how  does  yours  do  ?  I  have  gained 
by  it  four  days  at  home,  but  to-night  we  start  again. 
A  second  ball  at  the  Palais  Eoyal,  another  on  Wednes¬ 
day,  and  our  own  on  Eriday.  £  Settimana,  che  piom- 
bami  sul  core.’ 

Lady  Mexborough  is  arrived  with  a  pretty,  tiny 
daughter,  whom  my  girls  think  a  love.  I  pity  the 
Queen  the  day  before  her  ball. 

News  from  Belgium  is  still  what  one  thinks,  talks, 
hopes,  and  fears  most  about.  I  think  everything  in 
England — Ireland  included — looks  so  much  better  that 
it  is  quite  reviving.  Here,  I  also  think,  if  that  one 
source  of  endless  perplexity  and  wrong  was  set  at  rest, 
all  would  do  well  also. 

My  girls  go  on  reconciled,  satisfied,  merry,  some¬ 
times  amused  ;  but  oh  !  what  a  difference  ! 

I  like  Betty  much  better  as  we  go  on.  Her  faults 
of  manner,  or  at  least  the  impression  they  make,  wear 
off,  and  she  is  become  happy,  easy.  She  is  constantly 
here,  and  sometimes  very  droll,  always  shrewd  and 
clever.  People  have  left  off  looking  surprised  at 
seeing  her  here  in  the  evening,  when  they  drop  in  with 
their  best  speeches,  which  is  a  great  comfort  to  her 
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and  to  me.  He  comes  rarely,  prowls  about  among 
les  donairieres,  as  he  tells  me. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  March  11,  1831. 

You  can  have  no  idea  of  the  state  of  excitement 
here.  The  Ministry  is  changing,  but  they  do  not  think 
more  of  that  than  of  our  affairs.  We  were  one  day 
convinced  that  a  majority  of  sixty-seven  had  beaten  us, 
a  story  got  up  for  stock-jobbing  purposes.  I  cannot 
help  feeling  very  sanguine  now.  My  own  small  wit  had 
told  me  how  injudicious  Lord  Howick’s  speech  was. 
Robert  Grant  is  a  darling. 

You  will  see  that  the  mob  have  been  attacking 
Pozzo.  His  court  and  street  were  crowded  with 
soldiers  the  whole  of  yesterday,  and  he  was  advised 
not  to  go  out.  His  nerves  are  at  all  times  terribly 
shattered,  and  he  must  be  in  a  dreadful  state.  Pray 
tell  Mrs.  Cavendish  that  she  must  not  mind  reports. 
There  never  was  a  safer  place  than  this  for  the  English. 
The  little  emeutes  are,  as  somebody  said  the  other 
day,  4  commandes  comme  un  pate,’  and  never  was 
protection  so  immediate  and  efficient.  If  there  is  the 
slightest  alarm,  you  have  National  Guards  everywhere 
on  the  alert,  crossing  all  the  streets  and  standing  at  all 
the  corners,  and,  in  short,  for  the  time  in  full  command 
of  the  town. 

Andrew  Barnard  is  anti-Peform,  which  startled  me 
at  first  in  that  courtier,  but  they  tell  me  it  is  because 
he  is  the  bosom  friend  of  Croker.  Sir  Andrew  says 
that,  whatever  is  thought  of  the  measure,  there  is  but 
one  opinion  of  the  man,  that  Lord  Grey’s  popularity 
and  the  respect  felt  for  him  are  general. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  March  14,  1831. 

Dearest  sister, — The  change  of  Ministry  here  makes 
a  great  sensation.  The  Dips  are  all  pleased  that  Sebas- 
tiani  remains,  as  he  is  decidedly  pacific.  Casimir 
Perier  1  is  a  man  of  great  talent  and  energy,  and  will 
have  his  own  way,  which  in  the  situation  of  things  here 
is  essential.  The  idea  of  strength  anywhere  gives  hope 
and  confidence. 

All  is  as  quiet  as  possible.  It  is  so  much  the 
interest  of  many  to  exaggerate  and  alarm,  that  I  do  not 
wonder  at  alarm  being  felt ;  but  you  know  I  am  not 
brave,  yet  I  never  have  had  a  moment’s  fear.  Even 
Pozzo,  though  pelted  and  obliged  to  barricade,  was  safe. 
A  man  was  heard  saying,  ‘  Yois-tu,  un  ambassadeur — 
sais-tu  ce  que  c’est  qu’un  ambassadeur  P  C’est  comme 
un  parlementaire,  on  n’y  touche  pas  ’ — a  pleasing  view 
of  the  subject. 

Paganini  is  the  idee  dominante  just  now.  They  say 
there  is  a  new  religion  called  Paganinism,  and  talk  non¬ 
sense,  when  exaltes. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  19,  1831. 

Dearest  sister, — Fanny  spent  the  evening  here 
yesterday,  looking  very  nice  and  very  happy.  This 
morning  my  girls  take  Mrs.  Cav.  and  her  to  the  Louvre, 
and  they  dine  here. 

Lord  Normanby  and  I  are  just  setting  out  to  hear  a 
young  Murat,  a  very  handsome  Buonaparte-looking  man, 
propose  at  the  Chambers  the  taking  off  of  the  penal 
punishment  attached  to  the  family  of  Buonaparte’s 
return  into  Prance.  We  hope  quit  y  aura  du  bruit. 

1  Lafitte  resigned  and  was  succeeded  by  Casimir  Perier. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris :  March  21,  1831. 

Dearest  and  best  beloved  sister —I  am  very  sorry 
indeed  for  poor  Lady  Cawdor’s  accident.  How  strangely 
accidents  happen,  like  emeutes,  never  when  they  are  ex¬ 
pected  or  with  apparently  sufficient  cause  !  Yesterday, 
the  threatened  day,  the  20th,  when  we  had  been  foretold 
a  crowning  of  Napoleon  the  Second  s  statue  and  the 
breaking  out  of  a  civil  war,  was  more  than  quiet.  Susy 
and  I  walked  all  about  the  streets  alone,  and  were  only 
struck  by  the  total  absence  of  carriages,  why,  I  know 
not.  But  we  found  the  town  looking  like  a  large  village 
with  a  fair  in  it  from  the  swarms  of  people  walking. 

Mrs.  Cavendish  was  never  so  expected  and  hailed  in 
her  life.  I  look  forward  to  having  them  with  the 
greatest  pleasure.  Fanny  will  be  such  a  delight  to  the 
girls,  and  Mrs.  Cavendish  will  sit  among  the  flowers. 

We  shall  not  go  out  at  all  during  Passion  Week,  as 
Granville  is  to  be  confirmed.  I  do  not  think  the  Caven¬ 
dishes  will  mind  being  quite  quiet  just  at  first,  as  we 
shall  tire  ourselves  and  them  in  the  morning  with  sight¬ 
seeing,  drives,  and  walks.  In  Easter  week  je  les  ferai 
danser.  They  are  also,  I  believe,  seriously  enough  dis¬ 
posed  to  prefer  not  having  great  dissipation  just  at  this 
season. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  March  24,  1831. 

Now  hear  !  }^our  letter  arrived  by  the  post  and  we 
gave  up  the  Bill.  Yesterday  Waller  came  at  five  and 
said  Rothschild  had  received  a  despatch  by  telegraph. 
The  Government  beat  by  a  majority  of  sixty-seven. 
The  Funds  fell  enormously.  Bonfils  the  Jew  ruined  by 
it.  I  go  to  Appony’s  drum,  in  an  attitude  of  decent 
composure  and  ignorance  of  probable  consequences. 
Granville  goes  to  Mr.  Louis  Philip,  who  asks  him  what 
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can  make  tlie  Funds  fall  so.  ‘  The  news  from  England, 
perhaps,  sir.’  ‘  Why,  Lord  Granville,  there  is  no  news 
from  England  to-day.  Eothschild  has  just  been  here, 
and  has  not  had  a  word  of  news  to-day.’ 

Well,  your  Grace,  this  comes  on  to  Appony’s,  all 
the  world  in  a  hubbub,  the  Dip.  faces  lengthening 
again.  This  morning  we  get  up  ignorant,  helpless, 
uninformed.  No  courier  till  Thursday. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  25,  1831. 

I  know  you  will  forgive  me,  my  dear  sis,  for  only 
writing  a  line  to-day.  My  ball  is  to-night,  and  I  think 
you  will  pity  me  when  I  tell  you  that  I  and  my  girls 
have,  for  the  last  three  days,  done  nothing  but  receive 
and  write  notes,  and  1  with  so  bad  a  cold  and  sore 
throat  that  I  have  for  the  last  two  been  doing  nothing 
but  gargle,  and  the  night  before  last  was  obliged  to 
blister  my  throat.  But  your  sprack  sister,  being  well 
dosed  and  entirely  starved,  is  in  perfect  good  trim  for 
the  hop,  and  I  do  not  mind  appearing  in  a  neglige  of 
velvet  and  flannel. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  28,  1831. 

My  very  dearest  sister, — Lord  Normanby  is  loaded 
with  all  sorts  of  messages  to  you  both.  He  has  made 
himself  extremely  amiable  here,  and  I  regret  him  very 
much. 

Dearest  brother,  your  letter  and  speech  have  given 
me  the  greatest  delight  in  you.  George,  the  silent 
Georo-e,  burst  out  with  4  What  a  noble  speech !  ’  and 
eloquent  too,  and  quite  worthy  of  you.  I  am  so  glad 
that  William  succeeded  so  well. 

Now  for  a  sketch  of  Glinfashy.  She  is  happy  and 
couleur  de  rose.  They  dined  here  yesterday,  and  this 
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morning  we  went  after  church  to  Passy  in  the  carriage, 
to  the  hole  in  the  wall  which  you,  your  Grace,  taught 
me,  and  walked  down  to  the  Champs  de  Mars,  she 
linking  and  looping  with  Mr.  Mitford,  and  there,  having 
hired  chairs  for  twopence  apiece,  we  stood  in  the  midst 
of  forty-five  thousand  infantry  and  cavalry,  and  twice 
the  number  of  populace,  as  quietly  and  securely  as  I 
sit  to  write  in  my  own  room.  The  King  was  received 
with  enthusiasm.  He  stood  bowing  to  the  shouting 
multitude,  and  all  their  language  around  us  was  good- 
humour,  applause,  and  delight.  ‘  Oh,  si  Charles  Hix 
voyait  ceci  !  ’  with  some  wishes  expressed,  ‘  a  present 
nous  aimerons  voir  les  Anglais  a  Calais.’ 

I  am  just  come  from  Casimir  Perier’s  reception. 
The  salon  was  crowded  and  many  Ultras  in  it,  as 
they  consider  his  being  Minister  as  a  triumph  over  the 
extreme  gauche  party,  of  which  Lafayette  and  Odillon 
Barrot  are  the  chiefs — ‘  L’odieux  Baron,’  as  les  dames 
de  la  resistance  call  him. 

Guinea  is  a  dear.  He  brought  us  a  great  deal  of 
London  gossip.  He  said  he  found  Pordwich  at  Lady 
Hardy’s.  We  asked  him,  ‘  Does  he  seem  to  admire 
them  P  ’  He  said,  ‘  They  seem  to  admire  him  very  much.’ 

Mme.  de  Plahault  is  becoming  happier  about  Eng¬ 
lish  politics  in  consequence  of  a  cheerful  letter  from 
Lady  Grey.  She  is  not  so  much  so  about  the  stability 
of  the  Government  here,  and  frets  over  Casimir  Perier’s 
health,  and  the  chance  of  war.  Yet  she  admits  that 
things  wear  a  much  better  aspect,  but  she  is  a  great 
croaker  and  alarmist. 

I  was  at  the  Palais  Eoyal  last  night,  and  thought  they 
all  looked  in  better  spirits  than  I  had  before  seen  them. 

I  must  seal  my  letter,  for  Mrs.  Opie1  is  coming  to 

1  The  widow  of  the  painter.  She  wrote  many  popular  works,  chiefly 
novels.  Late  in  life  she  became  a  Quakeress,  and  was  much  esteemed  for 
her  benevolence. 
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play  with  me  at  two,  and  at  three  my  girls  and  boys 
have  a  little  reunion  in  the  conservatory.  Lady  Minto’s 
twelve  children,  from  sixteen  downwards,  Lady  Stuart’s 
two  girls,  and  Master  Murray,  Freddy’s  bosom  friend, 
from  Wick.  Fanny,  Sneyd  and  Tchann  ;  all  ages  you 
see,  and  my  dear  Mine,  de  Chatelux  to  sit  with  me, 
and  Mme.  Juste  to  say  ‘  Ah  ’  with  Mile.  Sabine. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  April  1831. 

I  am  a  little  frightened.  The  Bill,  my  dears  P  and 
is  it  true  that  the  King  will  not  dissolve,  and  that  if 
beat,  Earl  Grey  bolts,  and  then  what,  where,  who  ?  and 
how  will  the  country  bear  it  P  and  shall  you  all  soon 
come  swimming  over  in  a  long  boat  ?  Emigres  to  set 
off  with  us  to  take  lodgings  in  Pekin  ?  I  am  not  really 
afraid.  Don’t  dine  with  Eeform  Bill,  as  I  hear  he  is 
called.  It  is  not  worth  a  risk,  and  you  had  better  do 
some  pleasanter  thing  for  your  debut  a  week  later. 
How  happy  I  am  to  hear  such  excellent  accounts  of 
you  de  toute  part ! 

Yesterday  my  children  all  exclaimed,  ‘  How  kind 
and  amiable  Mrs.  C.  is  grown  !  ’ 

You  can  have  no  idea  of  the  delight  and  feeling  she 
has  shewn  at  our  attentions  to  her  here.  She  melts 
like  jelly  before  all  the  little  kindnesses  and  civilities 
of  society. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  April  29,  1831. 

I  went  to  Flahault’s  last  night,  and  must  own  I 
enjoy  having  my  good  news  1  to  tell  to  the  sceptical  and 
discontented.  Everybody,  however  (Lord  Stuart  and 
the  Chancellerie,  red-hot  Tories  to  a  man,  excepted),  seem 
delighted  and  soothed  at  the  universality  of  wish  and 

1  Of  the  sudden  dissolution  of  Parliament. 
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opinion,  in  England.  Lss  bien  pensunts  think  it  ought 
to  destroy  all  fear  of  unpleasant  results.  Ireland  too,  a 
little  lamb  ! 

It  is  quite  true  all  you  say  about  Mrs.  - .  There 

is  no  pleasure  in  giving  her  pleasure,  but  there  is  the 
satisfaction  of  paying  a  debt,  doing  a  duty,  avoiding 
a  storm.  But  there  is  ‘no  pleasure  in  her  song,  no 
summer  in  her  year.’  Then  I  think  of  all  she  has 
suffered,  and  scold  myself  instead  of  her. 

Mr.  Stuart  is  very  ugly,  very  intelligent,  uncom¬ 
monly  agreeable,  and  we  all  are  fond  of  him. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

April  24,  1831. 

My  very  dearest  brother, — Your  letter  is  the  most 
interesting,  the  most  entertaining,  the  most  curious,  the 
most  eventful  that  ever  was  written.  I  have  read  and 
read  again  every  line  of  it.  The  King  is  beyond  all 
praise  for  the  manner  in  which  he  has  given  his  con¬ 
fidence — so  wholly,  so  frankly,  and  so  courageously ; 
but  the  pretty,  piquant,  delicious  part  of  the  business 
to  frivolous  me  is  Lord  Wharncliffe  in  his  closet !  His 
preposterous  intention,  his  stubborn  will,  his  proud 
anticipations,  mowed  and  squashed.  Humpty  Dumpty 
sat  on  a  wall. 

Write  again,  more,  more.  How  interesting  every¬ 
thing  is,  and  will  be  !  Are  you  sanguine  about  the 
elections  P  Are  you  easy  about  Ireland  ?  Our  domestic 
Tory,  Harry  Vane,  talks  of  a  reaction  in  the  country. 
The  interest  about,  it  all  here  yesterday  was  intense 
amongst  English  and  French. 

On  Friday,  at  my  hop,  it  was  known  that  there  was 
a  majority  against  us.  I  had  an  out  feel,  and  the 
natural  antipathy  to  being  beat,  independently  of  larger 
and  finer  feelings,  but  I  talked  big  and  confident  of 
dissolution  to  Perier,  Pasquier,  etc.  My  spirits  rose 
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upon  Lord  Stuart’s  coming  in  as  cross  as  a  lapdog 
and  as  rude  as  a  bear.  I  thought  this  promised  well. 
Mme.  de  Flahault  sat  like  a  thunder-cloud,  and  her 
friends  declared  that  when  spoken  to  she  could  not  or 
would  not  answer.  I  understand  that  yesterday  she 
sat  at  home,  taking  joy  upon  the  rumour  of  certain 
dissolution.  We  hope  that  during  this  falling  of  the 
sky  we  shall  catch  larks.  Susy  says,  ‘  Uncle  Duke  will 
certainly  come.' 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  April  29,  1831. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  your  most  interesting  letter, 
and  for  being  so  well,  but  not  for  going  to  dine  with 
the  King.  I  hope  and  trust  it  will  not  tire  you. 

How  it  delights  me  to  hear  that  Granville  is  so 
appreciated !  It  is  true  he  slaves,  and  slaves  alone. 
The  place  of  Secretary  of  Legation  is  filled,  but  not 
occupied.  Mr.  Hamilton,  harmless,  inoffensive  man,  can 
neither  comprehend  nor  reply  to  even  a  question  about 
etiquette  or  the  news  of  the  day.  ‘  What  sort  of 
weather  is  it  to-day,  Mr.  H.  ?  ’  ‘  God  bless  my  soul,  it 

never  occurred  to  me  to  make  an  observation.  It  seems 
to  me,  I  may  err,  I  would  not  pronounce  rashly,  but 
I’ll  step  out  and  make  a  point  of  ascertaining  it ;  ’  a 
nervous,  bilious,  conscientious,  pauvre  sire. 

Lord  and  Lady  W.  Eussell  are  arrived.  She  is 
really  beautiful,  grown  into  a  very  large  woman, 
brighter  and  clearer  than  anything  I  ever  saw. 

The  poor  King  of  Sardinia’s  death,  hourly  expected, 
is  dreaded  by  the  young  and  dancing  part  of  the 
community  to  a  degree  that  is  almost  shocking,  my 
young  a  la  tete. 

We  are  safe  for  to-night,  but  I  doubt  whether  I 
shall  be  able  to  have  a  fourth. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  2,  1831. 

What,  you  call  your  election  gossip  is  read  like  a 
sentence  or  reprieve  by  your  devoted  relations.  We 
scivourer  every  line,  and  when  we  have  done,  begin 
again.  Why,  sister  Carlisle,  what  times  ?  I  have  no 
doubt  of  the  elections  going  well.  I  should  not  like  a 
Eeinn  of  Terror  over  the  elections.  In  any  other  case 
I  like  to  think  of  dearest  Morpeth  successful  and  trium¬ 
phant  again. 

Granville  is  a  good  deal  better,  but  very  languid,  and 
unable  to  walk.  I  hear  him  now  laughing  with  Pozzo. 
You  know,  they  never  laugh  so  much  with  us,  Lady  C. 

The  King  of  Sardinia  is  dead,  and  Court  and  Court 
ball,  all  that  would  have  been  so  accablant  to  me,  over. 

Lord  Wallace  is  on  his  way  to  England.  Yesterday 
he  paid  Granville  a  long  visit,  and  gave  him  accounts 
of  the  Harrowbys.  They  were  driving  home  from  an 
expedition  in  an  open  caleche.  Lord  Harrowby  felt 
himself  collared  from  behind  by  a  man,  who  held  him 
back  with  one  hand,  and  with  the  other  held  a  stiletto 
to  his  breast.  Lady  H.  seized  that  hand.  They  told 
him  he  should  have  money,  watches,  etc.  He  departed 
with  them. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dieppe  :  July  4,  1831. 

If  you  could  know  the  delight  of  having  Granville 
sitting  opposite  to  me !  He  goes,  alas !  to-morrow  with 
George  Stewart,  leaving  us  Guinea  and  the  ccdeclie ,  two 
great  improvements  in  our  circumstances.  Our  plans 
here  are  uncertain.  We  are  to  remain  here  till  he 
beckons  to  us,  and  I  shall  not  be  surprised  if  that  is  the 
whole  month  of  July,  unless  Lady  Harrowby  arrives  at 
Paris  towards  the  middle  of  it,  in  which  case  we  should 
go  there  to  meet  her. 
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Good-night  and  God  bless  yon,  my  very  dearest 
sister. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dieppe  :  July  12,  1831. 

I  liave  just  received  }Tour  letter,  my  very  dearest 
sister,  and  wish  you  joy  a  hundred  times  of  your  birth¬ 
day,  and  of  its  being  a  year  less  than  I  thought,  and 
mine  also  in  consequence.  This  very  day  I  told  Guinea 
I  was  forty-six. 

I  have  no  fears  for  the  trois  jours ,  as  they  say  the 
people  are  in  a  good  humour,  but  even  if  they  were 
not  every  precaution  has  been  taken. 

I  heard  from  Granville  to-day.  He  had  been  dining 
at  Sebastiani’s,  where  he  met  Mine,  de  Flahault,  Lord 
Lynedoch,  Lord  William  Russell,  Belliard  and  Guizot. 

My  three  are  gone  to  the  play  to-night  with  Mine. 
St.  Clair. 

I  expect  Willy  and  Freddy  per  kettle  on  Saturday. 
I  am  waiting  to  know  from  Granville  if  we  are  to  set 
off  on  Sunday  or  Monday.  We  go  back  by  the  uglier 
shorter  road,  cutting  the  Seine  and  sleeping  at  Gourney. 

Friday. — Well,  here’s  an  event,  je  ne  me  possede  pas 
de  joie.  Who  do  you  think  came  in  the  night,  is  now 
asleep  at  Clarke’s,  fancying  himself  known  only  to  me  P 
I  shall  not  tell  the  girls.  They  shall  have  all  the  surprise 
of  seeing  him  walk  into  my  room.  My  dear,  adorable 
brother  crossed  in  the  night  in  a  pelting  rain,  which 
still  continues.  I  will  not  direct  my  letter  till  I  have 
seen  him. 

Here  he  is,  looking  so  well.  I  have  not  a  moment. 
We  dine  with  him  to-night. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dieppe:  July  16,  1831. 

I  prepare  my  letter  for  the  first  occasion,  my  dearest 
sister.  We  have  had  the  most  delicious  weather  since 
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I  last  wrote,  and  sat  by  the  sea  till  ten  o’clock  last 
night. 

Lady  Westmorland  is  arrived,  but  has  not  yet 
appeared,  and  I  have  prepared  a  willing  victim,  poor 
lonely  Mme.  St.  Clair,  to  be  her  souffre-douleur ,  and  to 
represent  me  as  a  sad,  unsociable,  unprofitable  listener. 
Two  or  three  Frenchwomen  that  I  know  only  to  bow 
to,  and  the  Sardinian  Ambassador,  who  never  does  any¬ 
thing  but  bow,  are  our  only  other  events. 

We  are  going  a  long  expedition  to-day  to  Arques, 
tell  Morpeth,  to  finish  the  steeple  and  draw  the  Castle, 
to  come  home  to  a  late  dinner  at  six.  All  this  is  very 
exciting  and  delightful  to  the  Leveson  family. 

Sunday  morning.  I  had  a  long  letter  from  Granville 
yesterday.  He  went  on  Thursday  evening  to  St.  Cloud, 
where  he  found  them  all  in  pretty  good  spirits.  He 
was  to  return  there  on  the  evening  he  wrote  to  present 
Lord  William  Bussell,  and  that  debutant  LordLynedoch. 
The  elections  are  favourable  to  the  Government,  and 
there  is  a  decided  majority  of  Ministerialists. 

The  steamboat  came  very  empty  last  night,  only 
thirty  passengers  on  board.  My  brother  wrote  me  a 
line  by  it,  too  busy  to  cross.  He  says:  ‘London  news 
is  dull  and  flat— Beform  stale  and  grippe  triumphant.’ 
What  a  picture  !  Freddy  writes  :  ‘  As  to  politics,  I  don’t 
care  a  pin  about  Prince  Leopold.  Beform  is  my  principal 
aim,  and  I  am  afraid  it  will  not  be  carried  in  the  House 
of  Lords.’  He  is  rather  a  prig,  but  an  amazing  darling. 

I  was  dying  for  the  comment  on  the  debate,  having 
been  enraptured,  by  myself,  with  Mr.  Macaulay,  pleased 
with  G.  Vernon,  and  amused  with  Mr.  Lytton  Bulwer. 

To  Lady  Car  [.isle. 

Dieppe  :  July  17,  1831. 

Dearest  sister,— I  hope  G.  Morpeth  has  been 
pleased  here  as  well  as  at  Baris.  He  is  now  in  a  warm 
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bath.  So  are  my  girls.  They  go  into  the  sea  to-mor¬ 
row,  Morpeth  on  it.  He  is  to  start  at  seven.  No 
words  can  say  how  I  shall  miss  him. 

I  support  all  my  privations,  however,  better  here 
than  elsewhere.  There  is  to  me  a  charm  about  this 
place,  its  perfect  quiet,  not  a  friend  to  be  had  for  love 
or  money,  the  air,  the  waves,  the  hours,  the  hunger, 
the  sleep,  that  keeps  up  my  spirits  against  my  sorrows, 
for  it  is  a  great  one  to  be  away  from  Granville  and  to 
part  with  George.  My  girls  are  too  dear  and  nice, 
just  as  gay  and  contented  here,  as  they  are  charmed 
with  such  a  different  existence  elsewhere. 

We  are  longing  for  letters  from  England.  This 
moment  is  so  interesting  and  curious,  and  to  know 
what  Granville’s  plans  are  and  how  long  he  will  be 
there. 

Lady  Westmorland  was  very  reasonable  and  ami¬ 
able,  very  eloquent,  very  droll,  and  only  seen  the  eve 
of  our  departure,  brought  no  bother  and  tax  upon 
one.  I  think  her  ten  thousand  times  superior  to  Lady 
Jersey  in  every  way.  We  miss  at  Paris,  my  dear  Lady 
Carlisle,  by  this  lark  of  ours  a  prolongation  of  the 
society  of  Lady  Westmorland,  Cheerful,1  ne  vous 
deplaise,  Lord  Burghersh,  Lord  and  Lady  Conyngham, 

Lord  Howard  of  Effingham. 

Poor  Lady  Emmeline  and  poor  Cornet.  She  is  ill, 
he  is  foolish.  He  talks  of  her  being  so  cross  and  in  her 
tantrums.  Only  to  "Verity,  who  told  my  boys,  so  do 
not  betray.  Charles  said  to  him,  4  She  won’t  see  you  ; 
I  can’t  help  it,  I  don’t  know  what’s  to  be  done  next.’ 
She  never  would  come  out,  and  would  not  see  me 
when  I  called,  but  wrote  me  a  very  grateful  note  next 

day. 


1  Nickname  of  the  Duke  of  Rutland. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  July  29,  1831. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — I  hope  the  gaieties  of  London 
are  indeed  ending,  and  that  if  we  are  so  blest  as  to 
go  there  for  the  Committee  of  the  House  of  Lords,  we 
shall  find  society  and  no  fetes.  I  wish  it  more  and 
more,  but  as  yet  have  not  the  slightest  encouragement 
from  his  Excellency. 

On  Monday  evening  Lord  and  Lady  Harrowby, 
Granville  and  I  went  to  the  Palais  Eoyal  to  the  work¬ 
table.  The  Queen  looked  gayer  than  usual. 

On  Tuesday  we  returned  there,  zealous,  loyal 
creatures  with  the  four  young  ladies  to  a  concert. 
There  we  found  the  Dom,1  the  Empress  and  French 
music  ;  very  hot,  but  amusing  from  the  circumstances, 
very  much  so  to  see  the  Emperor  and  Lafayette  in  a 
confab. 

Yesterday  we  went  to  Berci,  and  there  we  saw  a 
joute,  pretty  from  the  gaiety  and  dress,  but  wretched 
as  a  water-work.  At  two  we  adjourned  in  the  broiling 
heat  to  the  mounds  by  the  Champs  de  Mars,  where 
we  found  a  miserable  spectacle,  two  wretched  jockeys 
racing,  courses  de  chevaux  libres ,  but  myriads  of  people 
all  gay  and  enchanted.  In  the  evening  the  town 
illuminated,  every  tree  in  the  Champs  Elysees  lit 
up. 

Friday  morning,  balcon  of  the  Hotel  Bristol  chez 
Monsieur  Motteux.  A  beautiful  sight,  day  blue  and 
gold,  the  Place  cleared  of  the  populace,  but  every 
window  and  balcon  full.  The  King  on  a  white  horse 
with  his  sons.  Pedro  with  all  his  green  feathers  rode 
up  to  the  Queen’s  balcon ,  like  a  tourney ,  Lady  Carlisle. 

1  Dom  Pedro  and  his  wife,  the  Emperor  and  Empress  of  Brazil. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  30,  1831. 

Tlie  troops  are  going  to  be  reviewed.  M.  Motteux 
lias  taken  for  tlie  occasion  a  large  apartment  and 
ordered  us  a  feast.  In  one  window  Lord  William 
Russell,  Susy,  F.  Howard,  Freddy  and  the  little  Russell 
boy.1  Lady  William,  Mottenx,  and  Mrs.  Rawdon  in 
the  next  one.  Dody,  Harriet  Ryder,  Guinea,  all  the 
others  too  late  and  are  lopped  off.  The  carriages 
cannot  get  back  for  them.  The  crowd  is  immense,  the 
cheering  very  well,  but  less  striking  than  the  perfect 
good-humour. 

I  am  writing  in  a  corner,  as  comfortable  as  if  I  was 
in  my  own  room.  WTe  have  a  soiree  this  evening, 
lamps  and  seats  in  the  garden,  the  roof  and  garrets 
for  those  who  like  to  see  the  fireworks. 

Thev  are  hurrahing  now.  It  is  so  beautiful,  and  all 
like  lambs  and  doves. 

There  is  a  report  of  a  great  victory  by  the  Poles. 
It  may  only  be  got  up  for  to-day. 

Lord  and  Lady  Harrowby  have  with  admirable 
dexterity  just  run  across  the  Place  through  the  soldiers’ 
legs,  and  here  they  are. 

I  have  been  dining  on  cold  chicken.  Freddy  is  as 
drunk  as  a  piper  with  champagne. 

I  am  to  tell  you  that  Pedro  starts  at  eleven  to-night, 
in  spite  of  all  the  efforts  made  to  retain  him. 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris :  August  3,  1831. 

Dearest  sister, — We  had  a  most  curious  repast  yes¬ 
terday  at  the  Palais  Royal,  an  immense  affair  with  all 
the  diplomacy.  We  must  have  been  most  unwelcome. 

i  Who  succeeded  his  cousin  as  ninth  Duke  of  Bedford  in  1872. 
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Perier’s  resignation  1  occupies  everybody,  and  nothing 
is  as  yet  decided  as  to  his  successor. 

The  heat  has  been  perhaps  a  shade  less  oppressive. 
I  have,  however,  done  nothing  since  les  trois  jours ,  the 
dinner  yesterday  the  only  exception.  Tell  Morpeth 
that  Madame  and  I  had  an  hour’s  political  talk  after 
it.  I  liked  her  very  much,  thought  her  wise  and  feeling. 
The  Queen  looked  worn.  We  met  all  the  ex-Ministers 
coming  in  as  we  went  out. 

From  thence  to  Madame  de  Flahault’s.  Found  all 
the  people  in  despair  at  Perier’s  move — remove.  She 
dines  here  to-day,  and  Madame  Appony  and  Lady 
Conyngham  are  to  run  in  in  the  evening. 

We  are  threatened  with  a  ball  on  Tuesday  at  the 
Palais  Poyal  to  celebrate  the  King’s  accession,  but  I 
hope  in  this  heat  there  will  be  none. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  August  10,  1831. 

What  interesting  times  !  I  have  just  heard  of  the 
echec  in  Belgium,  General  Daine’s  defeat.  I  feel  so 
much  interest  about  Leopold,  and  he  seems  to  meet  the 
crisis  so  manfully.  He  must  be  embarrassed  with  the 
novelty  and  difficulty  of  the  situation. 

Lord  Harrowby  sets  out  for  Beauvais  to-morrow 
and  Granville  dines  at  Appony’s,  so  that  our  solitude 
will  appear  striking. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  13,  1831. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  am  charmed  with  Leopold’s 
conduct,  and,  forgive  me,  with  the  idea  that  all  the 
vulgar  English  will  prefer  Brussels  to  Paris.  I  think 
Pedro  is  too  frisky  with  all  the  ladies. 

1  Casimir  Perier  withdrew  his  resignation  and  remained  in  power  (ill 
3832,  when  he  died  of  cholera. 
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Lord  Harrowby  is  or  rather  has  been  very  poorly 
here,  which  he  always  is  when  his  mind  is  worried  and 
irritated  as  it  now  is  to  the  greatest  degree  by  politics, 
and  I  should  gather  from  all  I  see  and  hear  that  he  is 
goaded  on  by  his  friends  in  England,  yet  totally  unable 
to  make  up  his  mind.  Altogether,  he  is  in  a  pitiable 
state  of  mind  and  spirits. 

Lady  Harrowby  is  well,  but  thinner  than  anybody 
you  ever  saw.  The  girls  are  not  in  particularly  good 
looks,  though  I  think  Louisa  better  looking  than  she 
was.  But  they  are  all  very  amiable  and  happy  to 
be  here,  and  my  girls  return  the  compliment,  and  are 
delighted  to  have  them. 

1  conclude  from  what  I  hear  that  Lord  Spencer  is 
in  a  very  alarming  state.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  the 
disgust  inspired  by  the  conduct  of  the  Ultras  in  the 
House  of  Commons  has  done  us  good,  and  that  many 
of  the  Lords,  even  the  factious,  are  become  more 
moderate. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  August  16,  1831, 

My  dear,  dearest  sister,— Nothing  new.  The  two 
royal  Dukes  gone  to  join  the  army,  which  saves  us  from 
a  ball  at  the  Palais  Eoyal  on  Tuesday. 

All  our  old  friends,  Perier,  etc.,  remain  in  office, 
Everybody  wondering  and  speculating  about  Dutch 

land. 

The  Conynghams  and  Lord  Orford  dined  here 
yesterday,  and  we  had  quite  a  brilliant  soiree.  Madame 
Appony  sits  by  la  Marquise ,  as  Lieven  used.  Her 
beauty  is  much  admired.  She  is  wonderful,  as  fresh  as 
a  daisy,  bouche  comme  une  rose,  in  a  light  blue  gauze 
hat  with  white  feathers,  a  salmon-coloured  gown  made 
extremely  high,  with  long  sleeves  ;  she  looked  infinitely 
handsomer  than  when  in  a  satin  frock,  swaddled  m 
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jewels.  Lady  Maria  is  inoffensive  and  good-liumoured. 
Lord  C.  begs  to  be  remembered  to  you  and  my  brother. 
He  is  grown  larger  and  meeker. 

Lady  Harrowby  goes  to  England  on  Thursday.  We 
shall  miss  them  very  much.  The  girls  are  extremely 
fond  of  Harriet.  They  think  her  in  every  way  improved 
by  her  travels.  Louisa  is  so  also.  Her  countenance 
is  uncommonly  intelligent,  and  she  is  so  to  a  remarkable 
degree. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  August  20,  1831. 

Lady  Conyngham  and  her  cubs  come  to-night.  She 
is  so  much  better  than  her  brood.  The  foreigners  are 
much  excited  about  her,  Madame  Conyngham,  and 
think  her,  as  she  is,  still  beautiful.  I  thought  Paul  of 
Wtirtemberg  would  have  screamed  with  curiosity  and 
excitement,  and  Madame  de  "Vaudreuil  with  anxiety  to 
see  which  had  conservee  herself  best ;  not  having  met  for 
twenty  years,  the  result  must  have  been  mortifying. 

Lady  William  came  last  night.  She  has  interesting 
letters  from  him.  Great  praise  of  the  conduct  of  the 
Prince  of  Orange,  noble  and  temperate  when  he  had  a 
strong  temptation  to  take  advantage  of  his  position  and 
power  to  conquer.  As  to  Bob  Adair,  he  is  a  hero  and 
the  youngest  man  going. 

The  English  Press!  What  license,  what  a  ton  l 
Ho  tell  me  what  you  think  of  the  progress  made,  and  if, 
as  Lord  Eapier  says,  the  Lords  will  be  at  it  in  ten  days. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  1831. 

I  am  so  glad  to  hear  of  Lord  Carlisle  being  well 
enough  for  Windsor,  and  that  you  are  up  to  so  much 
of  various  sorts.  We  are  now  as  if  we  were  in  some 
chateau  every  evening.  The  conservatory  rings  with 
the  shouts  of  laughter  of  the  young  ones.  To-night  we 
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old  ones  go  to  the  Palais  Eoyal,  to-morrow  to  Tivoli, 
but  life  is  as  quiet  and  enjoyable  as  possible. 

We  have  got  a  Mr.  Sneyd,  but  a  very  little  one, 
almost  imperceptible.  When  does  the  House  of  Lords 
go  into  Committee  ?  Guess,  suppose,  but  don’t  say,  like 
Lord  Granville,  ‘Impossible  to  conjecture.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  September  17,  1831. 

Idow  grieved  I  am  for  poor  Lord  Durham.1  Is  it 
quite  hopeless  ? 

I  am  much  better ;  went  to  the  Opera  on  Tuesday, 
and  saw  ‘  Anna  Bolena.’  Bubini,  perfect,  enchanting. 
Pasta,  older,  thicker,  her  voice  as  well  as  figure,  but 
always  very  admirable.  Yesterday  had  a  longish 
soiree,  more  Prench  arriving.  Conyngliams  go  to 
England  on  Monday,  to  some  place  they  have  near 
Dover.  She  longs  to  see  you,  and  is  an  amiable,  good- 
hearted  woman,  irrevocably  dull. 

The  new  peers  occupy  us.  Whom  will  my  brother 
bring  in  for  the  county?  We  wonder  at  Northland. 
He  lives  abroad,  and  we  say  why. 

The  Dips  came  from  the  Palais  Boyal  yesterday 
evening.  They  had  left  the  little  Queen  2  at  play  with 
the  Princesses,  putting  bits  of  wood  in  mosaic  shape, 
tres  enfant  and  delighted. 

Madame  de  Dolomieu  and  her  daughter  are  nervous 
about  l’Heredite  question,  „  which  is  one  of  immense 
difficulty  for  this  Government.  The  discussions  are  to 
begin  on  Thursday  or  Eriday  next. 

Madame  de  Elahault  is  in  her  new  house,  and  ill. 
She  was  at  home  on  Thursday.  Granville  went  and 
thought  there  was  a  strong  smell  of  paint,  which  may 
have  disagreed  with  her.  Our  Harry  Yane  stuck  his 

1  On  account  of  the  illness  of  his  eldest  son,  who  died  on  the  24th. 

2  Of  Portugal. 
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elbow  through  her  new  glass  door  and  smashed  it, 
rather  an  ominous  beginning  in  the  Rue  d’Angouleme. 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris  :  September  20,  1831. 

It  has  been  great  repose  both  to  body  and  mind 
having  those  dear  Talbots  here,  a  chaperon  for  every¬ 
thing,  the  walks,  drives,  sights  in  the  morning,  operas 
and  plays,  and  last  night  a  hop  at  Lord  Granard’s,  all 
without  mv  having  anything  but  the  accounts,  which  I 
delight  in. 

I  believe  there  was  a  great  deal  of  disturbance  in 
Paris  yesterday.  The  cavalry,  impatient  and  goaded, 
were  very  violent.  I  heard  of  one  man  killed  and 
many  wounded.  The  slackness,  or  rather  coldness,  of 
the  National  Guard  is  a  bad  symptom.  I  can  hardly 
think  this  set  of  men  will  weather  it,  or  that  any  other 
will  be  found  to  undertake  it,  or  succeed  if  they  do. 

John  Talbot  is  just  come  in  from  the  Courts  of 
Law,  and  says  that  everything  seems  perfectly  quiet  in 
the  town  to-day. 

Charles  Canning  was  the  recommender  of  Mr. 
Shore.1  Mr.  Chapman  says  he  is  very  glad  he  was 
going  to  him.  We  saw  some  letters  to  Charles 
Canning,  which  we  liked.  I  blush  to  say  we  neither  of 
us  know  the  terms.  It  is  a  singularly  dull  place,  one 
of  its  great  advantages  in  our  eyes. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  September  2?  1831. 

Weather  hot  as  June.  The  Talbots  and  girls  gone 
to  Vincennes  and  Pere-Lachaise.  They  are  indefati¬ 
gable.  I  went  after  dinner  to  the  Palais  Royal  and 
from  there  to  Madame  de  Flahault’s.  I  found  the  Kino- 

1  Young  Granville  was  with  him  till  lie  went  to  Oxford. 
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delighted  with  the  majority  of  eighty-five.  I  saw 
Monsieur  Thiers  at  Madame  de  Elahault’s.  He  says 
the  Chamber  is  not  so  ill-disposed  as  ignorant,  easily 
emporte ,  but  bon  and  inclined  to  be  bienveillant.  The 
Ministers  are  in  spirits  again. 

I  could  hardly  believe  when  I  read  the  ‘  Times  ’ 
that  my  girls  had  dined  at  the  Palais  Eoyal  and  been 
to  the  Italian  Opera  on  the  night  of  the  disturbances 
and  vitres  brisees.  There  is  nothing  like  being  in  the 
midst  of  anything  for  knowing  little  of  its  danger. 

My  plans  all  in  uncertainty,  but  I  feel  and  Verity 
says  that  I  ought  to  do  something  wholesome.  Aix  en 
Savoie  !  Granville  consented.  Verity  offered  to  go  too, 
but  I  gave  it  up.  I  am  morally  quite  unequal  to  a 
journey  of  six  da}Ts  without  Granville,  when  if  anything 
was  to  go  amiss  I  should  go  into  a  nervous  madness. 
St.  Germain  ?  Very  easy,  still  on  the  cards,  but  hardly 
enough,  as  I  want  bathing,  des  eaux  and  sea  air. 

Boulogne?  Sea  air,  sands,  the  journey  with  Gran¬ 
ville,  to  wait  for  him  there  and  come  back  with  him. 
Very  tempting,  though  it  is  a  hideous  place.  What 
would  make  me  think  it  a  Paradise  would  be  if  you 
would  join  me  there.  One  day’s  drive,  two  hours  and 
a  half  crossing,  excellent  for  your  health,  a  quiet  you 
never  enjoy.  I  could  give  you  a  room  in  the  excellent 
inn  ;  we  would  drive  and  dawdle  all  day  long.  It  would 
be  too  delicious. 

You  will  perhaps  say,  Why  not  come  to  Brighton, 
Lady  Gran.  ?  I  will  tell  you,  dearest  sis,  it  would  alter 
the  whole  thing.  What  I  want  is  perfect  repose.  If 
I  went  there,  I  must  prepare  dress  for  self  and  girls, 
go  to  the  Pavilion,  struggle  against  dinner  and  balls. 
If  you  come  to  Boulogne,  a  gown,  cap  and  a  bundle 
will  suffice. 

I  have  seen  Verity.  He  will  not,  I  think,  say  any¬ 
thing  to  you  unless  you  begin.  Do  you  think,  if  I). 
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knew  the  romantic  motive  of  the  wish,1  that  he  would  P 
I  have  smashed  all  his  hopes.  He  is  unhappy  and  his 
manner  touched  me  much.  You  cannot,  just  as  I  can¬ 
not.  I  shall  ask  Granville  to-day  to  let  me  write  to  Lord 
Grey,  but  I  am  sure  he  will  say  no.  Doctor  L’Affan 
was  made  a  Bart,  merely  after  being  with  Lord 
Anglesey  in  Ireland.  D.  asked  Verity  once,  I  believe 
in  Russia,  if  he  would  like  it.  He  then,  having  no 
reason  to  wish  it,  said  he  did  not  care  a  farthing 
about  it. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  September  29,  1831. 

Granville  will  set  out  next  week,  perhaps  on  Mon¬ 
day.  I  intend  to  go  with  the  girls  to  the  Hotel 
d’Angleterre  at  St.  Germain.  The  air  is  next  best  to 
sea,  and  the  nearness  a  great  object,  as  the  long 
journey  would,  perhaps,  have  been  rather  trying  to 
me.  You  will  see  that  I  have  made  volte-face  to  my 
Boulogne  plan  with  a  good  grace.  I  put  all  my  hopes 
in  the  month  of  April,  wdien  I  trust  Granville  will  have 
a  satisfactory  holiday. 

I  am  shocked  beyond  measure  at  poor  Charles 
Lambton’s  death,  and  for  his  poor  father.  Frederick 
Howard  heard  from  his  mother.  He  is  very  low,  and 
I  find  had  no  idea  of  how  bad  or  near  it  was. 

We  were  in  despair  at  losing  the  Talbots.  I  met 
Prince  Koslowski  on  the  Boulevards  to-day,  fat  and 
timid.  ‘  Un  Russe,  ose-t-il  se  montrer  ?  ’ 

I  saw  yesterday  morning,  at  Madame  de  Bourke’s, 
La  Princesse  Belgiojoso,2  small,  distinguee,  sallow,  eyes 

1  Dr.  Verity  wished  to  be  a  baronet.  It  was  only  on  this  condition 
that  the  father  of  the  young  lady  he  was  anxious  to  marry  would  give  his 
consent. 

2  She  belonged  to  the  illustrious  Milanese  family  of  Trivulzio.  Her 
husband  deserted  her,  and  she  afterwards  led  an  adventurous  life.  She 
took  an  active  part  in  the  Italian  revolutionary  movement,  writing  articles 
and  reviews  in  support  of  it. 


1831 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


113 


like  saucers,  little,  tiny  hands,  grandes  et  gracieuses 
manures,  full  of  everything  :  ‘  De  l’esprit  comme  un 
demon.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris  :  October  3,  1831. 

To-day  seems  to  me  like  a  dream.  Granville  is  just 
set  out  at  five  for  London,  where  he  expects  to  be  at 
the  division  on  Wednesday  night,  which  seems  like 
flying.  He  determined  last  night  to  go.  This  morn¬ 
ing,  when  his  horses  were  at  the  door,  he  received  a 
letter  from  Lord  Palmerston  saying  he  need  not  start 
till  the  result  of  the  second  reading  was  known  ;  but  as 
he  was  one  foot  in  chaise,  had  dined  at  three,  bid  good¬ 
bye,  told  the  King  at  one  at  Court  that  he  was  off,  he 
kept  to  his  first  resolution. 

I  am  dying  to  be  out  of  Paris,  my  girls  dying  to 
stay  in  it.  They  have  gained  to-morrow.  We  shall 
go  to  Montmorency  and  dine  there,  walk  about  the 
forest,  and  come  back  to  see  ‘  Anna  Bolena  ’  in  our 
things. 

I  shall  be  too  anxious  for  letters  and  news.  What 
a  moment !  I  have  all  at  once  ceased  to  be  sanguine, 
and  feel  as  if  the  Lords  would  carry  their  wicked 
measure,  beat  us,  and  then  P  Where  can  we  look,  and 
what  will  happen  ? 

Give  my  love  to  Lord  Granville,  tell  him  that  we 
have  walked,  since  he  went,  down  the  Boulevards,  by 
the  Eue  de  la  Paix.  No  adventure,  but  one  cross  old 
woman,  who  called  us  ces  chiens  d' Anglais,  because 
Dody  trod  upon  her  toe. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  October  10,  1831. 

Dearest  sister, — It  seemed  so  odd  to  read  yesterday 
evening  yours  and  Granville’s  letters,  having  known 
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the  tremendous  majority1  since  eleven  in  the  morning. 
Sebastiani  received  it  by  telegraph,  nobody  seems  to 
have  expected  it.  The  girls  and  I  sit  looking  at  one 
another.  We  cannot  go  back  to  St.  Germain  ;  and, 
indeed,  bad,  rainy  weather  would  be  reason  enough 
against  it.  We  hope  every  opening  door  will  bring  us 
some  intelligence. 

We  have  got  the  papers  and  the  debate.  I  doat 
upon  Lord  Grey.  I  am  sure  he  will  do  nobly.  Per¬ 
haps  I  am  foolish  in  having  no  misgivings  about  public 
tranquillity,  but  ‘  cela  ne  se  commande  pas,’  I  have  not. 
Yet  when  I  read  in  ‘Le  Temps,’  ‘  ils  ont  fait  leur  25 
Juillet,’  it  gives  me  a  shudder. 

To-morrow  we  dine  at  the  Tuileries.  I  hear  they 
and  all  here  think  of  nothing  but  4  le  Bill.’ 

I  have  seen  nobody  but  Madame  de  Bourke,  who 
always  believes  whatever  she  wishes. 

I  have  been  much  better,  came  back  like  a  young 
rose  from  St.  Germain. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  October  24,  1831. 

It  is  great  happiness  to  me  to  have  Granville  back 
again.  We  are  still  basking  in  a  summer  sun  and  all 
the  leaves  are  on  the  trees  and  our  wdndows  open.  We 
are  going  in  a  caleche  to  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  show 
Eward  the  giraffe.  You  never  saw  anything  like  her 
happiness  at  being  with  us  again.  She  looks  ten  years 
younger  than  she  did  when  last  I  saw  her. 

Apponys,  Werthers,  Pfeffels,  Schlegel,2  such  an  old 
flaxen  bore,  like  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  and  covered  with 
rings,  sentiments  and  souvenirs,  and  Humboldt  dine 
here. 

1  The  Lords  threw  out  the  Reform  Bill  by  a  majority  of  41. 

2  The  famous  German  critic.  He  was  a  great  friend  of  Madame  de 
Stael,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  education  of  her  children. 
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The  concert  at  the  Tuileries  on  Friday  was  handsomer 
and  much  cooler  than  those  at  the  Palais  Eoyal.  The 
Duchesse  de  Braganza  looks  a  good,  dear,  patient  thing, 
fine  eyes,  ugly  month.  Toque  evidently  Devis,  which 
made  the  Appony  and  Werther  sick.  He  looks  fond 
of  her.  Madame  de  Louie,  his  sister,  is  peculiar-looking, 
but  handsome,  black  as  ink,  the  two  sides  of  her  face 
quite  different.  The  tournure  of  an  opera-dancer.  The 
Duke  of  Orleans  is  supposed  to  be  her  lover.  There 
were  rather  more  people  I  knew  than  I  have  seen 
before  at  Court. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  November  1831. 

If  Mr.  Landseer  had  sent  me  a  thousand  pounds  I 
should  not  have  been  half  so  much  obliged  to  him.  It 
is  the  only  picture  I  ever  thought  really  like  you.  I 
beg  your  pardon  for  being  so  enthusiastic  about  a  cari¬ 
cature.  What  a  love  you  are  to  have  given  it  to  me, 
but  Eward  is  at  this  moment  exclaiming,  ‘  How  should 
he  dare  make  such  a  things  P  ’ 

Nothing  ever  was  so  happy  as  that  dearest  old  soul, 
walking  between  them,  taken  bodkin  to  the  Opera,  and 
adoring  them  both. 

I  have  nothing  to  tell  you.  The  terror  of  the  Sun¬ 
derland  cholera  knocked  me  down  yesterday  morning, 
but  our  last  accounts  reassured  us.  It  is,  however, 
awful. 

Paris  is  quiet,  and  there  is  as  yet  a  delicious  absence 
of  all  dissipation.  We  have  had  Pasta  at  the  Opera. 
She  is  gone  and  Malibran  makes  her  rentree  to-night. 
Lablache  and  Rubini  font  nos  delices. 

My  girls  delight  in  my  Fridays,  which  makes  me 
enjoy  them. 

I  wish  you  could  have  run  over  for  a  week,  before 
the  business  begins  again.  There  could  be  no  happi- 
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ness  as  great  as  ours  to  see  you,  and  Mme.  de  Delmar’s 
spirit  would  then  be  laid,  as  she  is  more  persevering 
than  ever  in  her  enquiries  if  you  are  coming. 

Mme.  de  Flahault  is  in  her  new  and  pretty  house 
and  he  is  here.  We  have  a  terrible  dearth  of  good 
English  society.  The  French  are  a  little  en  mouvement 
inconsequence  of  Pozzo  the  little  marrying  Mile, 
de  Crillon  the  day  after  to-morrow.  Yesterday  Gran¬ 
ville  and  I  went  to  the  soiree,  where  he  and  some  others 
ont  signe  le  contrat.  The  trousseau  was  all  over  three 
large  drawing-rooms.  Mme.  Appony  wept,  bitterly 
over  my  incapacity  of  appreciating  its  beauties.  Pozzo 
ancle  has  given  the  most  magnificent  jewels.  The  bride 
is  the  prettiest  girl  here,  and  ran  about  like  a  little  mar- 
cdiaiide  amongst  the  goods.  ‘  0  est  le  seul  qu  ily  a  a  Paris. 
On  m’a  promis  de  ne  pas  faire  une  autre  garniture  dans 
ce  genre  avant  le  jour  de  lan.  G  est  du  vrai  cache- 
mire.  Le  clialis  est  broclie.’  Little  Pozzo  walks  about, 
‘  J’aurais  mieux  aime  etre  garcon,  mais  tout  ceci  est 
bien  beau  et  ma  promise  est  bien  belle.  Mme.  Appony 
clasps  her  hands,  the  tears  flow  down  liei  cheeks,  Ma 
chere,  il  ne  l’aime  pas  du  tout — mais  pas  le  moins  du 

monde.’ 

Yet  they  are  all  in  their  way  as  happy  as  they  can 
stick,  and  really  the  bridegroom,  with  six  thousand  a 
year  settled  upon  him,  a  house  given,  the  prettiest 
wife  in  Paris,  of  the  plus  haut  parage ,  is  not  a 
plaindre. 

Mme.  Appony  is  adorable ;  her  unvarying  sweetness 
and  kindness  gild  my  existence  sociale  here.  Her  feel¬ 
ings  may  not  be  deep,  but  they  are  always  there  for 
everything  that  is,  vexed,  disappointed,  or  in  any  shade 
of  sorrow.  No  kumeur,  no  bitterness,  no  rivalite,  no 
exigeance,  like  those  beautiful  flowers,  that  the  fasti¬ 
dious  can  only  criticise  as  being  too  sweet. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  November  1831. 

Dearest  sister, — Lord  Durham  and  his  two  girls 
dined  here  to-day.  My  girls  are  enchanted  with  Miss 
Danny,  the  eldest.  They  have  begged  me  to  ask  them 
again  on  Wednesday,  preferring  that  to  Meyerbeer’s 
new  opera,  which,  by-the-by,  is,  I  believe,  a  doubtful 
piece  of  business  ;  at  least  they  talk  of  4  une  danse  de 
nonnes  en  chemise.’ 

Lord  Durham  seems  pleased  with  the  letters  he  has 
received  from  Lord  Grey.  Mme.  de  Flahault  says  that 
Lord  Wharncliffe  and  Lord  Harrowby  are  become 
tractable.  Is  this  possible  ?  I  suppose  Parliament  will 
certainly  meet  chez  vous  the  beginning  of  next  month. 
I  have  no  idea  of  what  Granville  will  do  with  us,  take 
us  or  leave  us. 

Sir  Stratford  Canning,  with  three  men,  Colonel 
Barnett,  Mr.  Buchanan,  and  Mr.  Hammond,  at  his  heels, 
dines  here  to-day. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  November  1831. 

I  have  written  to  Lord  Brougham  to  ask  it  plump. 

My  Harry  1  is  the  least  sentimental  of  men,  likes  me 
better  than  the  girls  and  Cuvier  better  than  me,  and  so 
on.  Science  is  his  love.  He  is  the  best  of  men  and  I 
love  him,  but  such  a  spark,  and,  luckily  for  him,  seeming 
to  think  women  so  many  artichokes,  never  wasting  look 
or  word  on  them. 

I  will  talk  fast  enough  when  I  come,  dearest.  If 
they  would  send  something  efficient  here  in  poor 
Hamilton’s  place,  I  think  we  certainly  should,  but  how 
can  Granville  leave  Paris  with  nobody  but  him  here  ? 

Lyons  is  subsiding.  Weather  cold  and  bracing, 

my  health  better  again. 

1  Lord  Harry  Yane. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  December  5,  1831. 

The  Tuileries  is  enchanted  at  the  entry  into  and 
reception  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans  at  Lyons. 

The  wonder  is  that  after  all  the  alarm  and  searching 
so  little  cholera  can  be  found,  as  I  believe  at  this  time 
of  year  it  is  always  hovering  over  us. 

I  laugh  when  I  look  at  Harry.  It  is  as  if  Frederic 
Foster  in  our  young  days  had  been  talked  of  for  us, 
only  Harry  is  solemn,  not  facetious.  Susy  sat  between 
Lord  Rivers  and  George  Yilliers  on  Friday  at  dinner, 
and  talked  most  to  the  latter,  whose  agreeableness  is 
entrainant  to  the  greatest  degree.  Lord  Rivers  seems 
amiable  and  pleasing,  but  he  pays  us  no  court.  She  is 
in  tearing  spirits,  the  most  adorable  darling  that  ever 
lived,  and  really  doated  upon  by  all  who  know  her. 
Dody  is  a  dear  girl  too.  It  is  not  the  same  cloudless, 
radiant  nature,  but  full  of  goodness  and  intelligence, 
and  she  will  be  a  very  delightful  person.  But  I  cannot 
talk  fully  or  clearly  about  them  till  we  meet,  my 
dearest  of  sisters. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  December  9,  1831. 

Here  we  are,  without  a  courier  from  England,  dearest 
of  sisters.  The  wind  has  been  blowing  tremendously 
for  the  last  three  da}^s.  How  the  King’s  speech  came 
over  I  do  not  know,  but  it  is  here.  We  like  it. 

The  Nugents  are  only  too  tender  for  a  hard  world. 
Unutterable  looks  across  the  table,  fond  murmurs. 
‘  Excellent  sherry,  a  glass  of  it  to  Mrs.  Nugent,’  ‘  Any 
of  this  consomme  slightly  flavoured  with  essence  of,’  etc., 
and  she  sits  quite  passive,  quite  devoted. 

George  Yilliers  will  be  popular  here  beyond  measure  : 
he  is  in  bad  health,  but  gay  and  more  agreeable  than 
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anybody.  Very  much  charmed  with  Mme.  de  Caraman. 
Mme.  Alfred  came  out  for  a  wonder,  very  spirituelle 
and  improved  by  having  given  up  youth  and  beauty. 

On  Tuesday  we  had  at  the  Opera  Eubini,  quite 
delightful  in  the  ‘  Italiana.’  Pedro  in  the  box,  which 
chases  away  meaner  and  better  birds. 

The  newspapers  are  just  come  with  Lord  Harrowby’s 
moderate  speech. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris  :  January  20,  1832. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — I  know  I  have  been  meagre  and 
unsatisfactory  in  my  letters  of  late,  but  I  shall  improve. 

I  also  live  in  the  hope  of  going  to  England  when 
Granville  does,  and  then  I  can  talk  of  a  hundred 
things  I  cannot  write. 

We  are  now  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  London  No¬ 
vember  fog.  We  went  yesterday  evening  to  Madame 
de  Flahault’s,  and  the  girls  were  amused,  as  they 
found  Amelie  de  Grefuhle,  Auguste  de  Morny,1  a 
charming  spark,  ne  Hortense  and  domesticated  at 
Elahault’s,  Guinea  and  Frederick  Howard,  and  formed 
a  little  establishment  of  their  own.  I  sat  distinguished 
in  Meg’s  state  bedroom,  with  the  Duke  of  Orleans, 
Mesdames  d’Istrie,  Caraman  and  Delessert,  and  Count 
Walewski. 

Lord  Elpliinstone  2  and  William  Cowper  left  Paris  on 
Wednesday.  They  are  an  immense  loss.  The  former 
the  most  amiable  loyal  person  I  ever  met  with.  They 
are  delightful  partners,  real  Englishmen,  and  we  have 
now  only  George  Yilliers,  who,  charming  as  he  is,  does 

1  Better  known  as  Due  de  Morny.  He  became  the  intimate  adviser  of 
Louis  Napoleon,  and  was  the  chief  promoter  of  the  Coup  d’Etat.  He 
was  for  many  years  President  of  the  Corps  Legislatif  until  his  death  in 
1865. 

2  Was  Governor  of  Madras  from  1837  to  1842,  returned  to  India  as 
Governor  of  Bombay  in  1853,  and  rendered  great  service  during  the 
Mutiny. 
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not  dance  or  talk  to  any  one  but  married  ladies  of 
distinction,  and  therefore  is  no  lark  for  us. 

Lord  Yarmouth  has  taken  to  good  company  and 
appears  at  the  drums  and  balls.  He  is  the  greatest 
pity  that  ever  was.  Such  powers  of  being  delightful 
and  captivating,  grandes  manures ,  talents  of  all  kinds, 
finesse  d’ esprit,  all  spent  in  small  base  coin.  He  walks 
amongst  us  like  a  fallen  angel,  higher  and  lower  than 
all  of  us  put  together. 

I  dread  a  ball  at  Casimir  Perier’s  on  Monday.  An 
immense  temporary  room,  two  or  three  thousand  in¬ 
vited  at  a  Minister’s  in  these  times.  I  hear  the  roof  is  to 
be  covered  with  pompiers,  who  are  to  inundate  us  at  a 
moment’s  warning,  and  that  there  are  eighteen  doors  to 
go  out  at,  and  this  is  my  comfort. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  12,  1832. 

We  do  not  appear  as  emus  on  the  spot  as  we  must 
at  a  distance.  We  were  at  one  of  the  small  balls  at  the 
Tuileries  on  Wednesday  till  two  o’clock.  It  was  very 
brilliant  and  pretty,  and  I  thought  they  all  looked  better 
satisfied  and  calmer  than  I  have  seen  them  for  some 
time.  Only  think  what  the  Queen  must  at  moments 
feel  when  she  fears  for  the  safety  of  all  she  so  devotedly 
loves,  and  without  one  taste  or  object  gratified  that  can 
bring  one  grain  into  the  balance.  Shelias  more  dig¬ 
nity  and  calmness  of  manner  than  anybody,  and  I  never 
saw  any  one  who  brought  such  conviction  to  one’s 
mind  that  ‘  her  help  is  from  above.’ 

I  cannot  help  being  much  amused  and  pleased  with 
Lady  Harriet  Baring,1  but  I  am  sensible  it  is  an  opinion 
that  requires  a  dash  of  apology.  She  is  uncontrollably 

1  Daughter  of  the  fifth  Earl  of  Sandwich.  She  became  Lady  Ash¬ 
burton  in  1848.  Thomas  Carlyle  was  devoted  to  her. 
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clever  and  quite  natural,  which  is  very  refreshing  as 
matter  of  society. 

Tell  Lord  Morley  it  would  gratify  him  to  behold 
George  Yilliers  executing  admirable  steps  en  avant 
between  two  princesses,  of  whom  he  is  the  favourite 
partner.  Henry  Fox1  is  said  to  be  wholly  engrossed 
with  Mme.  Guiccioli,2  and  we  scarcely  ever  see  him. 
He  is  always  entertaining  when  he  does  appear,  but 
what  he  likes  is  to  be  the  talker  of  a  little  coterie. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire . 

Paris :  February  24,  1832. 

I  am  dying  to  be  off.  Granville  will  not  budge 
from  his  post  till  it  is  absolutely  required  of  him. 

We  are  killing  the  Carnival  as  soon  as  possible. 
Tuesday  week  ends  it.  To-night  your  uniforms  dance 
and  mine  walk,  as  the  parlez  cannot  endure  hopping 
amongst  the  drest  coats.  I  try  to  make  up  with 
flowers,  candles,  and  food  for  want  of  better  sport. 
Chavipagne  et  des  poulardes  trujfees  versus  waltz  and 
quadrille.  I  have  asked  all  the  English  I  know  in 
Paris,  only  two  hundred  and  fifty  after  all.  The  Diplo¬ 
macy  come  full  fig.,  all  their  swords  and  diamonds. 
French  as  they  please,  not  at  all,  in  uniform  or  not. 
But  oh  !  dearest,  the  numbers,  the  Carlists,  the  Liberaux, 
the  hideous,  the  anxious.  Well,  there  are  always  the 
Miss  Levesons.  Susy  in  a  blue  wreath  and  diamonds 
in  her  hair,  Dody  ditto  with  your  turquoise  branch  in 
hers.  Lady  G.  in  all  her  borrowed  splendour. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  1832. 

Dearest  sister, — I  can  hardly  reckon  on  the  delight 
of  being  in  London  this  spring,  yet  Granville  for  the 

1  Son  of  Lord  Holland,  whom  he  succeeded  in  1840. 

*  Lord  Byron’s  friend. 
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first  time  admits  it  as  a  possibility.  This  is  such  happi¬ 
ness  that  I  forget  the  only  two  drawbacks,  health  and 
money.  I  have  a  little  dread  of  being  unequal  to  a 
second  Carnival,  and  how  I  am  to  meet  the  expense  ol 
it  I  know  not.  But  the  happiness  of  being  amongst 
you,  the  vision  of  Grosvenor  Place,  to  live  perhaps  a 
whole  month  with  1) . ,  the  rapture  of  the  girls,  and 
the  escape  from  a  good  deal  that  worries  and  bothers 
me,  such  as  shoals  of  inconceivable  English,  half  of  them 
in  a  perpetual  rage  at  what  some  call  ‘  taking  pleasure 
in  wantonly  mortifying  and  insulting  ’ — all  this,  although 
mixed  as  it  has  been  with  a  great  deal  of  exquisite 
pleasure  and  enjoyment  derived  from  my  adorable 
children,  makes  me  look  with  the  feelings  of  a  bird 
from  its  chain  unbound  to  England.  And  I  should  then 
return  to  what  is  delicious,  Dieppe  and  autumn  here. 

You  will  pity  me  to-day,  for  I  am  poorly,  yet 
obliged  to  go  to  Casimir  Perier’s  to-night,  and  gay 
doings  every  night  of  this  week,  which  I  should  like  to 
spend  in  my  bed. 

You  will  have  heard  that  there  was  an  unpleasant 
breeze  at  Bothschild’s  ball.  I  did  not  know  of  it  till 
two  days  ago,  but  the  result  is  that  the  Duke  of  Orleans 
. — of  or  before  whom,  for  the  versions  are  various,  some 
impertinence  was  said,  a  nickname  I  believe — will  not 
come  any  more  to  the  Apponys,  here  or  into  any  mixed 
society. 

This  I  regret  very  much,  as  he  enjoyed  himself  ex¬ 
tremely,  and  all  seemed  smoother,  quieter.  Now  this 
has  thrown  an  additional  bone  of  contention  into  society. 
Do  not  believe,  till  I  tell  it  you,  that  there  is  any  par¬ 
ticular  feeling  against  my  soirees,  or  me  as  receiving 
my  old  Ultra  friends.  Up  to  this  moment,  the  greatest 
kindness,  most  flattering  expressions  have  been  used 
towards  me  by  the  Poyal  Family,  the  Duke  of  Orleans, 
and  all  belonging  to  them.  God  bless  you,  dearest. 
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Harry  lias  recovered  his  equanimity  and  presence 
of  mind.  I  like  him  extremely,  he  is  a  most  good  and 
amiable  man.  He  would  have  been  saved  much  ner¬ 
vous  anxiety  if  he  could  have  brought  himself,  the  day 
of  the  fatal  paragraph,  to  propose  to  both  my  girls,  as 
his  mind  would  then  have  been  set  at  rest  for  ever. 
However,  without  this  security  he  now  shakes  hands 
again  with  them,  and  again  comes  and  talks  to  me.  It 
really  was  very  funny  to  see  his  panic. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  April  23,  1832. 

Thanks,  dearest  sister.  I  am  delighted  to  hear  that 
Lord  Carlisle  is  to  go  out.  What  this  place  would  be 
to  him  later  no  words  can  say.  Though  the  wind  is 
east  again  to-day,  it  is  delicious,  blue,  gold,  soft,  and 
we  have  been  since  church  basking  on  the  platform 
under  the  cliff. 

We  are  enchanted  again  with  Mr.  Anderson,  so 
much  so  that  with  much  I  have  heard  in  other  quarters 
my  great  wish  is  to  send  Freddy  to  him.  We  do  not 
mean  him  to  go  to  Eton,  and  if  he  is  too  young,  we 
have  heard  of  a  Mr.  Arnold  here,  with  whom  Lord 
Grey  has  a  son  and  to  whom  I  should  like  to  send  him 
en  attendant. 

I  saw  Lady  Grantham  alone  for  near  an  hour  yes¬ 
terday  ;  she  really  was  perfect.  I  think  with  pleasure 
that  she  has  much  greater  interest  and  fondness  for  her 
daughters  than  I  had  any  idea  she  had.  She  talks  of 
nothing  but  Anne,  and  in  the  most  amiable  devoted 
manner.  The  Duchess  of  Bedford  is  not  well.  I  hear 
of  many  people  here,  but  do  not  see  them.  Kemp  is 
too  charming,  it  is  a  little  kingdom  of  one’s  own.  How 
I  wish  you  could  persuade  Morpeth  to  come  here  from 
Wednesday  till  Saturday.  Tell  him  it  is  really  too 
delicious. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dover  :  April  26,  1832. 

The  weather  as  fine  as  possible,  not  too  hot,  not  too 
anything.  Talleyrand  just  going  to  be  put  on  board  in 
his  carriage — -no,  he  is  first  going  to  be  put  into  a  chair 
by  my  side  in  this  room,  so  I  shall  have  to  squiddle 
to  him  before.  I  have  settled  all  his  affairs,  what  he 
was  to  give  to  the  Guard  of  Honour,  everything  I  don’t 
understand.  All  the  authorities  came  in  to  see  him. 
The  whole  bore,  with  none  of  the  pleasure  of  having 
dearest  Granville.  I  believe  I  have  made  him  give 
twice  more  money  than  he  ought.  Que  voulez-vous? 
You  would  have  laughed  to  see  me  interpreting  be¬ 
tween  him  and  the  Captain. 

Dearest  dear  brother  and  sister,  I  have  no  words 
for  what  I  feel  at  having  left  you. 

I  shall  write  from  Paris.  Talleyrand  says  all  is 
perfectly  quiet.  The  cholera  very  much  in  the  pro¬ 
vinces,  but  moins  que  rien  in  the  capital. 

I  must  write  a  line  to  Granville  by  Monsieur  de 
Talleyrand,  who  goes  on  without  stopping. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  May  1832. 

Yes,  Mrs.  _ is  delighted,  and  really  enjoys  herself 

and  is  very  happy,  but  let  me  laugh  a  little  only  to  you 
and  Hart.  She  cannot  be  light  in  hand  or  pleasant, 
though  essentially  I  think  better  of  her  than  I  ever  did 
before.  But  the  conducteur  at  the  Cimetiere  du  Pere- 
Lachaise  was  worn,  as  we  occasionally  are.  We  went 
there  yesterday.  The  day  divine  but  without  sun. 
She  was  enchanted,  but  asked  him  who  first  thought 
of  it.  That  was  well.  But  of  the  people,  all  the  buried, 
every  particular.  Were  they  poor,  were  they  rich? 
Did  their  relations  come  and  water  the  flowers,  who 
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should  ?  every  day,  who  could  P  Did  clever  people 
come  and  water  Moliere’s  flowers  ?  It  does  not  look 
written  as  it  sounded  said,  and  it  was  sans  reldche.  To 
me,  Should  I  like  to  be  buried  there  ?  Should  I  like  to 
have  my  flowers  watered  ?  Did  I  mean  to  buy  ground  ? 
Should  I  water  her  flowers  if  she  was  buried  there  ?  I 
almost  began  to  dig  the  hole.  But  now,  relations,  let 
me  tell  you  that  with  all  this,  I  have  a  great  regard  for 
her,  am  grateful  for  her  feelings  towards  me,  and  shall 
be  very  sorry  when  they  go. 

Our  little  impromptu  dancing  succeeded  particularly 
well,  and  the  delight  of  comparing  it  with  the  last  time 
and  seeing  the  girls  and  Fanny  wild  with  delight  and 
my  boys.  As  to  Freddy,  he  turns  all  heads,  and  his  own 
would  be  if  it  was  to  last  more  than  a  week  longer.  His 
dancing  fait  fareur.  All  the  pretty  and  crackest  girls 
are  charmed  to  dance  with  him,  and  he  gives  himself 
amazing  airs.  ‘  A  woman  stopped  me  and  asked  if  I 
was  engaged.  I  saw  she  had  an  ugly  wall-flower  by 
her  side,  so  I  hurried  on,  and  only  just  said,  “  I  really 
believe  I  am.”  ’  You  should  have  seen  him  say  this.  I 
must  dress. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  25,  1832. 

The  novel  is  too  like  one,  and  an  unpleasant  view 
of  human  nature.  We  know  not  who,  but  this  is  what 
we  do  know,  though  you  must  promise  me  perfect 
secrecy.  I  am  not  the  least  alarmed,  because,  as  Susy 
says,  she  does  not  think  it  would  be  easy  to  kidnap  her. 
A  person  in  C.  Greville’s  confidence  here  came  to  him 
and  told  him  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  tell  him  that  he 
had  had  a  Frenchman  with  him  who  came  alarmed  at 
the  probable  risk  attending  to  an  office  he  had  engaged 
in.  He  was  in  the  pay  of  an  Trlandais,  to  assist  him 
in  his  pursuit  of  Susy.  He  had  received  a  sum  of 
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money  to  deliver  a  letter  to  lier,  and  promised  a  much 
larger  sum  when  the  object  in  view  was  accomplished, 
that  of,  as  his  expression  was,  getting  her  to  the  coast, 
which  once  done,  he  could  easily  elude  all  pursuit  and 
discovery.  The  unpleasant  part  of  this  is  the  walks 
in  the  Tuileries,  all  walks  indeed  except  with  Mrs. 
Hamilton  or  me,  carriage  and  footmen  after  us,  being 
put  a  stop  to.  We  have  no  knowledge  of  who  it  can 
be.  Un  tres  bel  homme,  who  represents  himself  as 
having  reason  for  hope  and  encouragement  from  la 
gouvernante.  The  lawyer  consulted  frightened  the 
Frenchman,  told  him  he  might  be  sent  to  les  galeres,  as 
entering  into  a  conspiracy,  and  I  hope  this  may  put  a 
stop  to  the  thing. 

Nothing  was  ever  so  delicious  as  this  weather.  We 

O 

live  out  of  doors. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  29,  1832. 

Dearest  sister, — I  went  to  St.  Cloud  the  night  before 
last.  The  drive  there  was  delicious  at  eight  o’clock. 
The  King  and  Madame  Adelaide  are  in  the  highest 
spirits.  The  Queen  looks  much  calmer,  very  much 
occupied  with  the  Princesse  Louise’s  marriage,  and 
dying  for  Lord  and  Lady  Dover  to  be  appointed  to 
Brussels.  Talleyrand  was  to  dine  there  yesterday.  I 
believe  the  Ministerial  arrangements  are  still  in  abey¬ 
ance. 

Did  I  tell  you  Talleyrand  paid  me  a  long  visit  on 
Wednesday  morning  P  I  never  knew  before  the,  as  Mr. 
Foster  says,  power  of  his  charms.  First  of  all  it  is 
difficult  and  painful  to  believe  that  he  is  not  the  very 
best  man  in  the  world,  so  gentle,  so  kind,  so  simple, 
and  so  grand.  One  forgets  the  past  life,  the  present 
look.  I  could  have  sat  hours  listening  to  him.  He 
raves  of  the  Queen  here,  and  she  is  admirable.  I  am 
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certain  nothing  will  persuade  him  to  remain  here,  or 
to  give  up  London,  and  indeed  what  a  position  to  quit, 
and  what  a  position  to  gain ! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  July  31,  1832. 

You  are  an  angel,  dearest  G.  There  is  but  one 
certain  means  of  happiness.  I  have  the  greatest 
pleasure  in  reading  religious  books.  I  find  that  I 
understand  the  Bible  better  than  I  ever  did  before, 
that  I  know  much  better  what  1  am  not  and  what  I 
ought  to  be,  that  the  subject  interests  and  occupies 
me  deeply,  whilst  I  am  employed  on  it.  But  I  am 
dissatisfied  with  the  want  of  warmer,  stronger  feelings 
and  power  of  weaning  myself  from  the  clinging,  aching 
interests  of  this  world.  I  do  not  mean  as  the  question 
of  living  in  it  or  retiring  from  it.  If  my  idea  of  what 
we  ought  to  be  is  a  right  one,  the  whole  feeling  and 
character  would  be  so  changed  and  dedicated,  that  it 
would  be  indifferent  where,  how,  or  when.  And  it  is 
to  attain  this  that  appears  to  me  such  terrible  difficulty, 
because  the  chain  that  must  be  broken  is  the  one  that 
binds  and  fastens  one  down.  I  have  been  reading 
Fenn’s  sermons  and  like  most  of  them  extremely  as 
explaining  and  directing.  Bradley’s  third  volume  is 
excellent.  Adams’  ‘  Private  Thoughts  ’  one  likes  better 
and  better.  There  are  parts  that  one  cannot,  but  these 
always  redeemed  by  something  so  true,  so  feeling,  so 
practical. 

I  went  to  St.  Cloud  on  Saturday  evening,  their  last 
day  there.  Princesse  Louise  did  not  appear.  Princesse 
Marie,  with  her  eyes  swelled  out  of  her  head  with  cry¬ 
ing.  Leopold  will  be  at  Compiegne  to-day. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  2,  1832. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  wish  I  could  go  into  the  rooms 
with  you.  How  beautiful  the  hall 1  must  look  ! 

We  are  all  quite  well.  The  weather  is  perfectly 
delicious,  very  hot  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  but 
delightful  early  and  late,  and  we  went  this  morning 
to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  at  eight  o’clock,  and  walked 
there  in  the  fir  woods,  which  smell  like  England. 

Granville  has  had  a  summons  to  Compiegne  to  sleep 
there  to-night.  It  is  unlucky,  as  we  have  people  to 
dinner.  Five  Ellices,  tiny  Mr.  Sotheby,2  Ponsonbys, 
and  the  whist  boys  in  the  evening.  It  is  very  pro¬ 
voking,  but  it  will  be  interesting  to  hear  what  the 
Kings  are  about. 

The  cholera  remains  in  its  diminished  state.  Only 
twenty-eight  deaths  yesterday  ;  I  believe  I  am  the 
only  person  in  Paris  who  still  looks  regularly  at  the 
chiffre.  Yet  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  people 
here  are  still  so  prudent,  that  on  last  Friday  nobody 
touched  ice  or  fancy  waters,  nothing  but  tea,  sherry, 
and  seltzer-water,  and  everybody  is  temperate  and 
prudent.  We  have  never  at  dinner  iced  water,  salad, 
or  cucumber.  A  few  strawberries  with  wine  is  looked 
upon  as  a  sort  of  excess,  and  no  stone-fruit  tasted. 

Caradoc 3  goes  to  England  by  Brussels  to-morrow. 
You  will  soon  have  him  in  Yorkshire.  He  is  now 
standing  in  the  court,  to  see  Granville  go,  in  an  apricot- 
coloured  linen  jacket. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  7,  1832. 

Compiegne  lasted  till  Sunday.  On  the  Saturday 
they  went  a  long  and  beautiful  expedition.  Granville 

1  At  Castle  Howard.  2  The  translator  of  the  Georgies  and  the  Iliad. 

3  His  father  having  changed  his  name  from  Cradock  to  Caradoc,  some¬ 
one  asked  him  at  dinner  for  a  slice  of  haraddock. 
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was  charmed  with  the  Royal  Family,  seen  so,  so  inti¬ 
mate,  so  perfectly  amiable  and  happy  together.  The 
parting  must  have  been  severe,  as  they  say  the  little 
Queen"  is  quite  adored  by  all  around  her.  Granville 
does  not  think  her  at  all  pretty,  but  says  she  appears 
amiable,  and  that  Leopold  said  she  was  perfectly  so. 

D.  has  not  written  for  ages.  I  hope  he  will  when 
he  settles  at  Bolton,  though  the  life  there  will  not  be 
propitious — shooting,  eating,  sleeping. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  17,  1832. 

We  had  a  violent  storm  the  day  before  yesterday, 
which  has  brought  us  the  delight  of  cool  weather 
ao-ain.  I  went  in  all  the  freshness  and  wetness  of  the 
evening  after  it  to  St.  Cloud  with  Granville.  They  had 
heard  of  their  little  Queen,  whose  loss  seems  immense 
to  them.  The  poor  Queen  looked  harassed. 

I  enjoy  my  life  more  than  I  can  say.  My  walks 
before  breakfast,  a  new  work,  4  Louis  XV 111.,’  which 
I  am  so  much  obliged  to  Lord  Carlisle  for  having  ad¬ 
vised  me  to  read.  It  amuses  and  interests  me.  Then 
delicious  drives  in  the  evening  and,  confesso  il  mio 
rossore,  three  rubbers  of  whist. 

Talleyrand  is  better,  but  does  not  yet  leave  the 
house.  The  Flahaults  are  both  gone  to  England.  I 
think  there  will  be  a  great  row-de-dowing  amongst 
them  all.  Lady  Holland  disapproves  of  Lord  Grey 
going  to  Howick.  I  think  it  will  give  him  such  fresh 
energy  and  spirit  that  any  little  objection  ought  to  give 
wmy. 

We  are  all  in  despair  at  the  thoughts  of  Guinea’s 
leaving  us. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  September  1,  1832. 

The  Poodle  tells  me  that  Lord  Dover  is  better.  I 
like  to  think  of  you  and  my  brother  expecting  Morpeth 
and  Verity  on  guard. 

We  are  going  on  well  and  quietly,  with  but  little 
cholera  and  a  great  deal  of  prudence.  A  small  fowls 
of  society.  Ponsonby,  who  seems  to  enjoy  Paris 
extremely ;  Henry  Pox,  who  is  very  popular  among  a 
set  of  gossips,  Mrs.  Eawdon  and  Lady  Helena  Robin¬ 
son,  and  likes  nothing  so  much  as  talking  scandal  with 
them.  I  like  him  a  degree  less  than  usual. 

Edward  Villiers  is  here  only  for  one  day.  He  is 
the  image  of  George,  only  handsomer  and  graver.  I 
think  him  uncommonly  pleasing. 

We  are  all  impatience  for  news  from  Pedro,  and 
what  a  moment  for  Belgium!  Everybody  seems  to 
think  it  tout  simple ,  and  so  did  I,  till  I  reflected  that 
this  is  just  one  of  the  most  important  and  critical 
moments  we  have  had  to  steer  through.  I  comfort 
myself  with  Lord  Thurlow’s  answer  when  he  was  asked 
how  he  got  through  all  his  business.  ‘  I  do  some,  a 
crood  deal  does  itself,  the  rest  is  not  done  at  all.  Yet 

<n  t 

all  casts  up  much  the  same,  and  nothing  is  of  much 
importance.’  If  Lord  Granville,  sitting  there  with  a 
hillock  of  papers  before  him,  could  even  suspect  the 
nonsense  I  am  writing  ! 

Monsieur  de  Talleyrand  is  better,  well  enough  to  go 
out  to  Heuilly  to-day. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  September  8,  1832. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — It  is  most  kind  of  you  to  write 
at  all  on  Blanche’s  last  day.  I  can  only  be  glad  that  a 
few  more  daughters  will  come  and  replace  her. 

K  2 
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I  wish  you  could  see  us  now.  The  two  girls  oppo¬ 
site,  drawing,  and  all  of  us  looking  as  if  there  were  no 
sparks  in  the  world,  which  I  sometimes  wish  was  the 
case. 

No  new  arrival  but  Tolstoy,  the  Russian  Dip.  from 
London.  They  say  he  is  very  agreeable. 

I  hear  Lord  Yarmouth  is  fitting  up  his  house  and 
furnishing  it  in  London,  where  he  means  to  live. 
When  this  Lord  left  Paris  he  said  he  was  going  to  look 
for  a  wife,  to  Madame  de  Flahault  and  others.  He 
deprecated  violently  marrying  a  pretty  or  a  young 
thing,  says  what  he  wants  is  ‘  something  nearer  thirty, 
somebody  he  could  not  have  a  jealous  feeling  about.’ 
Well,  one  is  also  told  that,  odd  as  it  is,  money  is  his 
great  object,  being  his  idol.  It  crossed  us  all  one  day  that 
he  would  be  likely  to  think  of  Anne  Robinson.  Now, 
if  he  does,  do  you  think  it  possible  that,  with  their  ideas 
about  religion  and  morality,  they  would  for  a  moment 
think  of  it  ?  This  is  mere  talk,  for  I  have  not  heard 
their  names,  do  not  know  where  they  are,  or  if  they 
know  each  other.  I  cannot  think  Lady  Grantham 
would — a  man  whom  I,  less  strict,  would  not  even 
introduce  to  my  girls. 

Guinea  is  all  gratitude  to  Mrs.  Gibson,1  ‘  found  her 
airing  my  bed  with  one  hand,  and  holding  out  a  mut¬ 
ton  chop  in  the  other.’  A  little  physic  also  she  has 
administered,  and  is  in  short  a  darling. 

I  never  saw  Susy  looking  as  pretty  as  she  does  now. 
My  head  is  turned  by  the  compliments  paid  me  about 
her.  Even  old  Tcliann  is  quite  romantic.  ‘  Voila, 
miledi,  une  darling,’  he  said  to  me  last  night ;  ‘  mais 
sGfieusement  c’est  qu’elle  devient  plus  jolie,  plus  char- 
mante  tous  les  jours.’ 

Dearest  sis,  what  a  twaddling  letter  this  is  ! 

Lady  Carlisle’s  housekeeper,  who  had  been  nurse  to  all  her  children. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  October  30,  1832, 

I  am  impatient  to  hear  more  of  your  winter  plans, 
though,  alas  !  I  shall  be  dancing  at  the  Tuileries  when 
you  will  be  basking  under  some  cliff. 

I  dined  on  Saturday  at  Madame  de  Broglie’s.  She 
is  perfect,  and  exerts  herself  and  is  no  longer  absent. 
He  is  excellent  and  sensible,  but  his  manner  is  not 
'prevenant.  A  few  black  unknowns  made  very  clever 
interesting  talk,  and  I  am  convinced  that  the  Doctri¬ 
naire  society  is  the  pleasantest  in  France. 

The  Lansdownes  arrive  in  a  day  or  two  and  will  be 
in  their  element. 

Madame  de  Caraman  is  a  very  pretty  woman  here, 
but  would  not  be  thought  so  in  London.  Full  of  informa¬ 
tion,  delightful  talents,  draws  and  paints  like  an  artist, 
sings  beautifully,  speaks  English  perfectly,  and  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  German  de  meme.  Detested  by  her  com- 
patriotes ,  protected  by  Apponys,  Delmars  and  us. 
Her  fault  is  unbounded  love  of  admiration  and  un¬ 
wearied  toil  to  obtain  it,  and  she  overshoots  the  mark. 
People  here  are  so  unjust  to  her  that  it  inclines  me  to 
an  excess  of  indulgence.  She  talked  to  me  of  S.,  but 
I  put  a  stop  to  it.  He  lives  a  great  deal  with  her,  has 
known  her  for  years,  she  paints  his  picture  over  and 
over  again,  sings  romances,  makes  eyes  at  him ;  but 
there  is  no  love  on  her  side,  though  to  every  one  there 
is  a  great  deal  of  coquetry.  He  is  very  fond  of  her. 
‘  To  tell  you  the  truth  it  is  not  because  I  think  her 
such  a  very  nice  person,  but  because  she  loves  and  dotes 
upon  me  so.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  November  5,  1832. 

Dearest,  dear  sister, — Lady  Grey  has  sent  me  a 
letter  to  convey,  and  ends  her  note,  ‘I  hope  you  are 
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likely  to  come  to  England  soon  for  a  little  visit. 
Really  a  premiere  ought  not  to  permit  herself  such 
says.  I  sit  fancying  that  the  thing  is  possible  that 
Granville  may  be  wanted.  Not  really,  my  dear,  I  fear 
there  is  no  chance. 

I  like  Lady  Lansdowne  very  much.  She  has,  as 
you  know,  an  unattractive  manner,  but  she  is  most 
unaffected,  good-humoured,  excellent,  and  pleased  and 

sociale  to  the  greatest  degree. 

He,  who  is  not  my  beau  ideal ,  is  now  revelling  in 
his  leisure.  Beauty,  music,  small  talk,  a  painstaking 
laissez  aller,  a  most  laborious  frivolity.  The  girl  seems 
very  amiable.  To-day  we  all  dine  at  the  Tuileries, 
o-irls  and  all,  no  lark,  but  we  come  home  to  my  Monday 
here,  which  is  their  favourite  amusement. 

Edward  Villiers  is  my  love.  He  is  delightful, 
excellent,  and  interesting,  a  Villiers  without  any  of 
the  shades. 

The  Lansdownes  are  expecting  their  two  sons. 
Granville  seems  much  pleased  at  Oxford,  and  writes 
very  quiet,  steady  letters.  How  he  will  miss  the 
constant  society  of  your  Charles  !  He  doats  upon  him. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  February  23,  1833. 

Our  plans  are  still  en  Fair.  Granville  better,  but 
still  walking  witli  a  stick  and  thrown  back  by  the  least 
fatigue  or  over-exertion.  I  suppose  his  presence  will 
be  required  as  soon  as  this  Irish  question  makes  way 
for  Church  reform. 

Chiswick  is  such  a  Paradise  to  those  two  darlings,1 
that  no  wonder  they  wish  to  remain  there.  Whenever 
they  go  to  you,  if  I  am  not  there,  let  me  say  one  little 
word  to  you,  but  promise  me  sacredly  secret  from  them 
and  dearest  G.  Do  not  fear  his  sauvagerie ,  and  never 
encourage  a  London  going-out  life.  It  would  endanger 
that  happiness  for  which  I  would  gladly  pay  the  price 
of  my  own,  to  which  I  have  already  with  delight  sacri¬ 
ficed  its  brightness.  To  live  at  Devonshire  House  with 
you  and  in  your  society,  spectacles,  all  that  line  is 
well ;  but  the  wearisome,  heartless  round  of  what  is 
called  going  out,  where  people  cannot  be  devoted  to 
each  other,  and  are  bored  into  being  devoted  for  the 
time  to  others,  would  expose  him  to  the  only  danger 
I  could  envisager  for  him.  He  is  so  much  the  creature 
of  entrainement,  impulse  of  the  moment,  with  an  art¬ 
less,  innocent  warmth  of  feeling  for  those  who  by 
kindness  or  by  design  get  about  him,  that  anything 
that  separated  him  from  her,  from  her  immense  and 
hourly  influence,  might  unconsciously  to  himself  lead 

1  Lord  and  Lady  Rivers  were  married  in  Paris  on  February  3.  They 
spent  their  honeymoon  at  Chiswick. 
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him  into  mischief.  He  is  excellent  and  adores  her,  but 
that  has  nothing  to  do  with  what  I  mean.  If  I  did  not 
think  your  understanding  as  good  as  your  heart,  your 
finesse  and  tact  as  perfect  as  your  feelings,  I  could 
not  venture  to  say  this.  G.  would  think  I  meant  more. 
They  would  laugh  me  to  scorn,  but  I  give  it  you  with 
perfect  confidence.  You  will  measure  my  meaning  in 
its  true  sense  ;  and,  having  told  you  this,  I  care  not 
where  they  are,  so  that  you  are  looking  on.  You  have 
made  their  happiness  and  you  will  guard  it.  God  bless 
you,  most  dear. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  March  1,  1833. 

Thousands  of  thanks  for  all,  for  amusing,  twigging, 
and,  above  all,  for  telling  me  you  are  gradually  getting 
better. 

I  know  Monsieur  Walewski.  He  got  me  into  a 
mess  with  Meg  Keith,  and  I  have  never  said  anything 
to  him  but  ‘  Honey,  my  dear,’  since. 

I  am  a  bad  play  informer,  as  I  never  go  out,  never 
leave  Granville  but  for  an  unavoidable  misery,  such  as 
when  Meg  or  Appony  provoke  me.  But  I  hear. 

People  rave  of  ‘  Les  Malheurs  d’un  Amant  Heureux  ’ 
and  ‘  Les  Yieux  Peches,’  which  last  even  to  read  kills 
one.  Mrs.  Hamilton  says  ‘  I  Puritani  ’  is  very  good. 
Of  ‘  Gustave  Trois  ’  the  papers  rave.  Company  says  the 
scenery  and  decorations  are  beautiful,  and  that  people 
will  get  accustomed  to  the  music.  G.  Stewart  says 
the  parody  of  4  Lucrece  Borgia  ’  is  good.  The  play  is 
horrible,  although,  as  always  in  what  he  1  writes,  with 
fine  bits  and  cleverness. 

The  pair  have  both  written  by  the  last  courier. 
Never  did  I  read  of  two  such  happy  beings,  and  in  his 
letter  such  gratitude  and  warmth  about  you.  Guinea 

1  Victor  Hugo. 
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writes  of  them,  ‘  They  are  the  most  perfect  specimens 
of  happiness  I  ever  saw.’ 

Meg’s  ball  last  night  was  brilliant.  The  first  open¬ 
ing  of  her  really  beautiful  house.  All  the  Apponys 
there  for  the  first  time. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  1833. 

Berri 1  is  to  be  let  loose  after  her  confinement. 
The  Carlists  have  dropped  her  already.  ‘  Le  premier 
jour  ils  etaient  pulverises,  le  second  ils  ont  dit,  Mais 
voyons,  a  present  ils  disent :  C’est  mieux,  notre  cause 
est  a  present  claire,  cette  petite  femme  n’etait  apres  tout 
qu’un  embarras.’  This  cannot  prevent  their  regretting 
and  others  remembering  their  folly  in  having  made  her 
their  heroine  and  the  rallying-point  of  her  party.  The 
jokes  rain.  They  hope  the  child  will  be  called  £Dieu- 
donne  le  second.’  Chateaubriand  said,  ‘Je  comptais 
parler  de  Marie-Therese,  je  ne  m’attendais  pas  a  me 
trouver  en  face  de  Marie  Gisbourg.’  A  young  Beau¬ 
mont,  son  of  the  General,  Monsieur  de  Gisbourg,  son  of 
a  lawyer  at  Nantz,  and  the  Jew  who  betrayed  her,  are 
the  people  talked  of.  They  say  she  must  name  a  father 
in  the  extrait  de  bapteme. 

Mine.  Juste  says,  ‘  Ah  !  Ah  !  ’  Madame  de  Chatelux 
and  Madame  de  Bauffremont  deny  it  flat,  a  forgery  they 
say  ;  Jamilhac  laughs,  but  also  denies. 

God  bless  you,  dearest. 

1  Soon  after  the  Duchesse  de  Bern’s  imprisonment  in  the  Chateau  de 
Blaye  a  letter  appeared  in  the  Moniteur  dated  from  her  prison  and 
bearing  her  signature,  in  which  she  wrote  that  the  serious  position  in 
which  she  found  herself  compelled  her  to  declare  that  she  had  contracted 
a  second  marriage.  She  was  about  to  become  a  mother,  and  the  public 
learnt  that  her  husband  was  the  son  of  a  Neapolitan  nobleman,  Prince  de 
Luchesi  Palli. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle  and  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  June  1883. 

Here  we  are,  dearest  sister  and  brother,  for  I  have 
not  time  or  means  for  a  double  shot. 

Our  journey  has  been  prosperous,  crossing  quick 
and  smooth,  weather  quite  delicious,  not  too  hot  and 
yet  warm  enough  for  comfort  and  security. 

Paris  is  encliantingly  deserted.  Almost  all  the 
French  people  are  going  or  gone.  The  Court  at 
Neuilly. 

Madame  Palli,  of  whom  it  is  said  that  Henri  Cinq 
was  her  enfant  politique,  this  one  her  enfant  impolitique. 

I  never  knew  before  to-day  the  story.  Puffo, 
Castelcicala’s  son,  was  proposed  to.  He  asked  two 
millions,  upon  which  Mme.  du  Cayla  said  she  could  get 
her  a  husband  cheaper,  and  bought  Palli  for  one  million 
and  a  half. 

Georgy  is  so  happy  and  Susy  coming.  I  only  want 
to  know  that  you  are  both  well. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  June  1833. 

I  sit  before  my  paper  with  a  great  doubt  whether  I 
can  find  anything  to  put  upon  it.  No  courier  because 
of  the  high  winds,  so  one  does  not  feel  wound  up. 

Granville  is  better.  He  has  been  to  the  Hue  de 
Broglie  this  morning.  I  saw  Madame  de  Broglie 
yesterday.  She  is  pleased  at  the  admiration  excited  by 
his  last  speech,  wishes  he  could  be  more  so  himself. 
She  says  he  only  wants  to  be  more  proud  and  exhila¬ 
rated  about  himself,  sa  modestie  accepts  all  that  is  less 
flattering,  and  his  spirits  are  never  much  raised  by 
what  is  more.  That  if  he  was  employed  to  planter  des 
carottes  entre  quatre  murs ,  he  would  be  as  much  carried 
away  by  it  as  he  is  by  his  present  great  bidding,  that 
this  has  its  advantages,  but  also  prevents  his  putting 
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out  all  the  energy  he  possesses  and  which  is  now  so 
much  wanted.  It  is  taken  advantage  of  by  the  envious 
and  inimical  to  keep  him  back  and  discourage  him. 

The  Due  d’Orleans  is  gone  to  Belgium  to  see  his 
sister.  There  is  a  report  of  her  coming  here  on  the 
10th,  which  I  trust  is  unfounded.  We  should  be 
obliged  de  nous  faire  vifs,  which  would  be  the  most 
painful  thing  that  could  happen  to  us. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 


June  29,  1833. 


Most  dear  sister,— My  last  night’s  post  made  me  so 
very  happy.  Lady  Harrowby  was  so  charmed  with 
you,  that,  with  a  kindness  I  shall  always  remember,  she 
wrote  me  a  letter  describing  the  immense  improvement 
in  you. 

Leveson  will  be  here  on  W ednesday .  I  hope  Mr , 

Fullerton  Monday  week. 

Mr.  Luttrell  and  Abercromby  dined  here  yesterday 
and  Lord  Harry  Yane.  It  was  very  pleasant,  Luttrell 
more  amusing  than  I  ever  knew  him. 

To-day  we  have  Sir  F.  Robinson,  Mrs.  Hamilton’s 
father ;  Mr.  Robinson,  a  potentate  in  Edinburgh,  head 
of  some  college  ;  Doctor  Bowring 1  (‘  La  France  Commer- 
ciale  connait  Monsieur  Bowring,’  vide  French  Press), 


and  the  Foodie. 

To-morrow  Flahaults,  Walewski,  Darners,  Tchann, 

Luttrell,  and  Abercromby. 

All  this  se  passe  easily  and  rurally  in  my  bonnet 

and  things,  and  it  gives  me  all  my  mornings  to  myself. 
Eugene  Anisson  tells  me  that  all  goes  well  for  the 


1  An  eminent  writer  and  political  economist,  at  one  time  editor  of  the 
Westminster  Review  and  for  some  years  in  Parliament.  He  was  sent 
to  Paris  to  inquire  into  the  state  of  commerce  between  the  two  countries. 
In  1854  he  was  knighted  and  became  Governor  of  Hong  Kong.  His  high¬ 
handed  policy  there,  which  led  to  the  second  Chinese  war,  was  much 


attacked. 
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present  people.  He  travelled  through  the  south  of 
France  and  was  struck  everywhere  with  the  prosperity 
and  tranquillity.  You  know  he  lives  entirely  with  the 
Carlists  and  never  goes  to  Court.  He  says  there  is  an 
immense  difference  amongst  them.  They  scarcely  ever 
talk  politics  or  read  a  newspaper.  In  short,  since  the 
birth  of  Miss  P.,  it  is  easy  to  see  that  they  will  only 
wait  a  decent  time  to  come  gracefully  out,  and  Lord 
Harry  tells  me  that  their  language  is  altered.  £  Apres 
tout  il  faut  faire  danser  nos  jeunes  personnes.’ 

We  hope  the  marriage1  will  be  on  the  12th  or  loth. 
Our  house  will  be  ready  for  us  at  Aix  on  the  20th. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  July  13,  1833. 

Your  letter  is  just  arrived,  my  dearest  sister.  I 
can  think  of  little  but  your  dearest  Georgiana 2  at  this 
moment,  and  feel  how  much  it  must  engross  you  all. 

I  am  so  happy  to  hear  a  good  account  of  Granville, 
to  hope  for  him  back  and  to  hear  that  he  has  found 
politics  such  as  to  reassure  and  satisfy  him. 

I  never  saw  anything  happier  than  Hody,  and  I  am 
in  every  way  satisfied  and  pleased  at  her  prospects. 
Nothing  can  be  more  facile  a  vivre,  more  kind  and 
attentive  to  her,  more  perfectly  sweet-tempered  and 
well  conditioned  than  he  is.  He  is  extremely  fond  of 
her,  enchanted  with  Paris,  and  the  happiness  to  me  of 
having  her  with  me,  contented,  gav,  seeing  evervthnm 

7  ,  O  -  O  JO 

couieur  ae  rose. 

Your  neighbour’s  faults  are,  in  my  opinion,  all  in 
her  head — nothing  that  prevents  my  being  very  fond 
of  her.  Granville  is  right  about  her.  She  is  weak, 
governed  by  her  mother,  has  much  to  answer  for  in 
having  spoilt  her  children,  and  now  often  misunder- 

1  Of  her  daughter  Georgiana  to  Mr.  Fullerton. 

*  Lord  Dover  died  on  the  10th. 
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standing  and  worrying  them ;  but  she  is  gentle,  affec¬ 
tionate,  avmante,  and  forgiving,  and  she  flounders  more 
than  she  errs. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  26,  1833. 

My  own  dearest  sister, — How  happy  your  news  of 
last  night  made  me  !  Congratulate  William 1  and  your 
dearest  Blanket  for  me.  I  know  she  wished  for  another 
boy.  I  shall  long  to  hear  how  they  are  going  on.  1 
suppose  from  Granville’s  letter  that  the  Duke  of  Suther¬ 
land  must  be  quite  given  over.  Granville  gives  me 
hopes  of  his  setting  out  from  London  on  Friday  and 
arriving  here  on  Sunday.  We  should  then  set  off  for 
Aix  on  Tuesday.  I  have  most  delightful  letters  from 
Fivers  and  Susy.  They  are  enchanted  with  Geneva, 
its  beauty  and  quiet  comfort,  and  mean  to  wait  for  us 
there  and  come  for  a  few  days  to  Aix.  He  has  promised 
to  take  the  two  boys  to  see  Chamouny,  during  which 
time  I  should  have  my  darling  Sukey  all  to  myself. 
We  have  settled  to  have  Eward’s  visit  there. 

The  glorieuses  journees  begin  to  morrow.  The  Queen 
returns  from  her  accouchee  for  them  and  back  again  for 
the  christening.  The  little  Queen  was  only  ill  two 
hours,  and  had  little  pain. 

I  see  in  the  ‘  Globe  ’  just  arrived  an  account  of  the 
Duke  of  Sutherland’s  death.  Lord  Stafford  will  be 
so  glad  to  have  gone  there  and  to  be  with  his  mother 
now. 

We  all  dined  yesterday  at  Flahault’s.  I  saw  a  letter 
0f  Lady  Grey’s,  very  enthusiastic  about  Lord  Grey  and 
the  effect  and  success  of  his  speech.-  I  suppose  all  will 
go  smoothly  now — yet  those  Tories  ? 

On  the  birth  of  his  second  son,  the  present  Duke  of  Devonshire. 


1 
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Jo  Lady  Carlisle. 

Aix  :  August  8,  1838. 

I  think  you  and  D.  will  like  to  hear  of  our  arrival 
here,  my  dearest  sister.  We  all  got  up  at  half-past  five 
yesterday  morning,  my  children  to  get  into  the  steam¬ 
boat  for  Yevay,  we  to  come  here  in  a  little  more  than 
eight  hours.  The  day  was  fine  and  cool,  the  country 
beautiful.  The  view  of  the  valley  of  Savoy  and  the 
Mont  Blanc  from  one  height  almost  the  finest  I  ever 
saw.  The  approach  to  this  place  through  the  most 
luxuriant  country.  The  highest  and  most  picturesque 
Alps — all  I  love — vineyards  in  festoons  over  treillages 
and  round  down  about  every  cottage.  Plums,  apple, 
and  walnut  trees  of  uncommon  size  and  beauty  for 
hedges.  Light  yellow  cows  with  bells  round  their 
necks,  women  with  straw  hats  and  milk  pails,  goats 
that  look  as  if  they  were  blown  in  glass,  Indian  corn 
like  a  fairy  forest.  Tall  bridges  with  one  arch,  crosses 
and  fountains. 

We  found  our  apartments  here  quite  good  enough 
for  us,  though  not  smart  or  recherche. 

My  boys  will  join  us  here. 

Granville  is  well.  Sir  T.  Shelley  is  charmed  with 
the  whole  affair  here,  says  he  feels  one  and  twenty, 
showed  me  two  fingers  that  had  been  swelled  and 
stiffened  as  nimble  and  slight  as  a  conjuror’s.  The  air 
is  delicious  and  the  environs  beautiful.  Granville  is 
now  taking  his  first  bath  in  the  house.  It  smells  like 
a  million  of  rotten  eggs.  What  Aix  would  be  good  for 
is  P.’s  knee  and  Lord  Carlisle’s  legs.  Granville  is 
hardly  a  case  enough,  as,  though  stiff,  there  is  not 
swelling,  for  which  the  cure  is  certain.  God  bless  you, 
dearest  brother  and  sister.  I  will  report  progress. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Aix  en  Savoie  :  August  27,  1833. 

I  cannot  tell  you  the  delight  it  gave  me  to  hear 
from  you,  most  dear  brother.  It  had  seemed  so  triste 
to  me  to  receive  last  week  your  cover  containing  my 
two  letters  from  Geneva,  without  a  word.  I  cried  a 
little,  and  so  I  did  when  I  got  your  kind,  delicious, 
witty  own  letter  yesterday.  ‘  Yaria  e  mutabile.’  No, 
Grace,  because  it  was  all  the  same  feeling — two  springs, 
but  from  the  same  source.  Natural  image  here,  where 
everything  flows,  spouts,  showers,  shoots  upon  and  at 
the  devoted  victim. 

I  am  most  happy  at  this  place  having  been  so  useful 
to  Granville,  and  he  is  so  well,  and  we  are,  in  spite  of 
our  rude  habitation,  so  snug  and  comfortable,  that  I 
shall  leave  it  on  Friday  next  with  much  regret.  Our 
life  suits  me  so  perfectly — up  before  eight,  boating, 
walking,  driving  in  char-a-bancs,  the  Lake  smooth,  the 
boats  flat-bottomed,  without  sails,  like  Eobinson  Crusoe’s 
rafts,  the  roads  good  or  impassable,  the  coachmen, 
peasants  en  blouse,  drag  the  horse  up  and  down  by  the 
mouth,  such  a  nice  safe  way,  all  cheek  by  jowl  together. 
Our  breakfasts  and  dinners  are  excellent ;  such  butter, 
mutton,  and  greengages  as  never  were  seen  before.  We 
all  play  at  whist,  the  boys  and  I  for  five  sous  the  stake, 
and  we  go  to  bed  after  ten.  We  have  had  delicious 
weather,  and  our  post  three  times  a  week  brings  me 
letters  from  my  girls  overflowing  with  their  happiness. 
Clue  voulez-vous  ?  My  great  care  is  to  get  that  dear 
beloved  G.  well  and  braced.  As  to  you,  I  am  delighted 
to  hear  of  your  amendment,  your  enjoyment  of  Chats- 
worth,  your  being  able  to  go  about  in  so  many  different 
ways.  Your  life  till  the  company  comes  must  be  ecstatic. 
You  have  no  idea  how  much  more  worthy  I  shall  be  of 
sharing  it.  What  with  spectacles,  mineral  waters  and 
courage,  I  am  a  new  woman.  I  walked  the  other  day 
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four  miles  by  myself,  exploring  in  little,  unfrequented 
wild  paths  without  a  thought  of  danger,  fearing  nought 
that  cow  could  do. 

Lord  Hertford  is  much  better  and  saw  Granville 
yesterday.  He  sleeps  and  has  recovered  his  spirits, 
and  is  going  on  to  Naples.  Lady  Strachan  is  in  great 
beauty ;  she  has  the  bluest  eyes,  most  glossy  hair,  red 
and  white  skin,  lips  and  teeth ;  but  there  is  a  vulgar 
housemaid,  common  look  in  her  features  and  coun¬ 
tenance  which  spoils  the  concern.  I  have  not  seen  her 
girls,  but  they  say  the  youngest  is  a  hundred  times 
more  beautiful  than  the  eloper.  The  ugly  one  is,  I 
hear,  the  cleverest.  She  has  unbounded  influence  over 
Lord  Hertford. 

Every  evening  we  have  a  little  woman  of  Colmar 
singing  on  our  balcony,  Monsieur,  as  she  calls  her  (I 
hope)  husband,  playing  on  the  guitar.  It  is  enchanting. 
I  must  send  you  two  of  her  songs. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  September  15,  1833. 

Dearest  sister, — I  write  to-day,  because  to-morrow 
we  set  out  at  eleven  for  Versailles.  The  Fullertons, 
Leveson,  and  I  to  dine  and  make  a  day  of  it.  Mr.  F. 
has  never  seen  it.  Granville  and  George  Villiers  dine 
at  the  Due  de  Broglie’s  at  Auteuil. 

To-day  Granville  dines  at  St.  Cloud,  and  I  have 
the  Flahaults,  Lord  Mahon,  John  Ashley,  Brooke 
Greville,  and  Mr.  Aston  to  charmer  mes  ennuis.  Lord 
Mahon  has  been  at  Milan  and  seen  Susy,  so  I  like  to 
see  him. 

I  went  to  St.  Cloud  yesterday  evening.  They  all 
look  so  happy  and  radiant,  having  been  delighted  with 
their  journey,  their  reception  everywhere,  and  the 
yachtes  surtout.  There  is  a  chance  of  Leopold  and  his 
Queen  the  beginning  of  next  month,  which  would  be 
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calamitous,  but  as  I  hear  the  baby  can’t  come,  I  live 
in  hopes  that  they  will  resolve  not  to  leave  it. 

Paris  is  perfectly  quiet,  a  few  people  occasionally  to 
dinner,  but  nothing  of  an  evening,  always  save  and 
except  Madame  de  Flahault  twice  a  week. 

We  are  anxious  for  news  from  Portugal.1  How 
delighted  those  Eoyal  women  must  be  at  our  Court’s 
reception  of  them  !  Henry  Fox  wished  Lady  Augusta 
to  go  to  Court.  I  asked  the  Queen  last  night  to  receive 
them,  and  we  are  all  going  in  a  body  on  Thursday. 
Meg,  who  loves  going  to  a  Court,  thinks  it  quite  a 
jollification,  and  will  go  too. 

Such  are  our  pleasures,  not  to  forget  the  evening 
concerts,  transferred  to  the  morning  from  three  to  six. 
Yesterday  I  sat  it  all  out  with  the  young  ones.  Beau¬ 
tiful  music,  beautifully  played.  It  is  just  opposite  our 
gates.  Perfect  order  is  observed,  a  slight  paling  keeps 
out  the  people.  We  have  one  little  wooden  chair  and 
entrance  for  cavalier  et  sa  dame  for  one  franc.  We 
think  it  would  succeed  in  the  Grove.  Eighty-five  thou¬ 
sand  francs  the  musicians  have  already  gained. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  September  23,  1833. 

Your  beautiful  and  magnificent  present  has  turned 
our  heads,  mine,  Dody’s,  and  Mile.  Therese  Trouchet, 
the  waiting-woman  to  the  possessor.  Dody  tells  me 
she  was  overcome  at  the  first  sight  of  it.  It  is  of  real 
use,  for  how  is  Lady  Georgi'ana  Fullerton  to  meet  the 
King  and  Queen  of  the  Belgians,  who  arrive  on  the  4th 
and  will  do  nothing  but  dance  and  drum,  without 
jewels  to  bedeck  her?  Is  not  the  white  satin  gown, 

1  ‘  The  Queen  of  Portugal  goes  to  Windsor  to-day.  The  King  was  at 
first  angry  at  her  coming  to  England,  but  when  he  found  that  Louis 
Philippe  had  treated  her  with  incivility,  he  changed  his  mind  and  re¬ 
solved  to  receive  her  with  great  honours.’  See  Greville’s  Memoirs,  1st 
series,  vol  iii.  p.  33. 

VOL.  II. 
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trimmed  witli  blonde,  intended  for  the  first  great  occa¬ 
sion,  with  your  gift  to  relever  it,  a  dainty  dress  to  set 
before  a  king  P 

That  beauty,  Horace  Pitt,1  sleeps  at  the  Arabins  and 
plays  about  and  dines  here,  and  drives  out  with  me 
every  morning  en  caleche.  He  is  as  good  and  happy 
as  the  day  is  long,  and,  as  he  says  himself,  quite 
gentlemanlike. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  December  3,  1833. 

How  happy  it  made  myself  and  friends  to  hear  of 
you  at  Lyons !  I  wrote  G.  word  of  your  arrival  there 
and  sent  your  account  of  the  road  to  Susy,  to  meet  her 
and  give  her  good  heart. 

The  Fullertons  go  to  England  on  the  10th,  and  the 
Rivers’s  will  be  here,  I  hope,  on  the  16th. 

Dolly  2  has  not  been  visible  to  any  eyes  I  know  since 
you  went.  Yesterday  she  wrote  a  note  to  Granville  to 
beg  him  to  call  on  her,  for  she  was  ill,  lone  and  desolate. 
Not  so  Sarah  of  the  other  hotel.  The  Duke  of  Orleans 
calls  every  morning,  though  he  meets  Noailles,  the 
Duchesse  de  Guiche  and  Richelieu.  The  blowens3  are 
all  angry  and  have  no  comfort  but  saying  she  writes  to 
him  to  come  and  asks  for  the  Royal  boxes.  She  has 
them,  all  a  commande,  which  is  what  she  cares  for.  She 
looks  wonderfully  well  and  is  not  the  least  oppressive  to 
me,  in  perfect  good-humour,  never  talking  politics, 
abuse  or  friendship,  no  care  or  bore  to  me.  She  has 
dined  here  once,  we  have  paid  little  civil  visits  to  each 
other,  we  go  to  Court  together  to-morrow,  and  she  sets 
out  for  Nice  on  Friday,  Lord  Jersey  having  arrived  last 
night.  ‘  Sad  and  wearily  the  wayworn  traveller,’  I 
always  sing  when  I  reflect  on  him.  Mme.  de  Flahault 
is  furious  because  Silence  sent  a  parcel  from  old  Keith 

1  Lord  Rivers’s  brother.  2  Lady  Lyndhurst. 

3  Slang  for  women. 
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without  a  card,  because  wlien  she  called  in  answer  to 
this  no  card,  Silence  talked  to  Montrond,  her  back 
turned  to  her.  Mme.  Walewska  is  furious  because 
Silence  sent  to  her  to  bid  her  come,  because  she  had  not 
time  to  call  on  anybody.  Old  1  Fitz  is  put  out  because 
she  will  dine  with  her  at  her  hotel,  where  she  has  no 
cook.  Lady  Sandwich  fans  every  spark  she  can  find 
into  a  flame.  Darner 2  is  so  flustered  and  hysterical  with 
the  universal  hubbub  that  she  invited  a  party  to  Fitz 
two  days  ago.  Granville  amongst  the  number  went  and 
found  Fitz  was  gone  to  the  Opera  and  nobody  at  home. 
So  much  for  you  to-day.  I  shall  write  often  and  short. 
You  see  this  would  be  sheets  in  Dolly’s  hand. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  December  12,  1883. 

I  am  glad  William  Cowper  is  still  with  you. 
Silence  means  to  bide  at  Nice  during  the  winter.  She 
continued  peaceable  and  harmless  to  the  last,  went  with 
me  to  the  Tuileries.  The  King  admired  her  beauty 
loud  enough  for  her  to  hear,  and  she  was,  as  she  always 
is,  avec  des  gens  en  place  extremely  happy. 

Here  is  Leveson  arrived.  Freddy  is  coming  with 
Scarlett  this  evening.  You  have  no  idea  of  the  satisfac¬ 
tion  a  school  of  Oxonians  gives  me,  as  I  must  ere  long 
dance,  and  young  men  are  the  scarcest  possible  articles 
here.  A  young  Oswald,  Lord  Folkestone,  Lord  Suf- 
field’s  son,  and  several  others.  - 

The  Wortleys 3  are  here,  the  Wharncliffes  in  London, 
thinking  of  coming  here,  but  Charles  and  Emmeline 
won’t  wait,  and  talk  of  setting  off  immediately  for 
Naples  with  Hook’s  new  novel,  ‘  Love  and  Pride,’  and 
the  ‘  Comic  Annual,’  directed  to  you. 

1  Mrs.  Fitzherbert. 

2  Mrs.  George  Darner,  nee  Seymour.  She  had  been  brought  up  by 

Mrs.  Fitzherbert.  3  Mr.  and  Lady  Georgiana  Wortley. 
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Saturday  morning.  I  have  little  to  add.  Dolly 
arrived,  looking  sulky,  ill  and  affronted,  not  with  any 
one  in  particular,  but  with  public  opinion  and  private 
feeling,  to  both  of  which  I  suppose  she  secretly  does 
justice  as  applied  to  her  own  case.  Le  Prefet  de  la 
Seine  is  very  attentive,  and  Lady  Sandwich  and  she  are 
inseparable,  a  homage  to  Toryism  I  conclude.  But  all 
this  does  not  seem  to  unruffle  Dolly’s  plumes,  and  if  she 
could  make  a  noise  like  a  turkey  cock  she  would.  Our 
weather  is  still  bright  and  mild,  and  I  hope  Susy  will 
arrive  before  snow  or  real  desperate  weather  sets  in. 
The  Carnival  makes  me  sick,  and  I  want  her  as  a  pull 
against  the  disgust  of  giving  and  going.  I  do  hate 
society,  dearest  Grace,  more  than  ever,  as  a  friend 
told  me  last  night.  ‘  C’est  terrible  de  s’attacher  aussi 
fortement  a  sweet  ome,  milady.’  I  was  puzzled  at  first 
and  thought  he  said  sweet  wine. 

Dino  came  to  see  me ;  she  goes  to  England  to-mor¬ 
row  and  Talleyrand  follows  in  a  day  or  two.  She  tells 
me  Mine,  de  Lieven  has  a  party  every  evening,  most 
select,  herself  and  half  a  dozen  wliist-players.  She 
cannot  exist  without  her  rubber. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  January  16,  1834. 

You  will  be  glad  to  have  parted  amicably  with  poor 
Lady  Lyndhurst.  After  ten  days  of  illness  she  died 
at  live  o’clock  yesterday.  Premature  labour,  Lord 
Lyndhurst  absent,  and  her  poor  little  girl  in  a  state  of 
misery.  We  immediately  sent  my  maid  with  the  car¬ 
riage  to  bring  her  here,  but  Mr.  Greene,  the  nephew, 
said  it  was  impossible  to  persuade  her  to  leave  the 
house.  I  suppose  Lord  L.  will  come.  It  has  caused 
great  horror  ;  she  was  at  a  ball  here,  well  and  brilliant, 
on  the  Friday  before  last,  and  the  violence  against  her 
makes  it  more  felt. 

I  will  write  more  longuement  the  day  after  to-mor¬ 
row. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  January  23,  1834. 

Lord  Lyndhurst  is  arrived.  The  burial  is  to  be  in 
England.  He  wrote  notes  of  the  most  grateful  thanks 
to  Granville  and  myself.  They  would  have  been 
deeply  affecting  from  anybody  else,  from  him  they  were 
proper,  and  I  have  no  doubt  he  felt  much  shocked  by 
the  rapidity  of  the  last  events.  Lady  Chesterfield  and 
Mrs.  Anson  pleased  me.  As  they  had  lived  entirely 
with  Lady  Lyndhurst,  dining  together  every  day,  and 
going  about  together  everywhere,  I  liked  them  for  the 
feeling  they  showed  in  entirely  shutting  up,  not  going 
to  the  Delmar  or  Appony  balls.  They  appeared  for 
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the  first  time  at  Court  last  night.  Mrs.  Fitzherbert 
plays  about,  dined  here  last  Friday,  and  at  twelve 
was  still  to  be  seen  sitting  on  a  couch  between  Pozzo 
and  Sir  Sidney  Smith.  The  Carlists  are  all  coming 
out  again,  and  the  little  Duke1  and  everybody  are 
in  good-humour,  and  approve  and  like  to  look  at  each 
other. 

To-day  the  world  is  at  a  bazaar,  where  the  kllles. 
Labordes,  Madame  de  Massa,  Mesdames  Potocka  and 
Rothschild  sell  in  their  little  booths. 

Diplomacy  was  much  in  doubt. 

Madame  Werther :  ‘II  faut  y  aller ;  c’est  indis¬ 
pensable  ;  on  nous  a  ecrit.’ 

Madame  Appony :  ‘  Chere  Lady  Granville,  que 
faire  P  La  bonne  Werther!  Les  jolies  petites  bou- 
tiquieres  !  Irons-nous  deposer  notre  petite  offrande  de 
dix  francs  ?  ’ 

Lady  Granville  :  ‘  Je  n’irai  pas.’ 

This  sounds  dreadful,  but  I  think  more  money 
without  the  pound  of  flesh  will  bring  matters  even 
versus  Mme.  Rothschild.  I  really  had  rather  be  hung 
than  go. 

The  French  do  not  admire  much  the  Ladies  Ailes- 
bury,  Chesterfield,  Anson.  What  they  do  are  the  tw^o 
Miss  Ellices,  Miss  Seymour,  a  daughter  of  Sir  Michael’s, 
very  fair,  with  long  ringlets,  and  Mrs.  E.  Jerningham. 
They  stand  round  those  ladies  in  admiration.  Bijou , 
figure  rfange,  etc.,  and  sneer  at  our  mature  fashionable 
beauties.  Que  voulez-vous  ?  Every  dog.  There  are 
many  pretty  Frenchwomen  of  all  colours.  Monsieur 
de  Delmar’s  ball  was  almost  of  fabulous  beauty  and 
brilliancy.  The  worst  was  we  looked  like  the  servants 
come  to  see  the  apartments  before  the  fit  inhabitants 
appeared.  It  is  so  high,  so  broad,  so  light,  so  awful. 
Domes  above,  red  velvet  carpets  all  in  one  piece  to  step 
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upon.  Madame  de  Delmar  alone  is  made  on  the  same 
scale,  and  looks  handsomer  and  fits  it  all. 

Here  is  Susy  in  a  purple  silk  gown  and  your  Russian 
cadeau  on,  which,  being  cleaned,  comes  out  like  Peru. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  February  1 834. 

I  have  not  been  inspired  by  you,  most  dear  sister, 
these  two  last  post  days,  so  I  write  flat,  but  I  see  with 
delight  that  your  journey  is  over  in  the  4  Morning 
Herald.’  We  are  going  on  quite  well.  Granville  free 
from  gout.  Susy  quite  wondrous.  She  goes  out  every 
now  and  then  to  an  opera,  or  for  a  little  while  to  Mine, 
de  Helmar’s,  but  is  generally  in  bed  soon  after  ten. 

The  Carnival  is  raging,  and  all  full  of  squabbles  and 
petty  jealousies  and  tracasseries  owing  to  the  Carlists 
beginning  to  come  out,  and  the  eternal  questions  of 
who  meets  whom,  and  why  somebody  stays  at  one 
place  or  leaves  another. 

In  the  midst  of  it  all  poor  Lady  Lyndhurst’s  almost 
sudden  death,  though  she  had  been  ill  some  days, 
coming  just  after  we  had  all  seen  her  at  a  ball  here 
radiant  and  covered  with  diamonds,  gave  one  of  those 
dark,  awful  impressions  that  such  calamities  bring 
with  them,  even  when  feelings  are  not  immediately 
interested. 

Lord  Lyndhurst  is  just  arrived  to  take  back  his 
little  girl. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  27,  1834. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  your  letter  and  kindness  and 
your  advice.  I  enclose  you  a  letter.  Will  you  frank 
it  to  Mrs.  Lamb  P 

Would  it  not  be  good  for  you  and  soothing  to  her 
if  vou  were  to  go  to  her  for  a  little  while  at  Compton 


152  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1834 

Place  P  What  are  your  plans  ?  Not  only  London,  I 
hope.  The  sea,  the  sea,  the  deep  blue  sea. 

I  can  tell  you  little  more  about  Lady  Lyndhurst.  I 
think  Lord  L.  behaved  most  properly.  He  seemed  to 
feel  the  shock  very  strongly,  and  gratitude  to  those 
who  had  been  kind  to  her.  George  Anson  told  me 
yesterday  that  though  one  knew  the  sort  of  relation 
they  must  have  been  upon,  yet  his  manner  when  with 
her  was  that  of  kindness  and  even  fondness. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  March  21,  1834. 

I  am  happier  than  I  can  say,  own  dearest  sister. 
Susy  is  quite  wonderfully  well,1  my  little  grandson  is 
the  greatest  love,  like  an  immense  was  doll,  but,  as 
Beck  says,  saucy. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  April  1834. 

Susan  is  going  on  perfectly  well,  but,  dearest  sister 
— I  talk  to  who  will  understand — you  know  when 
nerves  take  dominion,  the  misfortune  is,  and  I  reproach 
myself  in  vain  for  it,  that  one  rejects  relief  and  comfort, 
and  this  only  to  you,  when  calmed  upon  one  terror, 
another  fixes  its  hook  into  one. 

Here  is  that  darling  angel,  relieved  from  suffering, 
regaining  strength  rapidly,  happy  about  herself  and  her 
baby,  who  is  also  well.  Yet  here  am  I,  because  she  is 
going  out  for  the  first  time  to-day,  and  that  I  do  not 
think  the  weather  quite  fine  enough,  with  cold  hands,  a 
tip-ht  head,  and  aching,  frightened  heart.  Just  strength 
of  mind  left  to  shut  myself  up  and  keep  out  of  the  wa}r, 
not  to  damp  the  ecstasy  of  herself  and  her  husband  at 
this  first  lark,  this  proof  to  them  of  returning  health 
and  strength  and  promise  of  more.  The  anxiety  of  the 
last  two  months  has  given  me  an  impossibility  of  feeling 

1  She  was  confined  on  March  20. 
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happy.  ‘I  have  a  new  fear,’  which  you  have  often 
written  to  me  is  the  constant  move  of  my  mind,  and 
I  have  for  the  time  broken  the  spring  that  used  to 
bring  me  rapidly  back  to  joy  in  proportion  to  anxiety. 
Then  I  make  to  myself  all  sorts  of  reproaches.  I  read 
in  a  little  book  I  like,  Mrs.  Fry’s  last,  4  Fear  is  not 
sorrow.’ 

This  too  I  feel:  my  anxiety  for  what  I  love  so 
much  is  not  of  a  kind  that  interests  and  pleases  me 
with  myself — it  is  not  sensibility,  it  is  not  a  softened 
softening  feeling,  it  is  more  like  cramps  and  spasms  of 
the  mind,  it  paralyses  my  power  of  being  useful,  and  is 
to  the  objects  themselves  something  inexplicable. 

It  reduces  me  to  wish  them  away.  The  only  thing 
that  calms  my  nerves  is  sitting  at  an  open  window, 
reading  Mrs.  Fry  or  Adams  4  Private  Thoughts  ;  but  my 
religion  is  like  my  feeling,  and  I  do  not  find  its  influence 
when  I  leave  the  immediate  occupation  of  it.  I  know 
why  no  single  act  of  feeling  or  practice  can  soothe, 
it  must  be  what  I  have  not,  entire  submission  and 
devotion. 

4  It  is  time  to  have  done  with  future  prospects,  or  a 
vain  imagination  that  we  shall  be  happy  or  more  at 
ease,  when  such  a  point  is  gained  or  such  an  impedi¬ 
ment  removed,  whereas  nothing  is  more  certain  than 
that  every  period  of  life  and  every  day  will  bring  its 
own  burden  along  with  it,  and  that  there  is  no  possi¬ 
bility  of  happiness  but  in.  bearing  it  according  to  the 
will  of  God.’ 

Dearest  sister,  I  did  myself  very  great  good  by 
pouring  myself  out  to  you  this  morning.  They  sent  for 
me  into  the  garden,  and  there  I  found  her,  delighted 
and  able  to  walk  round  it  without  fatigue,  and  I  have 
since  seen  her  upstairs  feeling  quite  well,  with  a  great 
appetite  for  roast  mutton  and  green  peas. 

I  have  also  had  a  long  visit  from  Mine.  Appony. 
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I  like  and  love  her.  We  talked  much  on  serious 
subjects.  She  was  saying  that  she  thinks  that  it  is 
wrong  in  us  to  be  always  looking  forward,  fearing  evil, 
planning  good,  that  it  cannot  be  approved  that  we 
should  do  that  with  what  is  so  entirely  in  God’s  will 
and  out  of  ours. 

‘  Know  your  own  weakness,  trust  and  pray,’  ‘  Take 
no  heed  of  to-morrow,’  are  the  two  sentences  I  just 
now  cling  to.  God  bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  May  20,  1834. 

Dearest  beloved  sister, — I  need  not  tell  you  all  I 
feel  for  you  and  yours,  or  how  anxiously  I  long  for  the 
next  account  of  your  darling  Blanche.1  What  a  trial 
this  must  be  to  her  !  If  his  life  was  likely  to  have  been 
of  delicate  health  and  suffering,  she  may  have  been 
spared  much  misery.  The  time  will  come  when  what 
is  left  her  will  become  everything,  but  all  this  is  not 
now,  and  I  grieve  for  her,  for  poor  William,  for  you, 
my  dearest  G.,  more  than  I  can  express.  Thank  your 
dear  Elizabeth  for  her  kindness  in  writing. 

Susan  feels  deeply  for  Blanche.  She  is  herself 
improving  daily  in  strength,  and  I  think,  if  she  con¬ 
tinues  as  well  as  she  promises,  will  be  in  London  in  less 
than  a  fortnight. 

Her  affection  for  Blanche  has  always  been  one  of 
her  strongest  feelings,  and  now  more  than  ever  does 
she  feel  for  her  and  with  her  at  a  moment  of  such  trial. 
God  bless  and  protect  you  all. 

I  have  nothing  to  say.  You  will  be  very  sorry  for 
poor  Leopold.  I  hear  the  loss  of  their  boy  has  been  a 
dreadful  blow  to  them.  They  come  to  Neuilly  the  end 
of  this  week. 

1  Lady  Burlington,  who  had  just  lost  her  eldest  boy. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  May  31,  1834. 

Dearest  sister, — I  trust  in  Verity’s  care  of  you,  and 
my  opinion  of  his  skill  and  judgment  is  sucli  that  I 
cannot  understand  your  inclining  your  ear  to  any  but 
him. 

I  have  seen  in  Susy’s  case  within  these  last  few 
days  the  wonderful  effect  of  change  of  air.  I  long  to 
hear  of  you  from  her,  and  of  dearest  Blanche,  whose 
trials  have  been  so  severe  ;  also  to  know  what  you 
think  of  my  adorable  child. 

I  feel  that  I  cannot  write  to-day,  because  our  igno¬ 
rance  about  political  events  is  so  great,  having  only  got 
so  far  as  the  resignation  of  the  four  Ministers,1  that  it 
leaves  one  all  unhinged  and  suspended. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  3,  1834. 

Dearest  sister, — I  was  happy  to  hear  from  you 
yesterday,  and  all  your  thinks  at  this  interesting 
moment.  I  am  glad  Lord  Carlisle  has  the  Privy  Seal. 
It  takes  the  scrub  look  from  the  present  Cabinet,  and  is 
honour  to  whom  honour  is  due.  I  am  very  sorry  Mr. 
Stanley  is  gone,  hope  Lord  Mulgrave  is  not  affronted, 
dread  Lord  Durham  at  the  head  of  the  discontented 
and  dissenting  office,  and  I  am  afraid  of  our  Auckland 
amongst  the  rigging. 

Mme.  de  Flahault  says  Lord  Durham  would  kill 
Lord  Grey  if  in  the  Cabinet,  will  upset  him  if  out  of  it. 
Lord  Glengall,  ultra-Tory,  says,  4 1  hear  that  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  and  Mr.  Stanley  have  long  understood 
each  other,  and  that  the  Duke  says,  “  If  Stanley  and 

1  The  Duke  of  Richmond,  Lord  Ripon,  Mr.  Stanley,  and  Sir  James 
Graham  left  the  Government  on  account  of  Mr.  Ward’s  resolution 
respecting  the  Irish  Church. 
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Peel  will  unite,  I  will  act  with  them  as  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury,  if  they  like  it.”  ’ 

Now,  my  clearest  G.,  I  cannot  say  how  glad  I  am 
that  the  exchange  of  situation  was  not  offered  to 
Granville.  He  not  only  likes  Paris  best,  but  would 
have  disliked  the  Admiralty  particularly — no  know¬ 
ledge  of  Naval  affairs,  no  turn  for  scraping  and 
economising,  and  a  necessity  of  speaking.  Yet  it 
would  have  been  extremely  painful  to  him,  if  he  had 
been  asked  as  a  convenient  and  useful  thing  to  Lord 
Grey,  to  have  refused.  England  would  have  been 
purchased  at  a  price  that  I  should  have  been  grieved 
to  see  him  pay. 

I  cannot  say  all  my  shades  of  feeling  and  wishes 
— you  in  Grosvenor  Place,  Susy  at  Mistley,  Georgy 
coming  here,  and  no  other  pied  a  terre ,  Granville’s 
decided  preference  of  Paris  and  his  work  here  to  any¬ 
thing  else. 

You  will  talk  to  me  of  Susy  and  her  boy,  and  of  E., 
who  has  dropped  me.  I  hope  and  trust  he  has  no 
return  of  suffering  in  his  knee.  Tell  him  that  I  cried 
when  I  read  of  Spot’s1  death. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  1834. 

I  long  for  Georgy’s  arrival  and  expect  them  on 
Tuesday. 

About  your  plans,  my  beloved  sister.  I  can  let  no 
selfish  feeling  come  across  my  ardent  wish  that  you 
should  do  whatever  is  best  for  you.  I  wait  impatiently 
to  hear  what  is  decided,  and  what  dear  Lord  Carlisle 
and  Liz  do.  You  must  know  what  a  hope  of  seeing 
any  of  you  must  be  to  me — to  have  you  en  per sonne 
at  Aix  would  be  intoxicating,  but  if  the  quiet  of 
the  sea  within  a  short  journey  is  best  for  you,  I 

1  An  Italian  greyhound  belonging  to  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 
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wish  yon  by  it.  I  should  have  thought  varied  change 
of  air  and  mouvement  better  for  you,  but  of  this  you 
and  Verity  are  the  best  judges. 

Of  politics — well — what  a  popular,  commanding, 
and,  one  must  add,  cunning  eloquence  is  our  Stanley’s  ! 
What  a  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  Spring  Eice  would 
have  been ;  impossible  I  suppose !  Why  was  Aber- 
cromby  not  placed  somewhere  ? 

I  cannot  wonder  at  Lord  Carlisle,  but  it  don’t  look 
as  well  without  him.  What  does  Lord  Morpeth  do  ? 
and  any  price  Lady  C.,  for  what  he  thinks.  Various 
reports  reach  us.  Great  intimacy  between  Lords 
Brouo-ham  and  Lvndhurst  P  Was  Lord  Mulgrave 
offended,  or  only  looking  to  Loreign  employment  ? 
Do  you  believe  there  will  be  change  or  not  ?  Be¬ 
tween  ourselves,  Mme.  de  Llahault  received  yester¬ 
day  morning  a  letter  from  Lady  Grey.  In  the  evening 
Llahault  said  to  me,  £  We  have  letters,  change  is  still 
to  be  expected,  and  we  know  it  from  those  who  would 
least  wish  it.’ 

The  Berr}^s  are  happy,  and  so  is  Lady  Charlotte 
Lindsay,  under  a  tree  in  the  Champs  Elysees  sketching  ; 
they  have  Saturdays  and  we  all  go,  and  the  tea-table 
and  the  girls  look  just  as  they  do  in  Curzon  Street,1  and 
Pozzo,  Granville  andButera,2  and  Mrs.  Darner  and  many 
others  sit  and  squiddle  in  the  first  room,  and  we  veilled 
there  till  a  late  hour. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  June  1834. 

Most  dear  sis, — Yesterday’s  courier  made  me  the 
happiest  of  women.  Your  letter,  eight  rapturous  pages 
from  Susy  at  Mistley,  and  a  delicious  letter  from 
D.  at  Brighton.  This,  with  Georgy’s  safe  arrival, 

1  Where  the  Miss  Berrys  resided. 

2  Neapolitan  Minister  at  Paris. 
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perfectly  well  and  happy,  set  me  up.  She  is  gayer 
than  I  have  ever  seen  her,  and  they  are  both  delighted 
to  be  here  again.  She  is  enchanted  with  Lizzy,1  whom 
Fullerton  thinks  very  handsome.  But  Dody  says  there 
never  was  a  more  amiable,  agreeable  girl,  which  is 
really  so  much  more  essential,  as  I  think  dress  is  half 
the  battle  when  looks  are  concerned,  and  everybody  can 
look  well  so  much  more  easily  than  they  can  be  liked 
and  likeable.  Vide  the  whole  French  nation.  There 
are  no  corsets  and  plaits  for  selfishness  and  ill-humour. 

Abercromby’s  appointment  has  pacified  Miss  Berry 
and  the  ‘  Times.’  My  great  fear  now  is  that  Lord  Grey 
will  be  worn  and  tired  out  by  all  that  I  foresee  will  be 
Lord  Durham’s  power  of  plaguing.  How  can  he  be 
pacified — Grand  Mogul  ? 

Dearest  sis,  I  must  have  done.  Darners,  Berry, 
Lords  Bruce  and  Elibank  dine  here,  and  I  must  adorn 
in  silk  and  flannel  with  an  aching  ear. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  June  1834. 

The  Poodle  is  arrived  and  has  seen  you  all.  He 
amused  and  interested  me  about  politics,  putting  many 
dots  upon  many  i’s. 

Sister,  the  only  doubt  about  Lord  Carlisle  accepting 
or  not  was  his  own  convenience  ;  and  I  think  he  must 
be  glad  at  this  moment  to  make  a  sacrifice  to  Lord 
Grey,  who  seems  to  me  to  have  been  ill-used,  or,  rather, 
provokingly  used  by  many  of  his  friends.  To  his 
enemies — the  Duke  of  Newcastle  and  Lord  London¬ 
derry — he  must  'par  contre  feel  grateful.  Did  you  ever 
know  such  boobies  ? 

Miss  Berry  dines  here  to-day.  She  is  at  times 
excessively  disagreeable,  with  a  fond  of  some  good 
and  friendly  qualities  that  make  one  get  over  it.  But 

1  One  of  Lady  Carlisle’s  daughters. 
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one  thing  is  increased  with  age — no  civility  or  atten¬ 
tion  does — it  is  always  complaint,  comparison,  and 
scolding.  I  was  obliged  to  give  it  her  before  Ag  and 
Lady  Charlotte,  and  the  joy  of  those  two  girls  showed 
how  they  had  smarted. 

I  went  to  see  her  on  her  jour.  ‘How  d’ye  do,  Miss 
Berry?’  ‘Ah,  ah!  none  the  better  for  you.’  ‘Wliat 
do  you  mean  ?  ’  ‘I  might  have  died  yesterday  with  a 
v  retched  cold,  for  anything  you  thought  of  the  matter.’ 
I  appealed  to  the  young  ladies  present  if  it  would  not 
indeed  be  a  miraculous  degree  of  attachment  that 
would  have  made  me  guess  by  instinct  the  day  before 
that  Miss  Berry  had  caught  cold.  I  am  glad  the 
Poodle  is  come,  because  they  are  just  well  and  ill 
enough  together  to  turn  the  stream  of  wrangle  into 
a  new  channel.  Herself  is  become  so  exigeante ,  that 
people  are  positively  angels  or  devils  as  they  call  on 
her  or  not.  I,  who  have  been  uncommonly  polite,  am 
just  let  off  with  sighs  and  groans.  ‘  Nothing  surprises 
me  here ;  no  attention  seems  wonderful  to  me,  remem¬ 
bering  what  I  used  to  receive.’  To  give  you  an  idea  of 
it.  I  offered  her  a  very  pretty  cactus,  which  she  ad¬ 
mired  excessively.  ‘  Ah,  ah  !  send  me  a  plant  indeed. 
I  used  to  have  as  many  and  more  than  I  wanted  with¬ 
out  asking,  only  sending  to  the  conservatory  for  what¬ 
ever  I  chose.’  ‘  You  did  not  marry  us,  Miss  Berry,’  1 
another  rap  which  has  been  salutary  to  this  virgin. 

Bless  you  dearest,  dear  sis. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Aix :  August  9,  1834. 

We  are  here  since  the  day  before  yesterday  and  all 
well.  Granville  uncommonly  so,  I  think.  He  took  a 
warm  bath  yesterday  and  a  slight  douche  this  morning. 
The  weather  yesterday  was  most  oppressively  hot.  We 

1  She  was  supposed  to  have  arranged  Lord  and  Lady  Stuart’s  marriage. 
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only  walked  after  six  and  could  hardly  crawl.  But 
how  beautiful  it  was  !  The  harvest  all  alive,  and  large, 
sweet  loads  of  hay,  picturesque  people,  and  the  moun¬ 
tains,  woods,  and  vines  all  looking  their  very  best,  first 
under  a  setting  sun  and  then  under  a  small  slice  of 
moon.  In  the  night  a  violent  thunderstorm,  to-day  it 
is  extremely  fine  and  quite  cool. 

Aix  is  very  unlike  last  year.  I  like  it  better,  but 
am  afraid  it  will  be  terribly  dull  for  my  companions. 
There  is  no  society — a  few  Ultras  whom  we  just  know 
by  name,  and  a  French  dandy  or  two.  The  only 
person  Granville  has  seen  is  the  Duke  of  Manchester, 
who  is  here  with  a  Doctor  Stewart.  It  is  nice  to  have 
an  English  doctor  about. 

Leveson  has  been  to  two  soirees — weak  tea, 
Duchesse  San  Carlos  and  her  daughters,  Mme.  Sou- 
geous,  a  Greek  niece  of  Capo  d’lstria  with  a  beautiful 
daughter,  young  Maille,  and  a  spark  or  two.  He  dragged 
Mme.  Sougeous  round  the  room  waltzing  and  was  glad 
to  come  home,  the  only  advantage  I  see  in  going  out. 

Will  you  tell  dearest  D.  the  little  I  say,  as  I  have 
not  a  single  word  or  thought  to  make  a  second  letter 
by  to-day’s  post  ?  I  hope  something  may  turn  up  be¬ 
fore  the  next. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Marseilles :  September  4,  1S34. 

I  am  so  happy  you  are  better.  We  are  very  well 
but  very  hot.  Since  Valence  we  have  had  much  enjoy¬ 
ment.  The  steamboat  trajet  of  six  hours  on  the  broad 
Ehone  with  its  beautiful  banks.  Avignon,  the  most 
picturesque  of  towns,  Aix  1  a  very  pretty  one,  lovely 
seen  from  the  hill  above  it  just  at  sunset,  like  the  town 
in  ‘  Cherry  and  Fairstar,’  bathed  in  currant-juice,  and 
now  Marseilles. 


1  En  Provence. 
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Walked  yesterday  by  the  still  blue  Mediterranean, 
its  little  waves  like  crystal,  and  we  are  just  come  in 
from  boating  out  of  the  harbour — which  is  gay,  busy, 
amusing — into  the  open  sea,  where  the  view  of  the  town, 
harbour,  and  forts  is  magnificent. 

Our  hotel  is  good,  but  smells  so  like  Amsterdam 
that  we  shall  be  glad  to  drive  in  the  cool  evening  after 
dinner  back  to  Aix — onl}T  twenty  miles — and  to-morrow 
to  Avignon  again. 

The  engineer  in  our  Valence  steamboat  comes  from 
a  place  close  to  Castle  Howard,  and  our  host  of  the  inn 
at  Avignon,  a  poet  and  a  very  gentlemanlike  man,  gave 
me  the  enclosed  translation.  Granville  read  us  the 
original  out  loud,  which  is  beautiful,  and  Monsieur 
Pierson  has  meant  better  than  executed. 

We  are  rather  languid,  dry,  and  parched  with  the 
very  intense  heat,  but  we  take  our  time.  ‘  Don’t 
hurry,’  as  the  link-boys  say.  There  is  a  great  deal  of 
amusement,  interest,  and  enjoyment  spread  over  our 
journey,  with  tiny  drawbacks.  The  pill  or  not  the  pill, 
that  is  the  question — carriages  shaking,  wheels  burning, 
a  slanting  bed ;  but  to-day  we  are  all  wound  up  and 
going  right — no  insects  and  little  dust. 

O  O  cD 

Castle  Howard  will  set  you  quite  up,  and  you  will 
come  to  Paris,  I  know  you  will,  most  dear  Lady 
Carlisle. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Carcassonne  :  September  9,  1834. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Since  I  wrote  last  we  have  done 
a  great  deal.  Aix  and  Avignon  again,  Nismes  and 
Montpelier,  two  beautiful  towns.  We  slept  last  night 
at  a  miserable  inn  at  Narbonne,  but  found  Mons. 
Delessert 1  there,  who  sent  off  his  servants  immediately 

1  Monsieur  Gabriel  Delessert  was  successively  Prefect  of  the  Aude 
and  the  Eure-et-Loir.  From  1841  to  1848  he  was  Prefect  of  Police  at 
Paris.  He  was  esteemed  by  all  parties,  and  his  wife  universally  popular. 

VOL.  II.  M 
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to  liis  wife,  who  is  alone  here  with  her  two  little 
children,  to  desire  her  to  feed  and  lodge  us  tant  que 
nous  S07Y17Y16S.  And  here  we  are,  more  comfortable, 
more  left  to  ourselves,  more  astonished  at  large  airy 
rooms,  fauteuils,  luxuries  of  all  kinds. 

She  is  a  most  captivating  little  woman.  Her  talents 
and  charms  all,  however,  cedent  le  pas  to-day  to  her 
delicious  way  of  receiving  us,  as  if  she  put  us  into  a 
house  of  our  own,  meaning  to  call  on  us  at  dinner  time. 

We  arrived  here  at  two.  She  is  going  to  take 
Granville  and  the  boys  to  see  the  old  town — very 
curious.  Advises  me  not  to  stir — what  a  charming 
little  woman  !  And  sister,  I  have  seen  the  amphitheatre 
at  Hismes,  the  Pont  du  Gard,  the  most  beautiful  and 
finest  remains  of  antiquity,  and  what  for  climb  up  to 
old  Carcassonne,  which  I  saw  very  plainly  when  I  drove 
into  the  town.  It  is  like  Windsor  Castle  and  Alnwick, 
and  the  only  perfect  specimen  of  a  Gothic  town. 

To-morrow  we  go  to  Toulouse.  Having  enjoyed 
our  steamboating  on  the  Phone  so  much,  we  had  meant 
to  go  from  Agen  to  Bordeaux  in  the  same  way  ;  but 
Mons.  Delessert  says  the  heat  has  dried  up  the  Garonne 
so  much  that  we  must  not  attempt  it,  and  we  shall  go 
from  Toulouse  by  land. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Bordeaux :  September  13,  1834. 

I  found  a  letter  from  you  at  Carcassonne,  my  own 
dearest  sister.  It  made  me  so  very  happy.  You  seem 
and  write  in  so  much  improved  zest  and  spirits.  Only 
your  delightful  accounts  of  Castle  Howard  made  me 
pipe,  gave  me  a  mal  du  pays  to  be  there,  to  help  you 
hang  up  the  prints,  to  walk  with  you  to  the  dairy,  see 
the  setting  sun,  and  rich  tints,  and  Henderson  1  on  his 

' 1  The  agent. 
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grey  pony,  and  a  thousand  sights  I  have  never  seen  and 
loved  as  I  have  at  Castle  Howard.  And  then  the 
thinking  you  able  to  be  more  about  and  to  enjoy  is 
such  pleasure  ! 

We  are  here  in  this  beautiful,  magnificent  town,  in 
an  hotel  that  is  as  good  as  the  Embassy  at  Paris,  every 
comfort  and  luxury  about  us. 

To-morrow  we  shall  have  an  enjoyable  day,  but 
somewhat  trying.  We  go  by  steam,  thirty  miles  to 
Medoc  at  eight  in  the  morning.  There  we  dine  with 
the  Consul’s  sister,  Mrs.  Barton,  and  see  the  whole 
process  of  the  vintage.  We  set  off  Monday  morning 
for  Angouleme. 

The  road  from  Agen  here  near  a  hundred  miles, 
which  we  accomplished  in  a  broiling  day,  was  beautiful. 
The  banks  of  the  Garonne  like  those  of  the  Seine  near 
Eouen,  but  more  rich,  swarming  with  campagnes,  vine¬ 
yards,  etc. 

The  boys  are  like  trouts,  speckled  all  over  with 
gnat  bites.  Freddy  very  much  swelled  and  worried 
by  them.  Their  enjoyment  is,  notwithstanding,  im¬ 
mense. 

We  have  always  air,  no  serious  heat,  good  roads, 
almost  all  the  inns  excellent  as  to  food  and  beds.  The 
country  and  towns  beautiful.  How  often  I  think  of, 
and  wish  for,  Morpeth  ! 

I,  too,  have  heard  from  Lieven — a  touching,  amiable 
letter — but  the  Imperial  child  will  set  her  up.1 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Bordeaux :  September  1834. 

Your  letter,  which  I  received  yesterday,  tells  me  of 
Verity’s  sudden  departure,  most  dear  sister.  I  know 
how  sorry  one  is  at  the  moment,  but  I  cannot  help 

1  Prince  Lieven  was  recalled  from  London  and  appointed  Governor  to 
the  Czarewitch. 
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thinking  that  you  will  go  on  better  than  you  expect 
without  him. 

If  you  will  but  come  to  Paris,  I  engage  to  give  you 
a  thousand  and  one  ways  of  combating  fear.  You  can 
have  no  idea  how  I  have  trained  myself  to  overcome  it, 
but  it  is  quite  impossible  to  write  satisfactorily  upon 
it.  Fear  is  such  a  coward.  Face  it,  talk  to  it,  say 
‘  What  are  you  P  ’  and  you  will  find  what  large,  unreal 
shapes  it  takes  and  how  they  vanish  before  energy 
and  resolution.  I  have  felt  terror.  For  example,  I 
was  twenty  thousand  times  more  afraid  of  cholera 
than  you  were,  of  tooth-drawing,  cattle,  carriages,  etc., 
of  which  I  have  constantly,  especially  lately,  entirely 
conquered  my  terror  by  strong  determination. 

You  will  say  yours  is  more  a  matter  of  health.  I 
can  only  answer  to  this  by  reminding  you  of  Chats- 
worth,  and  urging  air,  society,  interests,  amusements, 
change  of  scene  occasionally.  St.  Leonards  with  poor 
Mrs.  Lamb,  a  glaring  sun  and  a  lodging  never  seemed 
to  me  a  lark  of  the  first  magnitude — Paris,  Lady 
Carlisle,  Paris. 

I  must  not  write  on.  We  are  setting  off  to  sleep 
to-night  at  Angouleme.  Our  two  days  here  have  been 
charming.  I  am  delighted  with  the  Scott  family.  We 
passed  the  whole  of  yesterday  with  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Barton,  one  of  the  daughters,  at  her  campagne.  Started 
at  eight  in  the  steam-packet,  had  a  sea  breeze  on  shore, 
the  banks  beautiful,  coasted  the  fortress  of  Blave.  We 
there  saw  the  whole  process  of  vendangerie — scenes  like 
in  a  ballet.  The  men  tread  the  grapes  to  music,  but 
what  a  nasty  process,  all  hands  and  feet !  An  excellent 
dinner.  Royats  out  of  the  sea,  bec-figues  as  out  of  the 
air — not  that  I  tasted  either,  but  I  looked  at  my  familv 
whilst  they  did,  and  with  horror  saw  Freddy  tasting 
the  different  vintages,  ‘  1821,  Mr.  Leveson.’  We  were 
seven  hours  coming  back  per  steam  and  moonlight,  and  I 
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did  not  think  it  too  long,  which  is  tout  dire.  We  arrived 
here  towards  one  in  the  morning.  Yesterday  we  dined 
at  Mr.  Johnstons,  another  Scott  -menage,  a  mile  and  a 
half  out  of  Bordeaux.  Such  luxe,  comfort,  verandahs, 
flowers — pretty,  young  women,  nice,  old,  intelligent  men. 

Afterwards  to  the  Grand  Theatre,  beautiful  in  and 
out.  The  ‘  Sylphide,’  danced  by  horrors,  presented  no 
attraction,  bed  did  ;  so  we  finished  our  day  at  ten  o’clock. 

Here  I  am  getting  up  at  half-past  six  with  the  feel¬ 
ings  of  eleven,  not  sleepy  or  surprised,  and  prepared 
for  a  long  day’s  journey  with  Mrs.  Trollope’s  ‘Belgium’ 
and  a  batch  of  late  newspapers. 

I  shall  not,  perhaps,  write  again  till  Paris,  so  do  not 
wonder  at  the  gap.  We  shall  have  long  days  and  some 
chateaux  to  see. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  September  22,  1834. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — We  arrived  here  the  day  before 
yesterday,  and  I  have  the  delight  of  finding  your  long 
and  most  amusing  letter  of  the  17th.  Wish  dearest 
Lord  Carlisle  joy  for  me,1  if  it  will  keep  till  my  letter 
arrives.  I  am  always  too  late,  and  don’t  remember  my 
own  till  you  or  some  kind  friend  remind  me  of  it. 

Our  journey  after  Bordeaux  was  less  interesting, 
but  cooler ;  in  consequence,  not  so  fatiguing.  One 
sight — a  Gothic  castle,  built  by  Le  Beau  Comte  and  in¬ 
habited  by  the  Dunois,  at  Chateaudun — was  almost  more 
striking  than  any. 

You  are  a  darling  old  woman,  as  Lady  Morley  says 
to  me,  as  Mme.  de  Sevigne  was  so  angry  at  Mine,  de 
La  Fayette  saying  it  to  her,  and  you  are  so  well  and  so 
sprack,  and  so  certainly  intending  to  pay  us  a  visit. 
Receive  Lady  Cawdor,  spend  your  fine  autumn  where 
you  are,  then  come  five  in  number — Earl,  Countess, 

1  On  his  birthday. 
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lord  and  two  ladies — and  give  yourself  a  little  quiet 
dissipation  and  amusement  in  La  Belle  France. 

I  found  here  Georgy  well  and  with  a  child  who,  I 
assure  her,  is  not  the  one  I  left.  He  is  a  fine,  stout, 
fat  baby,  without  speck  or  spot,  taking  notice,  laughing, 
as  prosperous  as  it  is  possible  to  be. 

My  boys  are  going  this  evening — a  sad  loss. 

God  bless  you,  most  dearest  sis.  Granville  is  very 
well  and  so  am  I,  but  the  heat  and  long  journey  was  a 
pull,  and  we  enjoy  the  repose  and  comforts,  a  clean, 
luxurious  life,  as  if  we  were  shipwrecked  mariners. 

The  King  was  very  gay  last  night.  We  are  to  go  to 
Fontainebleau  for  three  days  the  week  after  next,  and 
the  Fullertons  are  to  be  asked,  I  believe.  It  will  be  a 
great  comfort  to  me  to  have  her  there,  and  he  likes  it, 
so  she  tries  to  be  pleased  ;  but  her  dislike  and  horror  of 
world  and  company  are  beyond  even  mine.  We  both 
equally  shrink  from  it  in  perspective,  but  I  bear  it 
better  when  plunged  than  she  does.  I  now  make  it  a 
duty  and  an  endeavour  to  court  it  more,  and  not  to 
make  a  grievance  of  what  is  necessity  and  duty  as  long 
as  I  am  here,  and  that’s  why,  good-bye, 4 1  fly  to  the  hill 
where  the  Berry  girls  blow.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  September  29,  1834. 

I  thought  you  and  Susy  very  ignorant,  when  I  found 
two  couriers  back  that  you  had  only  got  as  far  as  Car¬ 
cassonne,  and  I  cannot  recover  my  surprise  at  your  not 
having  got  me  out  of  Bordeaux  yet. 

I  am  glad  to  be  come  back.  Three  weeks’  constant 
travelling  in  intense  heat  is  a  trial. 

Then  I  am  a  fool,  and  never  can  be  so  entirely  at 
ease  when  I  do  not  hear  quite  as  constantly  from  Susy. 
She  is  so  perfect  about  writing,  and  therefore  it  is  such 
certainty  of  constant  letters  when  I  am  here, 
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I  think  travelling,  but  not  in  the  dog-days,  most 
excellent,  both  for  body  and  mind.  It  does  one  good 
after,  and  has  moments  of  most  excessive  enjoyment  and 
delight  whilst. 

We  find  many  English  here.  The  Berrys  run  up 
and  down.  To-day  they  dine  here.  Tuesday  they  go 
to  Fontainebleau  till  Thursday.  We  go  from  Friday 
till  Tuesday.  We  all  think  of  nothing  but  dress,  with 
different  shades  of  interest  and  emotion,  and  different 
results  to  our  thoughts.  You  will  judge  when  I  tell 
you  that  the  Fullertons  dined  at  Bellevue  on  Saturday, 
and  Mary  received  them  in  organdi  with  long  pink 
sash,  the  ends  floating  on  the  breeze.  Do  not  tell.  It 
is  an  extraordinary  but  harmless  weakness.  She  is  in 
very  good  looks,  subdued,  very  kind,  and  often  as  you 
know  friendly  and  true,  and  has  left  off  all  her  disagree¬ 
able  ways  and  hootings  at  me. 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris  :  September  30,  1834. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — We  have  shoals  of  friends  from 
all  quarters.  Lansdownes,  Mintos,  Charles  and  Lady 
Mary  Fox  arrived  yesterday.  The  boys  Lansdowne 
and  Minto  came  to  dinner  without  their  poor  tired 
unworldly  wives.  Dear  Lady  Lansdowne  has  been  here 
this  morning,  in  a  very  shabby  old  bonnet,  begging  not 
to  come  smart  to  dinner  to-day. 

The  visit  of  Miss  Berry,-  which  came  betwixt,  makes 
me  say  all  my  say  over  again.  She  has  made  herself  so 
pleasant  and  popular  here  that  her  going  will  be  very 
much  felt  and  regretted.  I  never  saw  anybody  upon 
whom  success  had  so  happy  and  softening  an  effect. 
All  her  bitterness  and  snapping-up  are  gone,  and  she  is 
more  good-tempered  and  easily  pleased  at  this  moment 
than  anybody  in  Paris. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  October  4,  1834. 

Dearest  of  dear  sissees, — We  are  just  setting  out 
for  Fontainebleau,  and  being  well — Granville  and  Dody 
both  so — fine,  brisk  weather,  Mme.  Appony  to  join  us 
to-morrow,  I  look  forward  to  it  with  some  pleasure  and 
less  of  dread  than  might  be  expected. 

Berry  has  been  at  breakfast  in  the  forest  and  sailing 
on  the  pond.  We  shall  meet  those  fortunate  girls 
screaming  their  way  back,  and  Naples,  Russia,  and 
Prussia,  who  return  to-day.  Appony  is  classed  for 
this  time  with  Spain,  England,  and  Belgium. 

Lady  Granville  and  Lady  G.  Fullerton 
to  Lady  Carlisle. 

Fontainebleair  :  October  7,  1834. 

Dearest  sis, — I  have  enjoyed  being  here  excessively. 
Granville  uncommonly  well,  Georgy  a  little  weak  and 
tired,  but  this  enabled  her  to  rest  and  recruit.  Weather 
quite  ideal.  The  finest  summer  without  excessive  heat, 
a  beauty  of  place  beyond  description  ;  chateau  with  its 
thousand  souvenirs,  and  being  restored  in  the  best  taste 
and  magnificence,  and  the  forest  more  than  delicious. 
My  own  dearest,  I  must  fly. 

Mama’s  time  is  so  filled  up  by  all  the  things  she  is 
obliged  to  do  and  to  see  here,  dear  Lady  Carlisle,  that 
I  have  undertaken  to  give  you  some  account  of  our 
proceedings.  We  arrived  on  Friday  at  five  o’clock,  sat 
down  to  a  dinner  of  a  hundred  and  four  people,  and  in 
the  evening  there  was  a  very  pretty  concert.  Cinti  sang 
divinely.  The  next  day,  after  a  breakfast  as  substan¬ 
tial  and  long  as  a  dinner,  we  went  over  all  the  castle,  a 
fatiguing  but  very  interesting  thing  to  do.  It  is  quite 
a  course  of  French  history,  and  will  soon  be  completely 
repaired  and  restored  by  the  King,  who  is  extremely 
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anxious  to  make  it  as  magnificent  as  in  former  days. 
We  then  went  to  see  a  game  at  tennis,  played  by  Barre 
and  Louis,  who  are  reckoned  the  best  players  in  Europe. 
Then  there"  came  a  drive  of  several  hours  in  this  most 
beautiful  forest,  which  Mama  would  have  much  enjoyed 
had  it  not  been  for  the  way  the  omnibus-and-six  in 
which  they  drove  dashed  down  the  rocky  precipices 
which  the  forest  is  full  of.  The  Queen  is,  fortunately 
for  her,  a  bit  of  a  coward  and  said  all  she  thought.  In 
the  evening  there  was  a  spectacle ,  la  suite  dun  bal 
masque ,  ‘  Le  Philtre,’  by  Auber  and  a  pas  de  deux  in  the 
interval.  The  theatre  is  pretty,  and  all  the  women 
being  very  smart  it  made  altogether  a  beautiful  coup 
d  ceil. 

Yesterday  the  day  was  passed  in  a  similar  manner. 
In  the  evening  the  4  Barbiere  ’  and  the  ‘  Prova  d’una 
opera  seria,’  in  which  Lablache,  Rubini,  Tamburini, 
Ivanhoff,  and  Julie  Grisi  all  appeared. 

To-day  there  is  only  a  little  promenade  sur  Veau , 
and  to-night  a  great  ball.  The  Galerie  de  Henri  II., 
which  has  been  completely  repaired  and  repainted  by 
the  King,  is  to  be  opened  on  this  occasion,  by  way  of  a 
surprise,  which  we  all  expect.  Nothing  can  exceed  the 
civility  and  kindness  of  the  Royal  Pamily  to  everyone, 
and  more  especially  to  papa  and  mama.  The  only  de¬ 
ficiency  is  a  want  of  comfort  and  convenience  in  the 
private  arrangements  of  the  Palace.  These  fetes  are 
said  to  be  extremely  popular  with  the  lower  orders. 

The  party  consists  of  the  Apponys,  the  Friases,  the 
Lehons,  the  Ministers  and  Marechals  with  their  wives 
and  daughters,  and  some  French  people  besides  those 
immediately  about  the  Court. 

There  is  as  little  formality  as  a  Court  can  possibly 
have.  I  have  miserably  supplied  mama’s  place  in 
writing.  Ever  most  affectionately  yours, 

Georgiana  Fullerton. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris :  October  10,  1834. 

Dearest  sister, — I  wrote  such  a  scrap  from  Fontaine¬ 
bleau  that  I  must  begin  to-day  to  be  surh  of  a  less 
shabby  letter  for  to-morrow. 

Our  last  day,  Monday,  was  the  bouquet ;  in  the 
morning  a  delicious  walk  in  the  shady  large  jardin 
Anglais — a  junket  in  the  Ltang  de  Francois  I.  in  a  very 
large  sort  of  barge  boat,  with  circular  seats  and  an 
awning,  from  which  we  saw  the  chateau  as  if  it  grew 
out  of  the  water.  We  stepped  into  a  pavilion  in  the 
middle  of  that  etang  where  the  massacre  of  St.  Bar¬ 
tholomew  was  finally  settled,  because,  Lady  Carlisle, 
what  is  whispered  on  the  water  cannot  be  heard  on  the 
land.  I  told  the  King  this,  and  he  was  much  edified 
and  surprised — very  glad  to  hear  it,  no  ways  doubting, 
only  had  never  happened  to  hear  of  it.  I  was  obliged 
to  cry  out  for  witnesses,  Mme.  de  Montjoie,  who  had 
told  me,  etc.,  and  I  came  out  with  credit,  but  such  are 
the  dangers  of  sight-hearing. 

The  ball  was  magnificent,  and  a  banquet  after  it, 
which  lasted  till  half-past  two,  the  whole  thing  grandiose, 
magnificent  and  luxurious,  and  I  liked  it  of  all  things. 

To  come  home  is  pleasant  too  in  its  way.  Paris  is 
just  now  very  agreeable.  Italian  opera  three  times  a 
week,  no  dinners  or  drums  begun,  delicious  mornings 
in  this  heavenly  weather,  in  what  is  real  country,  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne.  On  Sunday  the  third  we  think  we 
shall  run  into  the  Tuileries,  to  prove  our  gratitude  by 
boring  them  to  death. 

Lady  Sydney  fait  fureur  here ;  she  is  thought 
beautiful,  extremely  agreeable  and  distinguee.  Lady 
Clanricarde  is  not  so  much  admired.  Her  nose  is  a 
little  red,  and  she  is  grand  and  dry  in  her  manner  to 
them.  The  cleverness  they  do  not  get  at,  as  none  of  it 
is  spent  in  small  talk.  She  went  yesterday  to  Valengay 
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with  the  Darners  and  Henry  Greville.  I  hear  the 
Seftons  are  going  there  too,  and  then  coming  for  a 
week  to  Paris. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

October  14,  1834. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — I  did  not  hear  from  you,  but 
Berry  did,  and  she  told  me  all  you  say,  so  it  was  next 
best  to  hearing.  Happy  and  proud  was  she  of  knowing 
about  Wentworth,  and  that  Lord  Carlisle  is  uncom¬ 
monly  well. 

We  are  fond  of  Berry.  Since  I  have  reflected  upon 
her  age,  which  is  not  often  present,  vu  the  gaudy 
colours,  noise  and  constant  about-ishness,  I  think  she 
deserves  much  excuse  for  what  is  disagreeable,  much 
esteem  and  approbation  for  what  is  pleasant.  Sociable 
by  habit,  exigeante  by  situation  and  intimate  by  force. 
There  is  something  goes  against  one  in  the  process,  but 
the  result  is  great  delight  when  she  obtains  what  she 
must  naturally  consider  her  due  in  society,  and  an 
enjoyment  of  it,  that  neither  the  young  nor  the  happy 
can  come  up  to.  The  three  dined  here  yesterday  with 
Mr.  Aston  and  Bulwer.  It  was  very  pleasant. 

We  went  after  dinner  to  St.  Cloud,  where  we  found 
Apponys,  and  Lehons.  The  abuse  and  attempt  at 
ridicule  in  some  papers,  amongst  the  Carlists,  are  as 
weak  and  manques  as  possible. 

Fontainebleau  was  perfect  in  its  way ;  the  Queen  is 
perfect  in  every  way,  and  the  King  is  much  wiser  than 
Solomon. 

God  bless  you,  my  own  dearest  sister.  I  could 
write  much  more,  but  I  must  to  D.,  Susy  and  Leveson. 

My  husband  has  had  a  letter  from  Lady  Clanricarde 
at  Valengay.  She  says  it  is  spacious,  comfortable  and 
like  an  English  chateau.  ‘A  pair  of  neighbours,  the 
Darners,  the  Duchesse  de  Yalenpay,  with  whom  she  is 
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charmed  ;  Mme.  de  Montmorency,  shy  at  first,  but  who 
begins  to  amuse  her,  likes  her  and  gives  passages  of  her 
life  ;  a  drawing-master  ;  several  persons  more  or  less 
engaged  in  Mile.  Pauline’s 1  education,  and  a  black 
gentleman,  whose  occupation  she  has  not  yet  been  able 
to  define.’ 

Pouring  rain — winter  begun. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  October  1834. 

Only  one  line  to-day,  my  own  dearest  sis,  to  show 
you  that  I  am  not  touchy  or  nervous,  but  only  mindful 
that  I  have  not  heard  from  you  the  two  last  couriers. 

My  time  has  been  taken  up  with  a  sort  of  influenza 
going  about  here.  Dody  has  had  it  too ;  and  we  have 
been  keeping  our  beds  all  day,  and  meeting  at  dinner 
in  our  night-caps — pleasant,  if  it  were  not  for  the  ach¬ 
ing  and  sneezing  and  shivering.  And  all  this  must  put 
its  best  face  on  for  Charles  Kembles,  Mary  Berry,  Mrs. 
Morier,  and  Lord  and  Lady  Holmesdale,  who  dine  here. 

The  weather  is  changing,  still  warm,  but  no  sun, 
and  occasional  rain. 

Valen^ay  lasts  till  the  25th.  Fancy  Mr.  Motteux’s 
corner  of  eye  and  mouth  when  he  dined  here  on  Mon 
day — ‘  Any  commands  for  Valemjay,  Lady  Granville  P  ’ 
Talleyrand's  friend.  What  a  finale  for  him  ! 

Mme.  de  Flahault  returns  the  end  of  this  month. 
I  took  her  eldest  girl 2  to  the  Opera  last  week.  She  is 
grown  very  pretty — seems  extremely  spirituelle — like 
Lady  Bagot  in  face. 

1  Daughter  of  the  Duchesse  de  Dino,  married  subsequently  to  Monsieur 
Henri  de  Castellane.  She  was  said  to  have  converted  Talleyrand  on  his 
deathbed. 

the  present  Dowager  Lady  Lansdowne,  the  mother  of  the  Viceroy 
■of  India. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  October  27,  1834. 

You  are  a  darling  woman,  Lady  Carlisle,  but  you 
do  not  talk  enough  of  coming  to  Paris.  Miss  Berry 
cannot  tear  herself  away.  Charlotte  is  a  little  tired  of 
it  and  goes  on  the  fifth  ;  but  the  girls,  driven  out  of  their 
house,  take  rooms  in  an  hotel  for  ten  days  longer. 

There  is,  as  Bob  Curzon  said  of  his  house  in  the 
country  at  Christmas,  a  great  pressure  just  now,  but  it 
works  easily,  as  they  are  people  who  know  each  other 
and  very  pleasant  ones. 

My  favourites  are  Lady  Lansdowne,  two  Foxes,  and 
Lady  Sydney ;  and  then,  pretty  and  agreeable  people 
and  no  gigs  or  bores. 

Lady  Clanricarde  is  still  at  Valen^ay.  Montrond 
came  back  saying,  ‘  Ils  s’ennuient  a  mourir !  c’est  pour 
soutenir  la  gageure.’  H.  Greville  says  he  is  happy,  but 
can  neither  speak  nor  eat.  They  dine  at  half-past  five, 
and  the  evenings  are  rumoured  to  be  laborious,  diffidles 
a  dig  ever,  after  exquisite  dinners. 

Lady  C.  says  Talleyrand  is  charming.  She  drives 
with  him,  and  is  fit  to  appreciate  his  cleverness  and 
give  him  as  good  as  he  brings.  Motteux  is  reported  to 
eat  of  sixteen  entrees  every  day.  Mrs.  Darner  has  got 
some  of  her  French  flirts  there. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  October  31,  1834. 

Most  dear  sister, — Oh,  that  you  could  come  here 
and  let  me  pour  into  your  ear  all  the  knowledge  I 
have  acquired  from  Appony  and  Berry  ! 

I  am  growing  dressy,  as  Miss  Keating  would  say, 
and  am  learning  how  to  unite  smartness  and  economy. 

Yesterday  the  Mintos  went  to  England,  Lord  Lynd- 
hurst  qone  too,  and  the  Lansdownes.  He,  that  boy 
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tlie  Marquis,  in  high  spirits,  young,  frolicsome,  full  of 
beauty,  music.  More  striking,  as  she,  most  amiable, 
enduring,  and  endeavouring,  is  not  gay,  especially 
politically.  Hush,  but  she  portends  most  dismally, 
and  she  does  her  bidding  here  with  devouement ,  but 
no  pleasure.  I  am  very  fond  of  her.  Lady  Minto  and 
I  agreed  last  night  that  she  is  the  best  woman  in  the 
world.  Henry  and  Lady  Augusta  13armg  are  here.  She 
very  English  and  waxen,  and  not  half  as  much  admired 
as  Lady  Sydney  with  her  pale  face  and  large  gazelle  eyes. 
Lady  Mary  Fox  and  Charles  are  a  delicious  pair.  He 
is  in  high  spirits,  which  I  mention  as  he  was  said  to 
be  low  last  year.  Vernon  Smith 1  is  agreeable. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  November  7,  1834. 

Lady  Carlisle, — My  beauties  are  all  coming  thick 
upon  me  to  dinner  and  drum.  Butera  views  with  de¬ 
light  Madame  Fairfax — une  si  qrande  sentimentalite — 
and  she  really  looked  very  handsome  in  black  velvet 
with  her  long  fair  tresses  and  large  white  teeth,  and 
fortunate  am  I  that  her  night  was  one  on  which  her 
first  cousin  Nangle  was  invited,  and  happy  they  were 
playing  together. 

Lady  C.,  there  is  no  making  a  Government.  All 
try,  nobody  can.  The  statesmen  are  so  coy. 

Lord  C.  knows  how  true  this  is,  as  I  hope  you  have 
constant  correspondence  in  that  line. 

I  will  tell  you  how  Norton  2  behaves  in  my  next. 
The  French  are  sorry  Blackwood  3  goes  to  the  Opera  in  a 
skull-cap. 

1  Nephew  of  Sydney  Smith.  Was  President  of  the  Board  of  Control, 
and  created  Lord  Lyveden  in  1859. 

2  Mrs.  Norton. 

3  Her  sister  Mrs.  Blackwood,  afterwards  Lady  Dufferin. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  November  13,  1834. 

My  dearest  sis, — I  have  only  a  moment  to  tell  you 
that  we  received  yesterday  the  account  of  poor  Lord 
Spencer’s  death.  We  have  of  course  put  off  dinners, 
soirees,  etc.,  and  I  only  feel  that  I  wish  such  a  blessing 
as  repose  could  be  obtained  without  such  melancholy 
reasons  for  it. 

The  Ministry  here  is  all  en  Hair.  Every  day  brings 
new  schemes,  and  all  echouent.  The  Bassano  Govern¬ 
ment  1  ended  last  night  and  nobody  yet  knows  what  is  to 
come  next. 

Talleyrand  has  not  been  ill.  Shocked  at  Princesse 
Tyschiawitz’s  death,  determined,  it  is  said,  not  to  return 
to  England.  Says  he  has  lived  eighty  years  and  never 
met  with  so  clever  a  blowen  as  Clanricarde.  She 
praises  him  as  in  wit  and  courtesy  bound. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  November  1834. 

I  have  time  but  for  a  line,  my  very  dearest  sister. 

How  wonderful !  how  sudden  ! 2  My  reason  and  my 
wishes  for  him  make  me  very  sorry. 

But  the  thought  of  being  in  London  in  less  than 
three  weeks,  in  Bruton  Street,  expecting  you,  rushing 
to  see  the  people  at  Mistley  ! 

Write  to  H.  for  me.  Tell  him  I  have  received  his 
letter,  that  I  shall  answer  it  by  next  post. 

I  cannot  write,  and  that  is  the  long  and  short  of  it, 
my  own  dearest,  best  loved  sister.  I  can  scarcely  think, 
so  like  a  bomb  has  this  news  come  upon  us !  and  all 

1  The  Due  de  Bassano  succeeded  Marshal  Gerard  as  President  of  the 
Council,  but  his  Ministry  only  lasted  three  days.  The  King  then  turned 
to  the  Due  de  Trevise,  who  accepted  the  office  of  President. 

2  Lord  Melbourne’s  Ministry  was  dissolved  and  Sir  Robert  Peel  was 
sent  for. 
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opinions  vary.  The  soundest  think  it  will  float,  others 
say  it  will  sink  before  three  months  are  past.  The 
Tories  have  been  so  evidently  courting  popularity,  and 
paving  the  way,  that  I  think  there  is  no  doubt  of 
their  leaping  rapturously  into  the  ship,  and  then  the 
Duke  of  Wellington  will  hoist  the  most  liberal  sails,  eat 
back  all  his  words,  every  possible  measure,  Church  and 
State,  do  as  he  has  done  before. 

Of  my  own  feelings  I  do  not  speak.  First  comes 
Granville.  He  likes  being  here,  so  I  wish  it ;  but  then 
comes  the  overwhelming  thought  of  you  and  Susy,  my 
Carnival  spent  between  Mistley  and  Grosvenor  Place. 

Sir  Robert  Peel  has  desired  his  letters  to  be  kept 
here,  not  sent  after  him.  It  looks  expecting. 

You  may  imagine  our  impatience  for  further  news. 

I  hear  neither  of  the  Clanricardes  seems  pleased,  or 
Tory-fled  at  the  news.  Vane  and  Ashburnham  unhappy, 
saying  it  is  impossible  and  mad ;  but  Granville  thinks  it 
will  stand. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  November  1834. 

My  own  dearest  sis, — I  have  but  one  moment. 
Peel  not  yet  heard  of.  Brougham  arrived  in  tearing 
spirits.  I  have  not  yet  seen  him.  He  comes  this 
evening  to  our  last  Friday.  I  have  been  so  bothered 
with  notes  and  people  that  I  have  not  one  minute. 

People  are  kinder  than  anything  ever  was.  Nobody 
can  foresee  or  conjecture  the  result. 

Granville  must  be  gratified  at  the  feeling  about  him 
here.  He  is  really  adored.  The  Court  is  most  amiable, 
and  I  love  the  Queen  dearly. 

Next  Monday  I  shall  be  able  to  tell  you  more  of  our 
movements,  but  I  look  upon  to-day  as  our  cloture ,  and 
shall  spend  a  very  pleasant  time  in  the  very  agreeable 
society  here  and  at  the  smaller  theatres. 
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If  one  could  but  burke  Brougham,  wlio  is  in  a  state 
I  hear  of  the  greatest  excitement,  and  will  say  and  do 
everything  he  ought  not  during  his  sejour  here. 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris :  December  5,  1834. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  am  sorry  to  have  missed  writ¬ 
ing  by  the  last  courier,  but  I  was  hurried,  and  now  I 
will  be  garrulous. 

Brougham  has  caused  an  immense  sensation  here. 
He  is  in  roaring  spirits,  not  the  least  ashamed  of  his  last 
extraordinary  step,  his  law  request.1  Talking  without 
ceasing,  gold,  copper,  but  as  all  is  stamped  the  same 
people  allow  for  the  nature  of  the  coin  and  fix  its  price, 
which  prevents  it  either  doing  the  good  or  harm  that 
might  be  expected.  He  goes  to  the  Chambers,  and  to 
all  the  institutions,  to  all  the  theatres,  to  all  the  din¬ 
ners,  to  all  the  soirees.  He  sits  with  Lady  Clanricarde, 
the  Princesse  de  Belgiojoso,  Mrs.  Horton,  two  hours  at  a 
time  in  the  morning,  and  I  am  told  has,  since  his  arrival, 
written  as  much  as  he  has  talked.  He  is  a  sublime 
quack,  Lady  C. 

Mr.  Hudson 2  passed  the  day  before  yesterday,  and 
Sir  B.  Peel  will  probably,  he  says,  be  in  London  on  the 
tenth,  next  Wednesday. 

English  people  are  hastening  home,  members  to  look 
about  them.  We  have  ended  all  our  givings  here,  and 
go  to  little  farewell  dinners  every  day.  You  have  no  idea 
how  pleasant  society  here  is  now — next,  really,  to  having 
none.  Oh,  what  a  shame  ! 

Brougham,  Sir  F.  Lamb,  Mme.  de  Flahault  are  all 

1  To  be  made  Chief  Baron. 

2  Secretary  to  Queen  Adelaide.  He  was  sent  to  fetch  Sir  Robert 
from  Rome  and  made  the  journey  so  rapidly  that  he  got  the  name  of 
hurried  Hudson.  He  became  Sir  James  Hudson  and  Minister  at  Turin, 
where  he  was  instrumental  in  promoting  Count  Cavour’s  policy. 

VOL.  II.  N 
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good-humoured  and  gay,  and  liking  to  be  all  in  a  fury 
together. 

What  busy  and  exciting  scenes  we  are  returning  to, 
most  dear  sister !  Lord  Melbourne  has  raised  himself  in 
all  opinions,  and  stands  higher  than  he  ever  has  done, 
methinks.  Bulwer’s  letter,  some  of  it  bad  taste,  but 
very  clever.  God  bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  December  1834. 

No  appointments  yet  made,  so  Granville  has  received 
no  answer. 

I  am  rejoiced  at  Lord  Stanley’s  refusal.  I  prefer 
their  going  the  whole  game  themselves,  and  think  it 
such  an  object  to  have  a  strong  party  of  Whigs  of 
different  shades,  that,  in  case  of  the  Tories  breaking  up, 
there  may  be  much  to  look  to  besides  the  Radicals. 

I  am  glad  dear  Jack’s  1  bullock  has  won  the  great 
prize.  I  hear  it  puts  him  in  ecstasies. 

I  am  afraid  it  must  now  be  quite  the  end  of  the 
month,  or  the  beginning  of  the  next,  before  we  arrive. 
If  we  have  our  letter  on  Thursday,  we  shall  have  got  to 
the  18th,  and  packing  and  travelling  will  take  us  a 
fortnight. 

Brougham  is  still  here.  The  letter  in  the  ‘  Courier  ’ 
must  have  stuck  into  him.  I  saw  him  at  dinner  at 
Mme.  Rumford’s  that  day.  Tie  was  half-way  through 
the  repast  grave,  perfectly  silent,  but  then  the  victuals 
and  drink  !  Somebody  mentioning  the  press,  and  Mons. 
Arago  with  a  new  plaything,  put  him  in  high  spirits 
again,  and  he  talked  and  laughed  and  was  charming. 

Lady  Clanricarde  is  quite  a  little  puissance  here,  and 
much  admired  and  sought  after.  We  dine  at  Talley¬ 
rand’s  to-morrow.  I  have  not  yet  seen  them. 


1  Her  cousin,  Lord  Althorp. 


1834 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


179 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  December  12,  1834. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  can  only  write  £  Iiow  are  ye  P  ’ 
as  Brougham  says. 

I  know  not  yet  our  date.  On  Monday  I  expect  to 
be  able  to  tell  you,  but  you  see  we  are  at  the  twelfth, 
so  to  arrive  in  London  before  a  fortnight  is  scarcely 
possible. 

As  to  politics.  This  is  what  I  see  with  my  little 
eye.  This  Government  will  do  very  well.  The  Dow¬ 
ager  Countess’s  nimbleness  in  ratting  will  be  imitated 
by  many  mice.  Then  I  think  the  Stanleyites  will  not 
come  in,  but  hold  by.  Then  I  think  the  Greyites  have 
all  been  lukewarm  since  he  left  the  Ministry,  and  all 
this  will  boil  in  the  great  mess  of  fear  of  the  Radicals, 
and  that’s  the  way  the  Duke  will  ‘  get  over  the  stile 
to-night.’ 

Enter  into  argument  in  return,  Lady  Carlisle,  or 
wink  and  nod. 

The  Fullertons  are  going  to  spend  the  winter  at 
Hice.  They  dreaded  the  cold  of  Southampton  and 
London  in  the  winter,  and  finding  the  new  plan  both 
very  delightful  and  economical,  they  consulted  Verity. 
You  may  imagine  his  answer,  and  he  has  monte  their 
imaginations,  and  they  think  they  are  going  to  sit  fan¬ 
ning  themselves  on  the  top  of  an  orange-tree. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  December  1834. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  long  for  your  next  letters.  We 
expect  Aston  1  to-day,  so  I  hope  in  a  day  or  two  to  fix 
our  plans.  He  will  tell  us  who  is  to  come  here.  Lord 
Cowley  seems  to  be  thought  the  most  likely. 

I  liked  Peel’s  talk.  I  always  do,  but  I  think  he 

1  Appointed  Charge  dAffaires  at  Paris. 
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has  no  idea  himself  how  hard  the  task  will  be.  All  are 
astonished  at  the  new  appointments,  and  look  upon  his 
Government  as  more  perilled  by  the  names  of  Roden, 
Perceval,  etc.,  than  all  the  rest. 

I  think  these  will  not  stand,  nor  would  Lord  Mel¬ 
bourne  again  just  now,  only  something  new.  Lord 
Grey  or  Spencer,  and,  I  suppose,  neither  will — Stanley 
cannot — Durham  must  not.  It’s  a  pickle,  Lady  C. 

Talleyrand  is  very  ill,  irritable  and  desponding. 
He  insists  upon  going  to  Rocliecotte  immediately,  much 
to  Mine,  de  Dino’s  annoyance. 

D.  has  written  to  me  a  delicious  letter.  He  seems 
and  says  he  is  very  sorry. 

Lady  Clanricarde  I  think  much  improved  in  politics. 
An  education  carried  on  by  Mme.  de  Flahault,  Talley¬ 
rand,  Brougham,  and  the  Due  de  Laval  is  sure  to  come 
out  a  fair  specimen  of  impartiality  and  reason.  I 
think  at  present  she  likes  Whigs  better  than  Tories, 
though  there  could  be  Tories  she  would  like  better 
than  Whigs.  We  all  agree  that  she  is,  unlike  the  general 
herd,  a  Whig  when  she  talks  to  a  Tory,  a  T.  when  to  a  W. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  December  29,  1834. 

Aston  arrived  and  brought  no  message  to  Granville, 
but  I  conclude  we  shall  hear  from  the  appointed  to-mor¬ 
row.  I  shall  let  you  know  when  we  do.  Our  Geor- 
giana 1  is,  I  suppose,  the  probable  one. 

I  am  astonished  at  the  new  names.  I  had  been 
quite  mollified  and,  like  the  country,  ‘  as  quiet  as  a 
mouse  ;  ’  but  I  begin  to  think  all  that  has  passed  can  do 
nothing  but  harm. 

We  are  shorn  of  almost  all  our  English  beams,  have 
only  left  us  Lady  Clanricarde,  a  sort  of  Queen  in  the 

1  Lady  Cowley. 
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Hotel  Bristol.  Lady  Sydney  lier  first  lady-in-waiting, 
Laval  and  Talleyrand  her  white-  and  gold-sticks. 

Poor  Talleyrand  has  grown  very  feeble  and  they 
say  irritable,  and  has  had  very  unpleasant  attacks  these 
last  two  days.  We  had  some  people  at  dinner,  and  I 
sent  to  inquire.  Gros  Jean  returned  and  in  loud  dis¬ 
tinct  accents,  ‘  Le  Prince  a  transpire  jusqu’J  quatre 
heures,  la  Hucliesse  a  mal  a  l’estomac.’ 

Sir  Adair  1  took  leave  of  us  last  night.  ITe  is  black 
by  nature  and  opinion. 

Monday. — Y esterday’s  courier  brought  nothing ;  but 
there  is  nothing  vexatious  in  the  delay,  it  is  probably 
occasioned  by  Lady  Cowley’s  illness. 

I  dine  with  Butera  to-night,  and,  if  I  can,  sing  at 
Cannizzaro  on  Wednesday.  What  I  refuse  myself  is 
the  Duke  of  Orleans’  ball  to-night.  Hody  goes,  and 
now’s  the  time  when  it  is  better  to  wear  a  necklace 
than  have  a  chariot  or  a  trunk. 

1  Sir  Robert  Adair,  tlie  friend  of  Fox  and  well-known  diplomatist. 
He  was  the  son  of  a  famous  surgeon,  and  when  he  was  sent  to  Vienna, 
he  was  objected  to  as  not  being  of  a  sufficiently  good  family.  The  answer 
was,  ‘  Mais  c’est  le  fils  du  plus  grand  saigneur  de  l’Europe.’ 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  1835. 

Most  dear  sister, — We  think  of  setting  out  the  end 
of  next  week,  to  be  in  London  about  the  15th. 

You  may  guess  how  much  of  little  business  I  have 
to  do — visits,  appointments,  notes,  bills. 

We  are  all  very  well,  and  very  eager.  Upon 
arriving  I  shall  go  to  Mistley. 

Dearest  sis,  I  delight  in  the  thoughts  of  London. 
It  will  be  to  me  a  pleasant  city.  No  assemblies,  balls,  or 
operas,  but  dinners  and  reunions  at  my  friends.  Those 
who  receive  early,  not  smart — admit  of  cross-stitch  and 
sketching  lists  of  elections.  Walks,  drives  with  Lady 
C.  of  a  morning,  foldtrer  round  the  squares,  drive  as  far 
as  the  Colvilles.  Dissipation  is  the  sting  of  life,  and  for 
the  first  time  it  will  be  no  duty  for  me. 

Once  I  shall  go  with  you  to  Berry,  and  that’s  all. 

Granville  sa}rs  Mr.  Lascelles  has  no  chance.  I 
grieve  at  the  trouble — more  if  there  is  expense — but  I 
feel  sanguine  as  to  the  success  of  all  good  men  and 
true. 

Lady  Haddington 1  will  have  full  scope  and  verge 
for  her  passion  for  dress,  and  I  see  her,  like  a  fairy  in  a 
play,  one  entire  spangle. 

I  wonder  how  the  De  Greys  2  will  like  their  ship.  I 
think  she  is  the  woman  for  the  jolly  tars,  if  that  is 

1  Lord  Haddington  was  appointed  Lord-Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

*  He  was  appointed  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty. 
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requisite,  and  tliat  lie  is  just  in  Iris  element,  and  will  be 
so  wise  about  the  mechanical  part  and  the  rigging  of 
the  concern.  I  hope  the  First  Lord  has  really  to  do 
with  all  the  practical  part  for  his  sake. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Devonshire  House  :  February  6,  1835. 

It  is  a  great  comfort  to  us  to  know  that  you  are  not 
in  a  hurry  to  get  rid  of  us,  but  Mr.  Orchard  and  Kul- 
bach  are  one  present  and  the  other  expected,  and  if 
you  do  not  find  me  here,  you  will  on  the  sunny  side  of 
Berkeley  Square. 

Lord  Mulgrave  has  been  with  me  an  hour,  and 
interested  and  amused  me.  He  is,  I  see,  sanguine  as  to 
politics  in  general.  I  fear  nobody  is  as  to  the  Speaker- 
ship.  He  says  on  that  question  they  are  men  conscious 
of  a  disadvantage,  fighting  with  courage  an  inevitable 
battle.  Burdett  will  vote  for  Sutton  1  and  Ferguson,  my 
cousin  of  Faith,  because  he  is  related  to  Mrs.  P.2  as 
was.  This,  however,  does  not  discourage  the  party. 
They  expect  the  Stanleys  to  be  decidedly  with  them, 
and  are  in  good  heart. 

Chatsworth  news  is  delicious.  If  Mrs.  Arkwright  for¬ 
gives  me,  if  Abercromby  has  a  decent  show  of  hands,  il 
Brougham  is  well  managed  and  pacified — great  A,  little 
A,  and  bouncing  B — I  shall  be  a  contented  woman. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  February  12,  1835. 

I  have  been  constantly  with  G.,  who  is  now  deci¬ 
dedly  better. 

Mrs.  Arkwright  is  the  best  and  kindest  of  women. 
I  am  so  glad  she  is  coming.  We  shall  not  meet  often  in 

1  The  Liberals  started  Abercromby  against  Manners  Sutton. 

2  Mr.  Manners  Sutton  married  a  Mrs.  Power,  a  sister  of  Lady 
Blessington. 
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the  world,  where  I  foresee  she  will  be  always  galivant- 
ing  with  Lady  Wharncliffe  and  Punch,  but  she  will 
like  to  take  a  walk,  look  into  the  shop-windows,  and 
every  now  and  then  to  a  sight. 

Bets  were  rather  improved  in  Abercromby’s  favour, 
but  I  do  not,  nor  do  any  but  the  over-sanguine,  expect 
him  to  succeed.  It  seems  to  me  that  people  are  getting 
much  more  violent,  and  I  am  again  afraid  of  Radical 
force  being  too  much  brought  into  play.  Lord  Mel¬ 
bourne  is  not  going  to  Goodwood,  as  die  intended.  Mr. 
Warburton  makes  a  leg  to  Brougham.  It  will  be 
anxious,  exciting,  but  I  feel  sure  that  nothing  immediate 
will  take  place  against  the  present  Government.  When 
the  King  read  the  paragraph  about  his  spouse,1  he  was 

heard  to  mutter  ‘  d - d  stuff.’  Nobody  seems  to 

believe  it. 

Lady  de  Grey  and  Berry  sit  at  home  every  evening. 
Pozzo  is  arrived,  very  low,  and  cannot  conceal  h\s  juste 
courroux ;  for,  do  you  know,  Nicholas  sent  here  to  find 
out  if  the  enclosed  despatch,  which  was  the  appoint¬ 
ment,  was.  approved  of,  desiring  it  might  be  sent  on  to 
Pozzo  if  it  was.  Then  no  Madame  Graham,  and  the  fog 
and  the  cards  to  be  returned,  and  visits  paid  before  the 
lapse  of  four  days.  You  will  not  wonder  that  in  his 
confidential  moments  he  neither  minces  nor  measures 
in  his  talk. 

Leveson  is  at  Oxford,  had  been  to  Middleton,  found 
Silence  sick,  sanguine,  her  politics  all  heaped  on  one 
intense  delight,  joy  at  the  grand  conception  of  Addy’s 
situation.  I  daresay  she  sees  herself  governess  to  the 
future. 

Lord  Clanricarde  has  been  scandalising  the  world  at 
Paris  by  riding  a  race  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  in  a 
yellow  and  white  striped  jacket,  and  cap  to  match. 

There  were  rumours  of  a  future  heir. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  April  12,  1835. 

One  line  out  of  breath,  most  dear  F).1 

I  hear  Johnny  is  likely  to  be  Foreign  Affairs.  Unless 
something  unforeseen  and  imperious  occurs,  I  suppose 
Gilleret  will  be  the  man,  so  universal  and  flattering  an 
opinion  is  there  of  his  fitness.  I  shall  be  very  sorry 
for  Lord  Palmerston.  He  must  have  something,  and 
what  will  he  accept  ? 

Now,  my  dearest  brother,  look  at  this  picture  and 
on  that.  On  one  hand,  you  and  Paxton,  sitting  under 
a  red  rhododendron  at  Chatsworth,  under  the  shade 
of  palms  and  pines  in  your  magnificent  conservatory, 
with  Arkwright  and  Harrowby  in  the  evening,  but  no 
thought  of  your  country’s  weal  and  woe. 

Now,  walking  up  and  down  a  terrace  in  the  Phoenix 
Park,  arm  in  arm  with  Morpeth,  your  secretary,  saving 
that  hapless  country,  adored  and  worshipped. 

Think  of  the  gratification  to  them,  of  the  power  to 
you  of  doing  good.  Damp  but  glorious. 

I  hear  they  want  you  to  go  to  Ireland.  I  cannot, 
intimate  as  I  am  with  your  intelligence,  guess  what  you 
are  thinking  at  this  moment. 

Che  sara  sara,  for  all  of  us. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  April  13,  1835. 

I  have  had  two  great  pleasures  this  morning,  a 
beautiful  nosegay  and  Mrs.  Arkwright  for  an  hour. 
She  was  quite  delightful,  and  so  I  saw  she  thought  me. 
I  give  you  my  word  of  honour,  I  do  not  think  I  spoke 
twenty  words  the  whole  time  she  was  here.  I  listened 
intensely  and  was  well  repaid,  for  I  do  not  think  I  ever 

1  Sir  Robert  resigned  on  April  8.  Lord  Melbourne  was  commissioned 
to  form  a  Government. 
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heard  her  so  agreeeble.  She  told  me  many  droll  things. 
Among  others  of  a  poor  tenant  who  wrote  to  petition 
Mr.  Arkwright  for  something,  and  began,  ‘  May  it  please 
your  opulence.’  We  think  it  would  be  amusing  to 
docket  one’s  friends  and  call  each  of  them  your  some¬ 
thing. 

Johnny  was  to  come  from  Woburn  this  morning  to 
Lord  Melbourne.  Of  course  you  know  that  Lord 
Melbourne  is  to  declare  himself  Premier  in  the  House 
to-day.  I  hear  Lord  Grey  has  been  as  kind  and  cordial 
as  possible,  giving  sanction  and  promising  support, 
advice. 

Mr.  Snevd  is  busy  organising  Conservative  measures 
in  Staffordshire.  The  Tories  can  never  say  a  word 
more  against  political  meetings,  societies,  etc. 

Miss  Berry  has  been  agreeable,  but  I  had  the  satis¬ 
faction  of  telling  her  that  she  was  not  a  Whig  at  heart 
and  that  I  always  saw  the  Tory  foot. 

Lord  Palmerston.  He  talked  most  openly,  told  me 
there  was  a  report  that  Johnny  was  to  be  at  the  Foreign 
Office.  He  looked  much  emu  when  he  said  it  and 
added,  ‘  this  I  cannot  believe.’  Then  he  muttered,  ‘  I 
suppose  I  shall  be  shortly  there  myself,’  and  then  loud, 
‘  in  which  case  I  hope  you  will  instantly  prepare  and 
pack  up  for  Paris.’ 

Lady  Lilford,  looking  lovely. 

Horace  Pitt :  ‘  Well,  all  up  with  us,  I  suppose.  No 
more  chance  for  the  Tories.  Any  chance  of  Paris — I 
shall  come.’ 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  April  15,  1835. 

I  know  of  nothing  new  to-day,  but  am  told  every¬ 
thing  is  going  on  well.  Foreign  Office  still  doubtful. 
Brougham  came  to  Grosvenor  Place  last  night,  very 
amiable,  but  I  thought  very  low.  It  is  a  moment  that 
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makes  it  distressing  for  tlie  curious  and  concerned  to 
hear  only  of  holidays. 

Morpeth  went  yesterday  to  Roehampton  to  Lady 
Dover,  the  Hollands  to  Holland  House.  Lord  Carlisle 
(private)  is  not  upon  rose  leaves,  at  least  they  are 
amazingly  doubled.  It  frets  him  to  see  in  the  ‘  Globe  ’ 
and  to  hear  everywhere  of  speculations  and  plans  about 
Morpeth,  and  not  to  have  received  one  word  of  commu¬ 
nication  either  in  the  way  of  suggestion  or  consul¬ 
tation. 

To-morrow  we  go,  and  all  those  I  know  are  going 
also.  Morpeth  joins  us  at  Mistlev  on  Saturday. 

I  am  now  going  to  Mrs.  Arkwright  to  hear  her  sing. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  April  16,  1835. 

Lord  Mulgrave  came  last  night  to  Grosvenor  Place. 
We  are  not  yet  got  to  appointments.  Billy  is  still  cor¬ 
responding  and  conversing.  I  suppose  something  more 
will  be  known  to-night.  My  own  private  think  is  that 
he  will  execute  another  voluntary.  ‘  Well,  my  Lord, 
good  morning.  I  find  with  all  our  endeavours  we  are 
come  to  no  arrangement  ’ — and  then  he  will  throw 
himself  on  his  late  advisers. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  29,  1835. 

One  line,  my  most  dear  sister,  to  tell  you  that  we 
arrived  after  a  most  prosperous  journey  at  four  to-day.1 

I  found  my  little  grandson  quite  well. 

We  have  had  the  attaches  to  dinner.  Poor  Henry 
Greville  straining  every  nerve  to  be  useful ;  laborious 
and  plodding,  and  making  himself  extremely  agreeable 
during  our  repast. 

It  looks  so  like  what  always  was;  visits  have  begun, 

1  Lord  Granville  returned  to  Paris  at  the  end  ol  April. 
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and  in  tlie  course  of  five  hours  one  invitation  to  a  ball 
and  another  to  a  dinner.  Leveson  will  enjoy  the  hop, 
and  I  shall  like  the  dinner  at  Butera’s  better  than  usual 
because  he  has  asked  my  friends  and  no  formal  com¬ 
pany. 

Madame  de  Flahault  is  very  agissante.  Mortal  strife 
between  her  and  Madame  de  Delmar.  Tell  D.  that 
Madame  Ferrari,1  Madame  Vallambrosa,  Caraman’s 
sister,  and  Mme.  Meyendorf  are  going  to  London  im¬ 
mediately.  I  believe  he  knows  them  all.  God  bless  you. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  June  1,  1835. 

Paris  is  awfully  hot  and  gay.  We  dined  at  Butera’s 
yesterday.  Lady  Stanhope  is  here,  but  sick  and  flus¬ 
tered  because  there  is  no  governess  to  govern  Lady 
Wilhelmina  and  no  duenna  to  guard  Miss  Gardner  and 
Harbord. 

To-night  I  go  to  the  Tuileries.  On  Friday  dine  at 
the  Broglie’s  to  meet  Talleyrand  and  Madame  de  Dino. 

1  Better  known  as  the  Duchesse  de  Galliera.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  Count  Brignole,  a  Genoese  who  represented  Sardinia  for  some  years 
in  Paris.  She  was  the  last  of  her  name  and  a  first  cousin  to  the  late  Lord 
Granville’s  first  wife.  She  was  clever  and  original,  fond  of  the  society 
of  politicians  and  literary  people,  and  received  at  the  Hotel  Monaco  the 
elite  of  French  Society.  Both  she  and  her  husband  had  enormous 
fortunes,  his  much  increased  by  railway  enterprises.  Their  only  son  is 
inclined  to  communistic  ideas,  and  would  only  accept  a  small  portion  of 
the  wealth  of  his  parents.  His  father  gave  800,00(E.  towards  the 
enlargement  of  the  harbour  of  Genoa.  When  someone  shortly  before 
his  death  complimented  him  on  his  generosity,  he  said  :  ‘  Vous  voyez,  si 
je  pouvais  emporter  cet  argent  dans  l’autre  monde,  certainement  je  ne  le 
donnerais  pas ;  mais  comme  cela  ne  se  peut  pas,  et  que  Philippe  1  n’en  veut 
pas,  jen’ai  rien  d  autre  a  faire.’  His  wife  conjointly  with  her  son  gave 
to  the  town  ol  Genoa  their  palace  and  one  of  the  finest  private  collections 
ot  pictures  in  Italy,  bhe  built  and  endowed  two  hospitals  in  the  environs 
of  Paris  and  another  one  near  Genoa.  She  gave  in  her  lifetime  an 
estate  in  Italy  to  a  member  of  the  Orleans  family,  she  left  her  hotel  at 
Paris  to  the  Austrian  Government  for  an  Embassy,  and  a  large  legacy  to 
the  Empress  Frederick,  for  whom  she  entertained  great  admiration. 

1  His  only  child. 
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Whenever  anybody  who  hates  me  dines  anywhere,  I  am 
always  fetched  for  them,  poor  souls.  The  evenings  I 
decline,  as  in  London.  I  do  not  see  in  these  summer 
days  why  I  should  not. 

I  am  going  to  write  to  Aix  for  your  rooms. 

Henry  Greville  is  making  himself  most  popular, 
with  me  at  least,  and  nothing  can  be  more  amiable  and 
efficient.  I  hear  he  does  all  the  work  possible.  If  he 
could  but  become  a  Whig  and  hold  his  tongue,  he 
would  be  a  model. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  June  4,  1835. 

My  most  dear  sister, — Your  two  delightful  long 
letters  fully  repaid  me  for  the  disappointment  of  the 
first  courier  without  one.  How  well  I  understand  all 
you  tell  me  on  various  subjects,  and  all  you  tell  me  of 
you  and  yours  is  so  interesting.  The  Fifteenth  takes 
away  my  breath,  but  I  wish  I  was  as  sure  of  everybody 
and  everything  as  I  am  of  Morpeth  1  doing  whatever  he 
does  well.  As  to  enjoyment,  that  is  another  question. 
He  will  find  compensation  in  usefulness  and  success,  and 
he  will  like  his  pretty  house  and  garden,  as  I  do  mine. 

Granville  is  gone  a  round  of  Ministerial  visits. 
Leveson  is  gone  to  dine  at  the  Cafe  de  Paris  and  a 
minor  theatre  with  Lady  Stanhope,  and  I  am  with  the 
window  open,  the  orange  flower  smelling  too  strong, 
the  nightingales  singing  too  loud,  and  this  in  the  middle 
of  a  city  is  very  delicious.  There  is  a  beautiful  passage 
in  Mrs.  Horton’s  book  about  that,  the  gifts  so  impar¬ 
tially  granted  to  all  and  what  ought  to  be  our  gratitude. 
How  excellent,  how  beautiful  I  think  some  of  her  writing ; 
but  somehow  or  other  she  does  not  fit  into  her  own 
frame,  she  is  not  in  keeping  with  her  own  opinions  and 
feelings,  and  it  is  impossible  to  bind  her  up  with  her 
own  stories. 


1  lie  had  become  Irish  Secretary. 
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Paris  is  full  and  gay.  I  am  at  this  moment  re¬ 
morseful  at  not  stepping  up  the  Elysian  Fields  to 
Meg.  We  dine  at  Court,  full  dress,  on  Saturday.  I 
went  the  other  evening  and  was  most  graciously  re¬ 
ceived,  though  Dino  sat  to  see  us  with  her  gaslight- 
eyes,  but  we  all  did  as  if  she  was  not  there. 

The  Duke  of  Orleans  has  been  to  see  me  and  was 
very  amiable.  He  is  grown  very  handsome. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  11,  1835. 

It  was  Lady  Wharncliffe  who  wrote  to  me  of  the 
harmony  in  Yorkshire.  Lady  Jersey  says  we  shall 
never  do  any  good  whilst  we  are  so  sentimental  on 
the  hustings,  which  makes  me  laugh  heartily.  The 
public,  she  says,  don’t  understand  such  refinements, 
and  I  believe  she  is  right. 

Dearest  sister,  how  interesting  politics  have  become  ! 
How  Morpeth  puts  energy  into  our  feelings  !  I  am 
extremely  sanguine,  and  so  is  Miss  Fitzgerald,  about 
the  good  that  is  going  to  be  done  in  Ireland.  I  feel  so 
proud  of  and  confident  in  him,  that  he  will  be  ballast 
to  that  light,  squally  vessel  Lord  Mulgrave.  I  am 
glad,  however,  to  hear  that  Lord  M.  is  so  popular,  and 
that  she  is  very  much  liked. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  June  1835. 

Most  dear  sis, — We  have  ordered  a  room  to  be  got 
ready  for  Charles.1  It  will  be  a  great  pleasure  to  have 
one  of  yours  and  Leveson  is  charmed. 

I  have  had  a  long  visit  from  Lord  Fitzwilliam,  who 
is  in  high  glee  and  good-humour,  but  he  won’t  dine. 

1  A  son  of  Lady  Carlisle.  He  was  private  secretary  to  Lord  Melbourne 
and  for  many  years  member  for  Cumberland.  He  was  the  father  of  the 
present  Lord  Carlisle. 
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He  is  intent  upon  museums  and  proces,  Pere  la  Chaise, 
and  the  partition  of  land,  but  he  thinks  he  will  come 
and  dance  this  evening.  Luckily,  it  is  almost  a  cold 
day,  so  that  we  shall  not  expire. 

I  am  distressed  at  your  asking  me  to  be  political, 
as  I  really  don’t  know  how.  I  know  nothing  of  French 
politics.  Madame  de  Montjoye  hopes  and  trusts  no 
mischief  will  happen  in  Spain,  and  says  they  are  all 
going  on  admirably  here.  De  Broglie  is  in  high  spirits 
and  doats  upon  Granville. 

God  bless  you,  our  dearest  sis. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  June  17,  1835. 

I  cannot  attempt  to  repay  you  for  your  letters.  I 
cannot  fill,  like  you  do,  whole  pages  of  everything  most 
interesting.  I  shall  not  attempt  to  perish  like  the  frog 
in  the  fable,  but  I  shall  write  constantly  scraps  of  grati¬ 
tude,  and  whatever  I  see,  hear,  or  do.  What  is  to 
become  of  me  when  you  leave  off  writing  ?  which  you 
will  do  some  day — nobody  knows  why — all  at  once, 
a  propos  de  bottes.  This  is  written  in  the  spirit  of  the 
Viddy.1  What  will  she  say  of  George  ?  I  long  to  hear 
how  she  takes  it.2  I  think  it  a  very  nice,  fitting  union. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  poor  Mr.  Brummel.  There 
never  was  such  an  act  of  charity.  I  am  in  good  heart 
about  the  subscription. 

Tell  my  dearest,  darling  Lady  Carlisle  that  I  have 
no  time  to  write  to  her  todlay.  Lord  Fitzwilliam  has 
been  a  great  love.  He  chews  the  cud  of  conversation ; 
takes  no  notice  at  the  time,  but  two  days  after :  ‘  You 
said  so  and  so,’  not,  as  one  expects,  to  confute,  but 
merely  to  state  it  over  again  as  digested  and  approved. 

1  Mrs.  Cavendish. 

2  Her  son  George’s  engagement  to  Lady  Louisa  Lascelles. 
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It  is,  at  the  moment,  discouraging,  like  Miss  Fanny,1 
when  the  audience  would  not  applaud  till  the  end. 

To-day  Broglie,  Guizot,  the  St.  Aulaires,  Freville, 
Madame  de  Praslin  2  without  her  husband,  Monsieur 
Becazes  without  his  wife,  Caramans,  Henry  Greville, 
Aston,  and  William  Ponsonby  dine  here.  Caradoc  and 
Howden  drink  tea  with  us ;  and  I  have  asked  that  poor 
lemon,  that  old  rag,  that  most  faded  and  death-like 
bride,  Bragration,  to  join  the  domestic  circle.  She  sent 
me  a  message  that  she  dreaded  the  numbers  and  heat 
of  Friday.  Mrs.  Lambton  drops  in  whenever  she  likes — 
pretty,  gay,  natural,  sociable,  brusque,  most  attractive 
little  woman. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  June  20,  1835. 

Lord  Fitzwilliam,  tell  G.,  and  five  offspring  came. 
He  will  not  dine,  but  could  not  resist  dancing.  Nice, 
unaffected  girls — dear  people.  Meg  took  them  under 
her  especial  care,  hurried  them  off  to  a  couch  in  the 
ball-room,  got  partners  for  the  girls,  offered  her  own 
two  pretty  little  things  up  to  the  boys.  But  the 
youngest,  Wentworth,  preferred  sitting  all  night  in 
the  drawing-room,  studying  the  comic  annual,  and, 
that  done,  beginning  ‘  Belford  Kegis.’  Meg  pinioned 
the  Earl  down  by  her  side.  I  felt  relieved  of  any 
anxiety  about  the  race. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  June  29,  1835. 

We  think  the  majority  3  admirable,  and  what  repose 
to  Morpeth  to  have  done  with  it !  Tell  that  adorable 

1  Kemble. 

2  This  was  the  Madame  de  Praslin  who  was  murdered  by  her  husband 
in  1847. 

There  was  a  majority  of  thirty-seven  in  favour  of  the  Government 
Bill  respecting  the  Irish  Church. 
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man  that  I  love  him  and  care  about  Irish  politics 
because  of  him,  and  wish  him  in  the  midst  of  trees  and 
flowers  in  his  beautiful  park.  But  I  have  done  being 
able  to  read  the  debates,  vu  that  I  cannot  understand 
so  practical  and  calculating  a  question.  Granville  tells 
me  that  Sheil  made  a  very  good  speech. 

When  will  Parliament  be  over  and  you  free  to  roam  ? 
I  resign  myself  to  staying  in  this  large  cool  house  during 
this  assommant  weather,  but  I  do  hope  that  in  about  a 
fortnight  we  shall  go  and  wash  in  the  deep  blue  sea. 

How  much  I  could  wish  you  could  know  how 
nervous  I  and  everybody  feel  sometimes,  and  about 
nothing  at  all,  or  rather  everything.  There  is  but  one 
real  calmant,  and  that  it  is  difficult  to  cling  to  in  this 
perturbed  world.  The  great  difficulty  is  to  rely  wholly, 
to  cast  ourselves.  We  will  be  planning,  hoping,  and 
fearing.  The  truth  is  told  us  in  the  Bible.  ‘  In  return¬ 
ing  ye  shall  be  saved  and  rest ;  in  quietness  and  in  con¬ 
fidence  shall  be  your  strength  :  and  ye  would  not.’ 

Mrs.  Fry  says :  ‘  Think  not  to  do  anything  or  be 
anything,  but  throw  yourself  helpless  into  the  arms  of 
redeeming  mercy.  If  we  did  this  in  temptation,  in 
pain,  in  terror,  we  should  have  rest.’  Mrs.  Fry  also 
says:  ‘We  consume  our  lives  with  anxiety  and  waste 
our  days  in  care,  our  hearts  are  continually  departing 
from  the  Lord.  Then  comes  what  must  come.  Instead 
of  calm  in  the  midst  of  danger  and  confidence  in  the 
midst  of  uncertainty  and  holy  composure  amid  sur¬ 
rounding  or  impending  ills,  there  comes  anxiety  in 
the  midst  of  blessings,  fearfulness  and  carefulness  dry 
up  every  source  of  pleasure  and  wither  every  fresh  bud 
of  joy.’ 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  July  29,  1835. 

Yesterday  was  a  horrible  day.  In  tlie  morning  an 
attempt  to  assassinate  the  King,  his  sons  and  whole 
entourage.  De  Broglie  had  a  button  and  his  nceud  de 
cravate  shot  off,  Flahault  his  horse’s  ear.  The  Due  de 
Trevise  killed,  and  several  other  generals,  distinguished 
officers.  Five  men  are  taken. 

In  the  evening  we  went  to  the  Tuileries.  Nothing 
ever  so  perfect  and  adorable  as  the  Queen.  The 
enthusiasm  shown  for  the  King  beyond  anything. 
There  are  crowds  at  the  Palace,  and  many  who  had 
not  been  before. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  31,  1835. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  have  only  a  minute  to  tell  you 
how  much  your  last  letter  delighted  me.  I  he  reason  I 
cannot  write  much  is  that  I  have  so  much  to  do.  My 
brother  has  written  from  Havre  that  he  is  coming 
perhaps  to-morrow,  and  about  some  business  which  has 
given  me  de  quoi  to  bustle  about. 

I  have  had  to  write  to  Meg  at  Enghien,  and  to  Lady 
Mary  Stanley  to  tell  her  to  come  to  tea  this  evening, 
having  rudely  on  account  of  my  business  shut  the  door 
in  her  face  this  morning.  Cela  ne  lui  cassera  pas  le 
nez.1  Nothing  came  out  yesterday,  excepting  that  the 
assassin  is  not  Gerard,  but  Fiesclii,  a  Corsican  from 
Bastia,  that  he  has  been  before  tried  for  robberies  and 
been  engaged  in  all  sorts  of  mischief.  He  is  of  Her¬ 
culean  strength,  sometimes  slightly  touched  but  gene¬ 
rally  reckless,  beyond  anything  docile  to  his  physicians. 

The  great  event  seems  to  me  the  Archbishop  having 
been  yesterday  to  the  Tuileries  for  the  first  time,  and 
having  proposed  to  perform  the  services  of  Tuesday 
and  Wednesday  at  Les  Invalides  and  Notre-Dame. 

1  She  had  a  very  small  nose. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  August  1,  1835. 

Wliat  you  feel  for  tlie  family  is  generally  felt  liere. 
Nobody  dares  show  or  express  anything  but  horror  and 
awe.  The  impression  does  not  fade,  and  at  Paris  this 
is  wonderful.  We  feel  more  tied  here.  The  Court 
remains,  Mme.  de  Broglie  gives  up  her  Swiss  journey, 
the  Deputies  are  all  back  again. 

Nothing  will  make  the  man  confess.  Decazes  and 
others  told  me  last  night  they  go  to  him,  try  every 
mode  of  getting  at  something.  He  says  he  repents, 
that  he  was  fanatise  par  les  journaux.  ‘  J’ai  fait  cela 
comme  un  enfant  qui  fait  sauter  un  petard.’  He  has 
once  said  that  he  will  tell  everything  half  an  hour 
before  his  execution,  He  was  a  soldier  under  Murat  ; 
it  is  an  eagle,  not  a  fleur  de  lis,  that  is  tattooed  on  his 
breast.  Crowds  flock  to  the  Tuileries.  I  begin  to 
think  it  may  have  a  good  effect. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  September  7,  1835. 

It  is  difficult  to  talk  about  politics,  and  I  don’t 
wonder  that  Sir  Frederick  Lamb  would  not  bleat.  The 
Bill  is  all  afloat  again.  Sir  Robert  Peel’s  speech  at 
Tam  worth  is  bitter  and  wincing.  Some  write  that  Lord 
Lyndhurst  is  perfectly  ready  to  form  a  Government  and 
confident  of  success.  The  poor  Beau  1  is  much  hurried, 
being  considered  to  go  along  with  favours  and  cakes 
when  a  Tory  marries.  He  was  to  breakfast  with  Lord 
Stuart  and  to  dine  with  Lord  Verulam  on  Saturday,  and 
then  has  to  see-saw  between  Peel  and  the  Ultras. 

We  sleep  at  Mantes  to-morrow,  on  Wednesday  see 
Rosny2  and  sleep  at  Rouen. 

1  The  Duke  of  Wellington. 

2  A  fine  chateau  where  Sully  was  born,  and  which  the  Duchess  of 
Berri  had  bought. 


196  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1835 

Balzac  is  a  fat,  red  man,  whose  locks  flow.  He  sits 
in  the  pit  at  the  Opera,  looks  about  him,  and  said  Lady 
Jersey  in  a  box  aloft  was  the  vrai  type  de  V aristocratie 
Anglaise.  ‘  Le  Pere  Goriot  ’  I  have  not  read  but 
will,  and  will  ask  with  a  fan  before  my  face  if  he  is 
historical  or  fabulous,  ancient  or  modern,  and  let  you 
know. 

I  long  to  have  G.  here.  Your  details  of  them  all, 
the  way  you  tell  me  all  I  wish  to  know  and  nothing  I 
don’t,  the  pound  of  flesh,  no  parler  apr'es  avoir  dit,  the 
best  style  of  writing  with  no  manner  of  doing  it,  makes 
your  correspondence  one  of  the  greatest  pleasures  in 
the  world. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Dieppe  :  September  19,  1835. 

Le  Havre  was  as  you  said.  I  delight  in  it,  worth 
fifty  Hieppes.  The  parrots  all  talking  at  once,  the  pier, 
the  scarcity  of  Bulls,  all  colours,  all  nations,  all  curi¬ 
osities. 

George  is  just  seized  with  lumbago,  Fullerton  very 
well.  The  baby  most  glorious  and  victorious,  for  he 
rules  them  all  with  a  rod  of  iron. 

Oh,  how  Nemours’  visit  pleases  me !  He  will  be 
so  pleased,  and  so  will  that  dear  woman  the  Queen. 
He  will  tell  of  Chatsworth,  seen  in  the  sun’s  broad  rays. 

We  go  to  Paris  to-morrow.  The  Carlisles  have  not 
announced  their  day. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  September  28,  1835. 

We  arrived  here  the  day  before  yesterday.  I  have 
tried  twice  to  see  Li  even ;  have  had  a  most  melancholy 
and  affectionate  note  from  her.  She  lives  chez  elle , 
drives  all  morning  with  a  beautiful  niece  who  lives 
with  her,  receives  from  eight  till  ten,  avide  for  news. 
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‘  Causez  ’  is  her  cry,  and  she  writes  to  me,  ‘  distrayez 
mon  esprit  !  ’ 

G.  is  arrived,  better  than  I  could  have  hoped  for 
after  a  tiring  journey.  Madame  de  Lieven  is  better 
also,  and  I  shall  find  a  comfort  in  being  of  use  to  her, 
although  I  am  very  stout  about  not  letting  her  be  more 
exigeante  than  suits  me. 

There  is  going  to  be  a  most  beautiful  Mass  per¬ 
formed  on  Friday,  all  the  French  and  Italian  singers 
are  to  sing  at  St.  Boch.  Poor  Bellini !  I  feel  how 
much  shocked  you  are,  and  they  say  he  might  have 
been  saved. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  October  23,  1835. 

The  Sutherlands  are  to  land  to-day  at  Hotel  Lobau. 
Talleyrand  and  Madame  de  Hino  are  come,  and  he  is  to 
spend  every  evening  at  Madame  de  Lieven’s.  The  Hue 
d'Orleans  is  going  to-day  to  Algiers.  Leopold  and 
Louise  are  here,  she  dried  up  into  her  mother  in  mini¬ 
ature.  We  and  Lord  Carlisle  dine  at  the  Tuileries 
to-morrow.  Canterbury  and  the  lovely  Purvis 1  walk 
in  to-night.  If  all  the  other  Bulls  run  out,  I  shall 
bear  it. 

How  that  your  guests  are  dispersed  and  that  you 
get  stronger  than  ever,  are  you  not  inclined  to  come  to 
Paris  ?  The  Hotel  de  Duras,  exactly  opposite,  is  one  of 
the  best  hotels  I  know — immense  airy  rooms,  entre  com¬ 
et  jardin.  Lieven  is  looking  for  sun  and  an  easy  ascent. 
She  is  now  putting  up  with  a  high  perch  in  the  Rue 
Castiglione,  where  the  sun  never  did  and  never  can 
come.  As  Talleyrand  is  now  her  great  object,  as  she 
says,  ‘  Je  vais  remplacer  toutes  ces  vieilles  femmes  qui 
sont  muettes,’  she  is  naturally  anxious  to  be  a  plein 
pied  to  make  constant  intercourse  with  him  easy. 

1  Lady  Canterbury’s  daughter,  Miss  Purvis. 
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The  ambassador  Pahlen  is  a  very  handsome,  fine- 
looking  man,  something  brave  et  loyal ,  talks  quick — not, 
I  should  think,  clever.  Picks  his  teeth  with  his  knife, 
scorns  sugar-tongs,  a  grand  specimen  of  a  Prussian 
soldier.  Nicholas  is  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  February  1836. 

My  own  dearest  sister,  your  dear  people  are  just 
arrived  from  Versailles.  It  is  everything  to  me,  her 
being  here. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  is  coming  this  evening.  I  dined 
yesterday  at  Prince  Talleyrand’s.  Mme.  de  Dino  and  I 
are  as  smooth  as  glass.  She  comes  this  evening  to  play 
with  Lieven.  Mr.  Ellice  is  the  little  pet  of  both  these 
ladies.  The  most  repandu  of  men.  He  is  thick  with  all 
the  new  Ministers,  and  we  can  scarcely  catch  him  for  a 
dinner,  so  devoured  is  he.  God  bless  you,  my  own 
dearest  sis. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  March  17,  1836. 

Your  letter,  my  most  dear  brother,  refreshed  me 
like  one  of  your  visits.  I  miss  you  everywhere,  but 
these  visits  are  what  nobody  and  nothing  can  replace. 

Your  life  at  Calais  must  be  delicious,  and  I  read  with 
envy  ;  liberty,  sea  air,  the  excitement  of  uncertainty, 
and  the  certainty  of  repose.  But  I  pity  you  a  little, 
and  should  others  more,  for  nobody  but  me  like  their 
larks  to  be  without  wings  or  legs. 

You  are  universally  regretted  here.  I  have  not  seen 
Sugar  1  since,  and  Orloff  has  never  been  near  me,  morn¬ 
ing,  evening,  or  Friday  since  she  dined.  But  Mouchy 2 

1  Countess  Schouvaloff.  Lady  Morley  called  her  Sugarloaf,  and  Prince 
Gortschakoff,  Got-such-a-cough.  8  Duchesse  de  Mouchy. 
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came,  all  over  violets  and  nosegays,  so  that  she  looked 
like  a  stick  in  the  midst  of  an  immense  one.  She  and 
Dody  linked  and  looped  about  in  sham  friendship. 
More  nauseous  than  an  emetic  is  Flysy  to  the  said 
Dody.  The  family  see  it,  but  try  and  keep  up  her 
spirits  about  it,  and  Antonin 1  says  :  ‘  Peut-etre  cela  ne 
va  pas  bien  au  commencement,  mais  vous  aimerez  ma 
belle-sceur.’ 

To-day  there  is  a  treat  that  beats  all  that  ever  were 
projected  in  excess  of  suffering,  Pahlen’s  meal.  Thirty 
convives.  Thiers  and  I  run  into  it  together.  They  say 
his  dinners  are  good,  his  plate  beautiful,  but  the  length  is 
great — till  nine  last  time,  sitting  down  at  half-past  six. 

Georges  d’Harcourt 2  with  a  friend  went  for  the 
first  time  to  your  stalls.  He  was  perfectly  delighted 
with  the  ‘Huguenots,’  all  his  prejudices  were  up,  and 
he  came  back  enchanted.  But  what  do  you  think, 
dear  Grace,  of  what  is  beyond  all  wliats  ?  Why,  on 
Sunday  last,  Thom  had  an  amateur  singing  reunion, 
and  Mrs.  Jauncey  warbled.  Well,  nobody  but  Grisi 
ever  had  such  a  pipe,  and  a  perfection  as  to  taste 
and  skill  that  leaves  all  the  other  sin^ino-birds  in 
Society  at  an  immeasurable  distance.  People  returned 
in  ecstasies, 

Friday. — Forty-eight  we  were  at  Pahlen’s. 

Sugar  sends  you  the  most  tender  messages.  After 
I  went  to  Lieven  and  Meg,  and  now  I  go  to  the  bird- 
fancier,  Porte  St. -Martin. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  March  25,  1836. 

I  have  received  your  two  delicious  letters,  the  second 
Horn  Calais,  the  first  from  London,  and  the  Duchess 
read  me  your  ecstatic  account  of  the  Fancy  Ball. 

1  Due  de  Mouchy’s  brother. 

*  Was  afterwards  Ambassador  in  London. 
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I  have  been  sliut  up  for  weeks,  as  Granville  lias 
bad  the  gout,  and  now  there  are  Easter  holidays. 

Guizot  has  made  a  most  magnificent  speech.  The 
sensation  it  made  in  the  Chambers  was  unparalleled — 
his  high  tone  and  commanding  manner. 

Only  think  of  the  Duke  of  Sutherland  having 
bought  the  4  Prodigal  Son  ’  and  the  4  Abraham,’  two  of 

O  O 

Soult’s  finest  pictures. 

How  your  account  of  the  Royal  boys  amused  me. 
Is  the  second  to  marry  his  cousin  ? 

Lieven  is  uncommonly  well.  Will  not  hear  of  Mr. 
Ellice  marrying  Lady  Pembroke.  4  Je  mettrai  tout  mon 
savoir-faire  a  l’empecher.’ 

I  brought  Madame  de  Noailles  and  Princesse  de 
Lieven  together  on  Monday.  The  French  Power  made  a 
mistake,  she  took  the  line  of  foldtre  gaiety,  incessant  talk¬ 
ing  and  improper  tales.  Lieven  was — I  have  no  word — 
sickened.  4  Ma  chere,  quel  genre !  quel  bavardage !  quelle 
incroyable  personne  !  IJne  femme  qui  vient  me  raconter 
au  milieu  de  cinq  ou  six  homines  quelle  a  rencontre 
le  matin  une  femme  a  cheval,  ses  jupons  d’un  cote, 
sa  personne  de  l’autre.’  And  all  Lieven  s  petticoats 
stiffened  round  her  at  the  recollected  recital. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  1836. 

My  own  dearest  sister, — We  were  quite  delighted 
with  your  beautiful  verses.  What  power  of  descrip¬ 
tion  to  the  very  life  you  have!  How  much  power 
of  painting  and  feeling  your  subject !  Poetry  in  short, 
rare  quality  amongst  poets. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  1836. 

I  am  sorry  to  say  Granville  has  again  been  con¬ 
fined  for  near  a  week  with  return  of  gout.  We  were 
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obliged  to  put  off  a  great  diplomatic  dinner  and  the 
evening  after  it  to-night,  and  now  we  have  a  fortnight’s 
holiday. 

Guizot  has  been  making  a  magnificent  speech,  one 
that  caused  great  sensation  in  the  Chambers.  It 
renders  Thiers’  perplexing  situation  still  more  so. 

I  believe  Lord  William  Bentinck  and  perhaps  W. 
Ponsonby  start  for  England  to-night  to  be  in  time  for 
Monday’s  division.  Mme.  de  Lieven  is  pining  for  the 
Bear,  and  frantic  with  the  report  of  his  marriage  with 
Lady  Pembroke. 

All  the  lions  and  lambs  in  society  are  going  to  lie 
down  together.  Mons.  de  Talleyrand  and  Mme.  de 
Dino  are  going  to  dine  at  Flahault’s  house  some  day 
next  week. 

I  didn’t  enjoy  the  concert  at  Court,  leaving  Gran¬ 
ville  ill  at  home.  Heat  beyond  Calcutta,  the  worst 
possible  choice  of  music. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  April  22,  1836. 

My  own  dearest  sis, — We  are  all  excited  about 
Norton — that  is,  all  but  me  ;  the  Fullertons  extremely 
curious.  I  hear  the  great  thing  said  against  him  is 
that  he  swallows  the  lovers  or  not  accordino;  to  their 
rank  and  position.  Lord  Melbourne  yes,  Captain 
Trelawny  no. 

On  Friday  last  we  had  a  very  numerous  soiree.  I 
asked  scarcely  any  English,  as  I  knew  the  foreigners 
would  come  and  digest  the  ball.  Tell  the  Duchess  that 
I  am  really  overwhelmed  with  inquiries  and  messages, 
and  real  regrets  and  speeches,  such  as  Caramania’s, 
made  for  exportation.  But  she  really  is  lamented  here 
more  than  I  can  say.  The  Mondays  are  attended  by 
her  adorers,  male  and  female.  To-day  come  Lady 
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Acton  and  Mme.  de  Praslin  and  Mme.  de  Coigny  to 
take  leave. 

Mme.  de  Souza  is  dead.  I  have  just  been  at  Mme. 
de  Flaliault’s  door. 

God  bless  you. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  April  26,  1836. 

My  most  dear  sister, — I  love  to  think  of  you  at 
Roehampton,  seeing  all  the  green  buds  and  hearing 
the  birds  sing,  as  I  do  in  my  garden  at  this  moment. 
We  are  in  hourly  expectation  of  Edward.1  I  wish  he 
may  come  for  dinner  to-day.  It  is  the  Ministerial  one, 
put  off  on  account  of  Granville’s  gout  before  Easter. 
There  are  mitigations  ;  we  were  to  have  been  about  fifty, 
and  we  are  only  thirty,  as  half  the  convives  dine  at  a 
great  repast  at  Pahlen’s.  We  have  Talleyrand,  the 
Ministers,  Appony  and  Alava,  Rothschild,  Sir  Adair 
and  Caradoc,  those  two  wild  Lotharios. 

Paris  will  soon  be  perfect  repose.  The  jours  are 
diminishing,  the  Bulls  going,  the  Queen  gone,  and  the 
only  dinner  we  were  engaged  to  was  put  off  by  Lady 
William  Bentinck  letting  us  know  on  the  day  itself, 
having  heard  rumours  of  our  approach,  that  ‘  she  did 
not  expect  us,  indeed  she  did  not.’  This  with  my 
particular  compliments  to  the  Duke  of  Sutherland. 
How  I  and  the  world  miss  them  is  not  to  be  written. 
Poor  little  Schonbourg"  cried  about  it,  and  Maurice2 
looks  like  a  pistachio  nut,  and  has  retreated  entirely 
into  his  eyes. 

I  must  now  have  done,  for  my  half-past  six  dinner 
is  after  me.  Perhaps  between  Thiers  and  Talleyrand. 
Mme.  de  Lieven  we  see  seldom,  or  Marie.  They  live  with 
the  Elahaults  and  Ellice.  I  conclude  the  latter  will  come 

1  Lord  Carlisle’s  son,  created  Lord  Lanerton  in  1874. 

2  Count  Maurice  Esterhazy  became  eventually  Ambassador  at  Rome. 
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this  evening.  Mine,  de  Dino  is  always  with  Mme.  de 
Lieven.  It  is  supposed  that  she,  Dino,  has  been 
makino-  a  violent  and  successful  attack  on  the  heart  of 

o 

the  Due  de  Noailles,  and  that  his  family  are  doubly 
frantic  at  the  infidelity  and  the  chance  of  her  per¬ 
suading  him  to  attach  himself  to  the  present  Court.  A 
detachment  of  Carlists  have  left  Paris  to  form  a  Court 
in  Switzerland  for  Henri  Y.  !  !  It  is  so  like  them,  so  very 
absurd,  and  so  sure  to  miscarry.  The  men  are  Messrs, 
du  Cosse,  Fitzjames,  A.  de  Jumilhac,  and  Monbreton. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  April  29, 1836. 

Ten  thousand  thanks,  my  own  dearest  G.  Your 
letters  are  delicious.  We  see  your  dear  daughters. 
Did  I  ever  tell  you  how  delighted  we  were  with  your 
account  of  them  at  Court,  dearest  Liz  as  well  as  the 
best  of  them  ?  How  I  agree  about  Blanche,  who  must 
look  uncommonly  picturesque,  and  like  the  Lady  of  a 
Tournament,  in  the  present  ancient  style  of  dress. 

I  have  a  letter  from  D.  Everybody  raves  of  his 
ball,  and  I  am  so  pleased  that  he  should  see  his 
endeavours  to  please  answer.  I  agree  with  you  so 
entirely  in  all  you  say  about  him,  and  the  cleverness 
and  charm  which  make  frivolity,  and  sometimes  a 
degree  of  want  of  proper  consideration  of,  more  than 
of  feeling,  for  others,  more  attractive  than  the  sense  and 
savoir  of  others,  who  look  down,  and  with  reason,  upon 
dress  and  dissipation. 

Granville  fell  from  his  horse  on  Monday,  but  most 
happily  was  not  hurt,  though  he  felt  a  little  shaken  by 
it.  But  how  one  does  think,  upon  such  occasions,  of 
all  that  one  is  spared,  of  the  mercies  one  ceases  to 
dwell  upon.  The  terrors  one  magnifies  and  amplifies 
that  are  not  permitted  to  be  realised !  It  seems  to  me 
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that  life  ought  to  be  spent  on  our  knees,  and  how  is  it  ? 
Carelessly,  ungratefully. 

Our  present  plan  is  to  set  out  for  England  the 
beginning  of  July,  to  stay  there  six  weeks,  then  return 
and  tour  about  the  Ehine,  douching  and  bathing  at  the 
different  places — not  a  course  of  it,  but  a  wholesome 
pastime. 

Tell  Miss  Berry  she  will  find  much  of  the  sort  of 
society  she  most  likes,  everybody  at  home  always  and 
out-of-doors  pleasures  abounding.  I  cannot  promise 
that  Miss  Ferguson  will  like  it  as  much  as  she  will. 
Mme.  Durazzo  is  now  taking  a  house  here.  She  is  a 
very  great  and  universal  favourite — she  is  here,  there, 
and  everywhere ;  abhors,  I  am  told,  Miss  Berry.  She 
has  never  mentioned  her  name  to  me.  I  am  afraid  her 
loud  and  ceaseless  notes  will  not  dispose  people  more 
favourably  towards,  what  had  always  a  sort  of  hitch  in 
it,  the  approval  of  the  three  virgins. 

Mesdames  Lieven  and  Schonbourg  are  all  rapture 
at  Sir  Frederick’s  expected  arrival  to-day  ;  but  nothing 
will  keep  the  former  from  Valengay  after  the  fifteenth. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  6,  1836. 

Most  dear  sis, — Sir  F.  Lamb  arrived  two  days  ago, 
but  a  twinge  of  gout  prevented  his  appearing  till 
yesterday,  when  he  came  looking  very  well — much 
younger  than  he  has  done  for  some  years,  I  think. 
Great  was  the  clamour  for  him  in  Lieven’s  house  till 
he  did  appear,  and  I  suppose  she  will  keep  him  till  she 
goes  to  Valentjay. 

Can  you  see  us  P  I  fear  you  will  not  quite  approve. 
The  green  room.  Granville  and  F.  Lamb  in  two 
fauteuils  opposite  the  fire.  Lady  Elgin  and  Dody  in 
a  theological  controversy  on  the  green  couch.  Lady 
Mary  Stanley  and  William  Lambton  together.  There  I 
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ought  to  be.  Caradoc  and  young  Montalembert  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  Mrs.  Lambton  with  all  the  attaches 
about  her. 

The  Seine  is  overflowing,  the  weather  like  January. 
We  are  all  in  hopes  that  Mme.  Appony  will  put  off  her 
breakfast. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  13,  1836. 

Most  dear  sister, — F.  Lamb  looks  in  spirits  again. 
He  never  leaves  Princess  Sclionbourg — such  an  old 
beau  I  never  saw. 

Yesterday  we  had  a  great  Eussian  dinner  at  Pahlen’s. 
I  think,  next  to  Devonshire  House,  his  banquets  the 
most  beautiful  I  know,  though  far  inferior  in  real  solid 
splendour,  but  the  new  or  moulu  'plateau,  the  servants, 
the  light,  the  room,  the  salt-cellars  made  of  two  dolphins  ! 

Eound  it  sat :  Lavals,  SchouvalofFs,  like  a  white 
heart  cherry  and  a  bud  just  dropped;  Ambassador 
Pahlen,  supported  by  me  and  Mrs.  Werther ;  Duke  of 
Hamilton  ’twixt  Mme.  de  Lieven  and  Kisseleff ;  then 
Marie  Menzingen,  Paul  Lieven,  Meyendorfs,  Mme. 
Sclioppung,  F.  Lamb,  and  Sclionbourg  at  play. 

In  the  evening  we  made  Mme.  de  Flaliault  happy. 
All  rushed,  and  there  I  saw  for  the  first  time  Nicholas 
and  his  love.  She  looks  desperately  smitten,  which 
really  is  a  sight  to  see.  He  pulls  a  long  face,  looks  like 
his  brother’s  ancestor,  and  Vallombrosa  waits  upon 
them  with  a  sort  of  expression  of  ‘  bad  enough  but 
might  be  worse  ’  in  his  countenance. 

Yesterday  Durazzo,  Dody  and  I  in  the  garden  never 
took  our  eyes  off'  the  eclipse  till  it  had  done  all  its 
operations. 

So  Miss  Berry  is  really  to  be  here  on  the  23rd.  It 
will  be  a  great  embarras  in  a  society  where  Durazzo 
walks  over  the  course. 
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We  have  a  breakfast  for  the  King’s  birthday  on 
the  2 9 th.  At  three  meet,  at  six  eat,  dance  till  twelve, 
eat  a  morsel  more  and  then  to  bed.  It  will  be  really 
the  last  gaiety. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  June  7,  1836. 

My  own  dear  brother, — The  breakfast  went  off  very 
well,  people  seemed  pleased ;  but  yesterday  was  the 
curious  day.  Our  dinner :  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William 
Locke,  Lady  Wallscourt,  Mary  and  Agnes,  Fergusson, 
Knutzen,  Ladislas  Zamoyski,  and  Mr.  Angerstein.  As 
soon  as  Mrs.  William  Locke  saw  our  Berry  she  went  into 
a  sort  of  hysterical  fit.  I  took  her  into  the  garden.  She 
cried  bitterly,  said  that  when  she  arrived  at  the  door 
she  said  to  Mr.  Locke,  ‘  Good  God,  what’s  to  become  of 
me  ?  There’s  Mary  Berry.’  She  had  not  seen  or  heard 
of  her  for  years,  had  resented  bitterly  her  not  writing 
at  the  time  of  her  son’s  death.  Well,  I  led  her  back 
and  dinner  soon  set  her  up  again.  Antonin  de  Koailles 
sat  by  her,  did  not  know  who  she  was,  but  with  that 
peculiar  fatality  which  attends  Lord  Bokeby,  George 
Harcourt  and  some  others,  seeking  to  enliven  his  neigh¬ 
bour  with  something  of  narrative,  began  relating  to 
her  the  melancholy  fate  of  a  jeune  Anglais,  Mons.  Locke, 
drowned  in  the  Lake  of  Como.  This  time  the  stound 
away  was  remarkably  slight,  so  much  so  that  Pius  re¬ 
marked,  ‘J’ai  tout  lieu  d’esperer  que  Madame  ne  m’a 
pas  entendu.’ 

We  came  out,  all  was  smoothed  down,  and  we  sat 
after  dinner  or  rather  sailed  upon  a  placid  lake.  At 
half-past  nine  in  walks  Durazzo.  In  ten  minutes  Dody 
was  led  out  into  the  conservatory.  c  Oh  !  I  must  open 
my  heart  or  I  shall  die.  Lady  Georgiana,  connaissez- 
vous  cette  dame  P  C’est  la  plus  grande  calamite  de  ma 
vie  d’etre  venu  ici  ce  soir.  Elle  a  dit  des  horreurs  de 
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moi.’  Durazzo  was  led  back.  I  soon  saw  Berry,  her, 
Brignole,  the  whole  kit,  Agnes  and  all,  talking,  bowing, 
smiling.  Berry  is  all  civility  and  came  boasting,  ‘  Did 
you  see  us  P  ’  I  do  not  think  Genoa  will  be  friends,  but 
Berry  is  dying  to  be  well  with  them,  and  pursued  and 
was  more  gracious  than  I  ever  saw  her.  These  girls 
are  wonderful. 

It  was  the  gayest  soiree,  owing  to  Mary’s  excessive 
zest  and  rapturous  accueil  of  one  after  another. 

We  are  struck  with  the  four  giraffes,  but  have  our¬ 
selves  got  an  ourang-outang  who  receives  and  sits  at 
table  eating  his  dinner.  Bourke  has  sent  to  ask  what 
day  he  would  like  us  to  call. 

How  much  I  do  admire  Lady  Wilhelmina,1  I 
thought  her  the  prettiest  girl  I  had  ever  seen.  Who 
flirts  with  Miss  de  Bothesay  P 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  June  11,  1836. 

My  dear  sister,  Miss  Berry  is  very  well  and 
amiably  disposed.  I  do  not  know  if  it  annoys  her,  but 
the  whole  Genoa  tribe  has  disappeared  from  the  face  of 
society ;  neither  Brignole,  Durazzo  nor  Ferrari  ever 
show  themselves.  She  just  remarked  it  to  me,  and  I 
said  so  it  seemed,  nothing  more. 

Give  Lord  Carlisle  my  best  love.  In  less  than  a 
month  I  hope  to  be  with  you  all. 

Paris  is  very  delightful  now,  the  garden  lovely. 

Madame  Vallombrosa  brought  her  boy  to  see  ours 
yesterday,  the  same  age.  We  beat  him  in  intellect,  but 
he  is  magnificent  and  beautiful,  taller  than  little 
Fullerton,  and  though  he  cannot  speak  yet  runs  and 
leaps  like  a  child  of  four  years  old.  He  is  not  his 
mother’s  child  or  his  aunt’s  nephew  for  nothing.  Fie 
flew  to  embrace  little  F.,  seized  one  hand,  and  with  the 

1  Stanhope. 
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oilier  extracted  from  him  liis  new  drum.  No  words  can 
describe  the  scene  that  ensued,  only  like  what  must 
have  been  that  when  Cesarine  1  called  to  tell  her  sister  2 
that  an  Italian  Duke  was  no  Duke. 

Our  most  darling  baby  did  not  cry,  but  he  clenched 
his  fist  and  cried  out,  ‘  Allez,  dirty  boy !  ’  and  then 
came  the  tug  of  war. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  1836. 

The  Fullertons  have  almost  settled  not  to  go  to 
England,  but  to  pass  the  time  we  are  away  in  Switzer¬ 
land  and  return  to  us  for  the  winter.  The  homeopathie 
only  did  good  whilst  he  observed  the  rules  of  diet,  air, 
and  exercise,  and  I  am  now  convinced  that  there  is 
nothing  in  pill  or  powder.  Its  marvellous  reputation 
is  because  novelty  and  hope  give  the  patient  zest  to 
follow  rules  which  would  give  us  all  health  if  we 
could  bring  ourselves  to  follow  them  habitually. 

Let  me  now  congratulate  you  and  dearest  Lord 
Carlisle  on  Morpeth’s  speech.  Granville  was  delighted 
with  it,  and  all  our  letters  praise  it. 

Miss  Berry  has  made  Miss  Ferguson  very  smart,  ires 
bien  mise,  herself  ditto.  They  go  about  everywhere  with 
the  support,  not  figurative,  of  Knutzen  the  Dane,  a  Mr. 
Crawford,  and  one  or  two  pendant  men.  She  joined 
us  at  Musard’s  on  Saturday,  and  we  went  from  thence 
to  Mine.  Appony.  Not  a  .Genoese  appeared  there,  or 
at  my  Friday  I  really  believe  Durazzo  means  to 
encounter  her  no  more,  for  to  stir  out  of  one’s  house  is 
to  see  Berry. 

I  have  letters  from  Mine,  de  Li  even. 15  Pauline 4  has  a 
fever,  and  she  tells  me  on  est  inquiet.  Nobody  there  as 
yet.  To-morrow  the  Poix  and  Montrond  are  to  arrive. 

1  Madame  de  Caraman.  2  The  Duchesse  de  Vallombrosa. 

3  At  Valencay.  4  De  Talleyrand. 

VOL.  II. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  June  23,  1836. 

I  am  so  "lad  you  are  going  on  pretty  well,  but  long 
for  July.  We  set  out  about  Monday  week. 

We  are  in  breathless  expectation  for  the  verdict.1 
Nothing  even  by  telegraph  this  morning.  So  afraid  of 
what  he  may  have  bleated  about  our  Gracious.  Who 
could  bear  to  have  their  letters  ripped  up  for  evi¬ 
dence  ? 

We  are  told  that  Narvaez2  is  much  admired.  If 
ever  le  Comte  Du  chat  el  and  Monsieur  Duvergier  de  Ilau- 
ranne  3  come  across  you,  please  remember  the  French. 

Paris  is  now  all  made  of  odds  and  ends.  Lady 
Kinnaird  and  Lady  Belfast  creep  out  and  bore  about 
you.  Duke  of  Hamilton  in  green  slippers  because  of 
"out,  and  a  cord  round  his  throat  like  a  huissier  de  la 
Chambre,  nobody  knows  why. 

Three  things  impend.  A  dinner  at  Neuilly,  the 
Belgian  Court  being  arrived ;  then  to  help  to  marry 
Mdlle.  Sophie  de  Castellane  and  Monsieur  de  Contades 
at  a  distant  church  at  eleven  ;  and  on  Monday  morning 
a  whole  day  at  Madame  de  Boignes,  drive,  walk  and 
dinner — a  complete  treat. 

The  Flahaults  are  still  here.  They  are  trying  to  per¬ 
suade  Madame  de  Lieven  to  go  to  England  instead  of  to 
Baden.  Madame  de  Lieven  all  on  one  leg  about  it.  ‘  Mais 
voyez  done,  on  me  demande  pourquoi  je  vais  a  Bade  ;  je 
n’ai  rien  a  dire,  mais  e’est  un  vrai  serpent  du  Paradis 
que  votre  femme  ;  ’  to  Flahault,  ‘  je  ne  sais  plus  oh  j’en 
suis  !  ’  She  sees  more  of  Kulbach  than  anyone  else,  as 

1  The  Norton  trial.  2  A  beautiful  Spanish  lady. 

3  A  conspicuous  politician  during  the  reign  of  Louis  Philippe,  whose 
Government  for  some  years  he  warmly  supported.  Eventually,  when  no 
concession  was  made  to  the  demand  for  reform  he  went  into  violent 
opposition,  and  was  a  promoter  of  the  banquet  the  suppression  of  which 
led  to  the  Revolution  of  1848. 
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there  is  a  carriage  and  a  maitre  d’hotel  to  be  secured 
before  she  can  stir. 

The  Turkish  Ambassador  has  just  sent  me  two  beau¬ 
tiful  echarpes  for  turbans — one  painted,  the  other 
embroidered  in  silk  and  gold — a  scented  purse,  a  neck¬ 
lace,  a  bottle  of  otto  of  roses,  and  a  parcel  of  gilt  and 
brown  pastilles.  The  same  to  la  fille  de  I’Ambassadrice. 
We  think  this  a  pretty  custom. 

We  are  still  in  suspense,  harmless  letters  and  awk¬ 
ward  facts,  but  no  verdict  come  yet.  God  bless  you. 
I  have  not  another  moment. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  2,  1836. 

My  dearest  sister, — You  must  pay  for  a  letter  to¬ 
day,  for  I  cannot  let  such  a  time  pass  without  writing 
and  I  let  yesterday’s  courier  slip . ^  It  is  hotter  than  I 
have  felt  it  for  years,  and  this  and  the  thought  of  seenm 
you  all  so  soon  makes  me  terribly  lazy. 

The  Poodle  is  arrived,  and  we  set  out  sans  faute  on 
Saturday,  this  day  week. 

Pozzo  is  come,  and  Mine,  de  Lieven  stays  till 
Monday.  I  believe  they  dine  here  to-day,  if  not  to¬ 
morrow. 

Berry  and  Burazzo  had  a  formal  reconciliation  here 
last  night,  made  up,  and  shook  hands  like  the  boxers. 

Georgy  is  still  confined  to  couch  or  chair  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  the  sprain  she  gave  her  leg  last  week,  but 
she  is  much  better  and  was  downstairs  yesterday  evening 
with  Menzingen,  who  is  in  great  beauty,  but  I  think  is 
much  disappointed  at  there  being  now  no  chance  of 
England.  She  is  in  high  sprits,  more  at  her  ease  with 
Lieven  than  ever,  dying  to  remain  on  with  her.  So 
much  for  the  stories  current  about  severity  on  one  side 
and  terror  on  the  other. 

Mme.  Yallombrosa  is  gone  to  Boulogne.  N.  Pahlen 

v  % 
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told  Mme.  de  Schonbourg,  naivement ,  that  lie  always  had 
a  great  curiosity  to  see  the  etablissements  de  hciins  in 

France. 

We  dined  at  Neuilly  on  Sunday.  I  never  saw  any¬ 
thing  so  melancholy.  They  were  all  terribly  cast  down, 
and  In  that  scene  of  perfect  repose,  everything  looking 
so  still,  smelling  so  sweet.  The  people  themselves  so 
united,  so  good,  and  amiable,  to  think  of  the  assassin  s 
unceasing  aim  is  so  dreadful.  Leopold  looks  much  as 
ever.  La  Eeine  Louise  much  improved  and  an  admirable 
little  person. 

Dearest  sister,  what  happiness  it  is  to .  go  to 
England !  And  you  know  I  delight  in  all,  the  journey 
and  crossing. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Devonshire  House  :  August  14,  1836. 

Your  letter,  my  dear  brother,  found  me  here  yester¬ 
day.  No  flower  arrived,  cruel  Paxton. 

I  had  a  note  yesterday  from  Mme.  Schouvaloff.  They 
are  odd  people.  Soujfvante,  unable  to  move  oi  she 
would  have  called.  I  wrote  I  would,  if  possible,  go  to 
her.  Luckily  I  was  prevented.  Granville  and  Leveson 
had  an  interview  with  her.  Where  do  you  think? 
Driving  round  the  ring. 

I  found  G.  very  well,  the  Lords  squabbling,  our 
hurrying  to  Paris  no  longer  considered  necessary.  We 
are  this  moment  setting  off  for  Mistley ;  Granville  and 
Leveson  go  to  Lillesliall.  On  Monday  the  22nd  we 
all  meet  here  again,  to  start  for  Paris  possibly,  but 
certainly  for  Wiesbaden  on  Wednesday.  We  dined 
Saturday  with  the  Hollands.  At  the  turnpike  we  met 
Landseer,  still  lame  from  his  accident.  He  has  painted 
the  most  perfect  little  picture  of  Lord  Melbourne. 
Pogers  was  looking  very  ill.  It  is  a  compliment  to 
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him  to  say  so,  one  had  thought  he  could  have  gone 
no  farther. 

Lady  Dover  came  to  us  yesterday  evening  at 
Grosvenor  Place,  looking  lovely  and  in  very  fair  spirits. 
Afterwards  Punch,  large  and  grey,  very  agreeable. 

The  Peers  were  all  going  yesterday,  put  it  off  for  a 
week,  and  assembled  at  the  Duke  of  Wellington’s.  We 
all  say,  What  for  ?  But  no  answer  yet. 

The  Speaker  and  his  Lady  dined  at  Holland  House. 
He  a  great  dear  au  bold  du  compte.  She,  in  green  satin, 
with  sleeves  ornamented  with  bows,  and  a  wreathed 
cap,  looked  at  my  blue  silk  bags  and  ribboned  cap  and 
said:  ‘We  are  in  error,  I  see,  we  over-do  a  little  ;  we 
ought  to  adopt  on  these  occasions  demie-parure .’  We 
complimented  her  much  on  the  Speaker’s  looks,  but  she 
shook  her  head,  ‘  You  should  look  at  his  person,’ 
slightly  designating  her  own  upper  leg. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Frankfort :  Sept.  13,  1836. 

We  arrived  here  yesterday,  and  have  a  charming 
apartment,  with  a  large  fire,  and  I  look  out  of  window 
upon  a  broad,  beautiful  street,  and  see  umbrellas  of  every 
colour.  I  arrived  here  with  the  remains  of  a  bad  cold, 
and  Granville  with  some  pain  in  his  face.  This  makes 
me  unable  to  give  you  an  account  of  the  Fair,  as  we 
have  left  all  the  pleasure  and  bustle  to  Freddy,  and  in 
consequence  are  much  better  this  morning.  We  go  to 
Darmstadt  this  afternoon  and  to  Heidelberg  to-morrow, 
and  by  that  time  hope  to  have  a  less  wintry  day  than 
this. 

Here  is  Freddy.  Fie  says  the  Fair  is  very  animated 
and  gay — not  very  pretty,  excepting  the  booths  on  the 
Quays.  We  are  going  to  start,  all  muffled  up,  having 
warmed  ourselves  well  at  the  lire,  and  by  treating  it 
like  the  month  of  November  are  very  comfortable  ;  but 
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it  is  in  June  that  I  hope  we  shall  all  meet  at  Wiesbaden 
next  year.  You  will  now  direct  again  to  Paris. 

The  Duke  of  Rutland  writes  Sir  F.  Trench  word 
that  there  will  be  no  change  of  men,  but  that  Lord 
Lyndliurst’s  speech  is  making  an  immense  effect  in  the 
country — Lord  Granville  sneers  at  this.  C h&  vi  pcu , 
my  dear  Lady  P 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  September  1836. 

We  arrived  on  Tuesday,  my  own  dearest  sister,  and 
found  a  clean,  enjoyable  house,  and  your  dear  little 
letter. 

Georgy  arrived  an  hour  ago,  most  extremely  pulled 
and  weakened  by  her  illness.  If  she  is  well  enough 
they  will  set  out  for  England  to-morrow  week. 

Miss  Berry  has  been  very  rheumatic  and  sovffrante, 
but  bears  up  with  excellent  courage  and  spirits.  Lady 
Charlotte  Lindsay  is  come.  Mine,  de  Lieven  paid 
them  a  long  visit  to-day,  which  surprised  me  as  much 
as  it  pleased  them. 

We  all,  the  girls  and  ourselves,  dine  at  Neuilly 
to-morrow,  where  we  found  them  last  night,  looking 
better  and  more  cheerful  than  when  we  left  them. 

Mine.  Appony  is  here,  very  happy  at  Appony’s 
having  received  the  Order  of  the  Toison  d’Or,  some¬ 
thing  like  our  blue  riband. 

The  ‘  Luxor  ’  is  to  be  put  upon  its  legs  to-morrow 
week.  The  Royal  Family  and  all  Paris  are  going  to 
look  at  it.  I  mean  to  imagine. 

Mons.  Mole  looks  very  thin  and  bilious.  Monsieur 
Guizot  in  high  spirits.  Lord  Clanricarde  and  Caradoc 
are  at  Compiegne  with  the  Duke  of  Orleans. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  October  1836. 

I  have  but  a  moment,  my  own  dearest  sis,  because 
these  are  the  last  days  of  Georgy  and  Freddy  (they  set 
out  on  Tuesday),  because  the  house  requires  a  great  deal 
of  attention,  and  because  Mme.  de  Lieven  is  on  her 
couch  for  two  or  three  days,  and  because  neither  Mme. 
de  Dino  nor  Mme.  de  Flahault  nor  Lady  Cowper  are 
yet  arrived.  Put  this  all  together.  In  another  week  I 
shall  write  volumes. 

But  my  subject  to-day  is  my  despair  at  your  not 
having  received  a  long  letter  I  wrote  to  you  from  Frank¬ 
fort.  How  strange  you  must  have  thought  it !  To 
tell  you  how  Granville  and  I  both  felt  Lord  Carlisle’s 
kindness.1  But  till  I  hear  you  have  not  received  my 
letter  at  all,  I  still  think  you  may,  and  I  will  not  repeat 
all  its  contents.  Only  that  Granville  had  begged  he 
might  know  if  there  was  likely  to  be  a  contest  that 
would  entail  great  expense,  as  that  he  should  be  quite 
unable  to  meet.  But  let  me  know,  indeed  I  shall  next 
post,  and  I  will  again  say  all  my  say. 

I  am  delighted  that  the  Fullertons  are  going  to  you, 
because  it  delights  them  and  I  know  will  be  a  pleasure 
to  you  and  yours. 

English  are  flocking  to  and  fro,  and  we  have  had 
large  dinners  almost  every  day. 

The  Boyalties  return  from  Compiegne  to-night,  and 
the  Queen  is  to  see  the  ‘Luxor’  put  up  to-morrow. 
There  is  no  Fontainebleau  this  year,  and  nothing  in 
prospect  but  a  great  Russian  dinner  at  Pahlen’s  on 
Wednesday. 

We  have  a  Friday  this  evening  in  the  green  room, 
and  I  hope  a  very  small  one.  We  shall  be  able,  vu  the 
house,  to  rest  on  our  oars  for  a  long  time.  We  have 

In  offering  to  return  Lord  Leveson  for  Morpetli. 
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much,  that  must  be  done,  but  all  of  dinner  sort  upstairs 
— Pendarves,  Wynnes,  and  such  like.  Sir  Eobert  Peel 
and  his  family  are  expected  to-day. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  November  7,  1836. 

My  dearest  sister, — Where,  oh  where,  are  our 
letters  ?  It  seems  to  me  that  we  do  nothing  but  write, 
and  you  do  anything  but  hear. 

Y our  message  delighted  Georgy,  and  they  will  go 
to  you  the  end  of  November. 

We  have  had  one  Friday.  Do  you  see  Georgy 
sitting  with  Menzingen  and  Lady  Mary  Herbert,1 
reckoned  alike,  and  having  taken  kindly  to  each  other  P 
Great  talk  of  which  is  the  handsomest.  All  the  sparks 
saying  Marie,  Gecrgy  and  I  Mary. 

I  like  Lady  Pembroke  and  Lady  Peel.  Sir  Eobert 
is  playful  and  prudent,  seems  perfectly  happy  doing 
lion  and  lark,  and  only  prims  when  Lieven  calls  him  to 
the  Bar. 

John  and  Mrs.  Talbot  arrived  on  Tuesday.  They 
are  great  dears  and  help  us  much  with  the  Tory  camp. 

Give  my  love  to  Leveson.  D,  writes  again  to  me, 
delighted  with  him.  We  all  dined  at  Neuilly  the  day 
before  yesterday.  Sir  Eobert  can  scarcely  speak  any 
French.  The  King  talked  English  to  him,  but  what  was 
distressing,  the  Queen,  under  a  natural  embrouillement 
that  being  deaf  to  the  language  was  the  same  as  being 
deaf  to  the  sound,  bawled  out  every  word  to  him  as  if 
he  was  stone  deaf,  loud  and  distinct.  ‘  J’es — pere  que 
vous — vous  plai — sez — a — Pa-ris.’  An  odd  effect,  and 
made  Sir  Eobert  fidget  on  his  perch  next  to  her  at 
dinner. 


1  She  married  Lord  Brace  and  became  Lady  Ailesbury. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  November  11,  1836. 

My  own  dearest  brother, — Think  of  my  leaving 
your  two  most  delicious  letters  unacknowledged.  I 
have  lived  with  you  and  have  never  told  you  the 
pleasure  it  gave  me. 

I  see  Bodolphe  1  with  you,  but  I  have  heard  from  him 
too.  He  wrote  me  a  letter  of  his  rapturous  gratitude 
and  unbounded  admiration,  and  all  Austria  thanks  me 
and  loves  me  the  better.  The  Zicliys  are  here,  but  oh  ! 
where  is  Ossuna  ?— not,  I  fear,  in  your  pocket. 

Now  what  are  the  things  to  dip  into  to-day  ?  Lady 
Harriet  Baring  is  most  uncommonly  agreeable,  and  with 
me  gentle,  amiable,  and  by  no  means  censorious.  I 
think  the  dislike  of  her  is  mitigating,  and  it  is  only,  I 
am  more  and  more  sure,  that  the  world  is  upon  its 
guard,  gun  cocked,  to  be  in  the  proper  attitude  lor 
receiving  the  shot  it  always  imagines  her  about  to  fire  ; 
and  then  it  is  such  a  shot  when  it  comes,  so  direct  and 
so  piercing.  She  goes  back  in  a  few  days,  which  I 
regret  exceedingly. 

"  4  Esmeralda  ’  comes  out  to-night,  opera  instead  of 
ballet,  Mile.  Ealcon  singing  instead  of  Mile.  Taglioni 
dancing  it.  Words  Victor  Hugo  arranged  himself, 
music  by  Madame  Bertin,  niece  of  Bertin  de  Vaux, 
the  great  man  of  the  ‘  Journal  des  Bebats.’  Mile. 
Schivoni,  the  new  Jane .  Seymour,  beautiful,  a  fine 
voice  and  promise  of  excellence ;  Grisi  reconciled  to 
her  husband,  and  singing  and  acting  divinely. 

Bead  Bicciola.  It  is  to  me  the  prettiest  thing  I 
know,  though  it  pretes  to  the  scorn  of  the  worldly  and 
unfeeling.  Bead  it  without  prejudice,  letting  yourself 
go  to  your  impressions  about  it. 

1  Appony,  nephew  of  the  Airstrian  Ambassador. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  November  20,  1836. 

Well,  I  went  to  the  ‘  Esmeralda ;  ’  the  finest  raise  en 
scene ,  dresses  and  processions  beauteous  and  gorgeous. 
But  oh !  the  music  !  The  tune  the  old  cow  died  of 
throughout,  grunts  and  groans  of  instruments  and 
voices  without  a  soupcon  of  harmony. 

Poney  1  sat,  her  eyes,  sometimes  filled  with  tears, 
fixed  on  my  face  instead  of  the  piece.  4  Oh !  ma 
chere,  l’horreur,  mais  fi  done  !  ’  The  priest  in  love  all 
the  time,  the  constant  church  music  and  the  regular 
solemn  Mass  must  have  been  misery  to  her,  and  so 
shameful,  I  think. 

blow,  my  dearest  brother,  did  ever  anybody  give 
you  a  commission  P  Andrews  2  annually  sends  us  the 
annuals,  but  don’t  choose  well.  Will  you  or  direct 
somebody  of  taste  to  select  there  or  elsewhere  the  best, 
to  spread  upon  our  table  ?  Shall  you  say  like  Granville, 
when  I  ask  him  to  do  anything,  ‘  Oh  yes,  that’s  the 
way,  Jack  of  all  Trades  ?  ’  to  which  he  adds  4  non- 
compliance.’  God  bless  you. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  December  29,  1836. 

Mv  dearest  brother, — I  can  only  find  this  morsel  of 
paper  to  thank  you  a  thousand  times  for  your  letter. 

Of  gaiety  there  is  none  in  its  usual  sense ;  it  is  like 
society  in  November  in  London.  People  run  about  to 
each  other’s  little  soirees,  not  a  notion  of  dancing".  Mme. 
Ferrari  has  a  concert  this  evening  to  which  we  had  all 
promised  to  go,  but  influenza  prevents  me,  Dody  and 
my  boys,  as  it  is  no  joke  taking  one’s  new-born  cold 
into  a  deep  snow  over  the  frozen  debordements  of  the 
Seine. 


1  Madame  Appony. 


-  The  bookseller. 
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Madame  de  Lieven’s  little  salon  is  becoming  a  great 
resource  for  the  destitute. 

On  Friday  last  I  had  my  first  soiree.  On  that 
evening  sat  in  a  row,  gorgeously  attired,  Zavadowska, 
Simloff,  Wittgenstein,  and  Kisseleff.  They  make  a 
much  greater  display  as  to  dress  and  diamonds  than 
any  other  nation,  and  the  above  mentioned  are  all 
more  or  less  handsome.  Lieven  kotows  to  Simloff 
because  she  is  the  Empress’s  bosom  friend  and  corre¬ 
spondent.  She  has  just  been  here  and  bids  me  say  a 
thousand  things  to  you  from  her. 

How  glad  I  am  that  you  are  going  to  feed  the 
d’Harcourts.  I  am  so  fond  of  the  little  pair  here.  It 
inclines  me  to  work  at  having  the  d’Henins 1  to  dinner 
one  of  these  days,  though,  dearest  of  Graces,  an  entree 
more  difficult  to  obtain  from  his  Excellency  I  cannot 
figure  to  myself.  I  never  yet  have  got  him  to  con¬ 
sent  to  have  Ran  furl  y.  If  you  could  drop  over  and 
wished  it  in  person  instead  of  through  Body,  it  might 
be  effected,  as  he  would  see  a  reason,  which  he  will  not 
see  now,  as  we  are  already  more  civil  to  them  than  to 
most ;  but  I  will  try. 

Great  excitement  about  the  opening  of  the  Cham¬ 
bers.  Thiers  is  tr'es  monte,  a  great  gathering  about  him, 
pushing  him  on  to  extreme  opposition. 

The  Carnaval  of  five  weeks  will  be  very  flat.  For 
years  there  has  not  been  seen  here  such  snow  and 
slipperiness  and  such  a  hard  winter. 

Talleyrand  is  very  well.  Mine,  de  Dino  in  great 
beauty.  She  and  Meg  meet  and  dine  each  other,  but 
it  is  like  the  meetings  in  cock-  and  bull-fights.  The 

1  General,  Maclame,  and  Mile.  d’Henin.  The  mother  a  Derbyshire 
lady,  an  old  friend  of  the  Duke’s.  The  daughter  very  handsome,  much 
admired  by  the  Due  de  Nemours  and  Lord  Prudhoe  and  others,  but  she 
never  married.  After  the  death  of  her  parents,  she  settled  in  England 
and  became  a  great  friend  of  Bishop  Blomfield,  avIio  converted  her  to 
Protestantism.  She  was  a  general  favourite. 
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night  before  last  Dino  ran  into  Lieven’s  salon ,  saw  Meg 
and  shrieked,  4  Oui,  ma  chere,  c’etait  un  cri  epou- 
vantable.’  She  did  not  apologise  or  say  for  why. 
Explanations  have  been  asked.  Dino  says  it  was  a  4  cri 
de  surprise,’  Meg  says  it  was  a  4  cri  d’horreur,  et  voila 
ou  nous  en  sommes.’ 

I  am  more  delighted  than  I  can  say  at  your  going 
to  hear  and  liking  to  hear  Mr.  Beamish.1  So  is  the 
Duchess,2  who  has  written  me  a  letter  about  her  deliaht. 

Fullerton  is  looking  much  better,  but  still  very 
languid.  She  is  very  well  and  delighted  to  be  here 
again  with  her  boy,  and  we  more  than  delighted  to 
have  her.  Leveson  is  more  resigned  than  Freddy  to 
the  idea  of  a  very  dull  Carnaval. 

A  dinner  at  old  Bourke’s  is  quite  a  thing  talked  of 
in  these  days.  I  thought  I  should  have  died  of  a  scene 
she  had  with  Tchann.  He  called  the  day  before 
yesterday,  was  led  through  numberless  rooms  till  he 
found  himself  au  pied  du  lit  de  la  belle ,  her  head  buried 
under  the  clothes,  nothing  visible  but  a  sort  of  black 
toque  and  top  knot,  one  professor,  two  marcliesas  and 
a  bel  fanciidlo  grouped  round  le  dit  pied.  4  Approchez, 
mon  clier,  approchez.’  He  did.  4  Mais,  venez  done 
plus  pres.’  He  found  himself  with  his  head  buried 
under  the  oreiller.  4  Mon  cher,  vous  etes  ne  coiffe — ah, 
pardi,  vous  etes  ne  coiffe.’  He  was  in  suspense  and 
painfully  placed,  but  she  played  with  his  curiosity 
before  she  said,  4  Vous  dinerez  ici,  et  vous  aurez  la 
Duchesse  de  Sutherland  et  des  becasses  qui  sont  venues 
hier  de  la  Bretagne.’ 

My  cold  saves  me  Ferrari’s  to-night,  ouverture  des 
Chambres  to-morrow  morning,  Mme.  Mole’s  reception 
to-morrow  evening  and  perhaps  a  dinner  at  Monsieur 
Le  Hons3  on  Wednesday  and  Appony’s  drum  after  it. 

1  A  popular  Evangelical  preacher.  2  Duchess  of  Beaufort. 

3  The  Belgian  Minister. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  January  1837. 

My  most  dear  sis, — There  is  compensation  in  all 
tilings.  The  street  is  mended,  the  carpets  and  hangings 
arriving,  the  smell  of  paint  going  off,  and  we  must 
begin  again  drumming  and  affronting. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  in  great  beauty  and  higlHspirits. 
She  has  always  an  entourage ;  she  can  keep  off  bores, 
because  she  has  the  courage  to  ecraser  them.  The 
sublimities  sometimes  clash,  but  that  for  her  taste  is  a 
small  evil.  It  would  kill  me  to  have  Berryer  and  Mole 
tete  a  trois,  looking  daggers  at  each  other,  mais  elle  sait 
nager  and  gets  out  of  every  difficulty.  The  pleasantest 
women  here,  in  my  opinion,  go  constantly  to  her. 
Mme.  Appony,  Schonbourg,  Hurazzo,  and  Marie,  who 
makes  tea  like  a  Goddess. 

This  scene  se  repete  here,  only  with  more  assistance, 
merrier  perhaps  but  less  genteel.  Here  fools  rush  in, 
there  angels  fear  to  tread.  You  will  observe  that  there 
is  a  great  deal  of  conceit  in  my  humility. 

Lady  Harriet  Baring  is  wind  and  wave  bound  at 
Calais,  and  yesterday  if  Walewski  did  not  hear  from 
her  he  was  to  take  an  apartment  for  her  at  Paris.  I 
believe  I  am  the  only  person  in  Paris  who  would  be 
glad  to  see  her  again.  I  cannot  understand  her 
extreme  unpopularity.  Pray  be  discreet,  as  I  wish  her 
to  get  rid  of  the  idea  of  its  extent,  which  onty  exasper¬ 
ates  her  and  sharpens  her  wit,  and  makes  the  matter 
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twenty  times  worse — where  she  thinks  she  pleases  she 
is  as  amiable  as  she  is  agreeable.  She  ought  to  be 
managed  like  Beatrice,  whom  she  closely  resembles. 

Granville  has  fallen  in  love  with  Mrs.  Young,  nee 
Dalton,  which  makes  us  very  civil  to  them,  and  she 
and  Mrs.  Burrowes,  nee  Sitwell,  are  lovely,  and  had 
been  great  friends  as  girls,  and  not  met  for  years  till 
in  our  Opera  box  the  other  evening.  You  see  I  am 
very  Irish. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  January  20,  1837. 

I  have  been  really  very  unwell  with  this  influenza, 
and  it  has  left  me  so  pulled  that  I  can  scarcely  exert 
myself  to  do  anything.  Luckily  nothing  is  required. 
F.  Ponsonby’s  death  has  closed  our  doors  for  the  rest 
of  the  month. 

Georgy  presents  the  Duchess  of  Poxburgh,  Mrs. 
Cavendish  and  Fanny  at  the  Tuileries  to-morrow.  A 
ball  then  or  Wednesday  of  four  thousand  people,  two 
small  balls  later. 

Lord  Lyndhurst  left  Paris  yesterday,  Mr.  Ellice  goes 
Wednesday.  Lord  Pembroke  opens  his  house  next 
week — first  a  concert,  then  a  ball.  No  sparks  but  the 
very  youngest  here.  I  hope  Fanny  will  not  delude  any 
of  them.  I  am  afraid  they  are  not  of  an  aye  to,  what 
is  called,  do,  which  is  a  serious  word. 

Charles  Greville  is  arrived.  Mine.  Sebastiani  blinked 
at  him  and  kept  sidling  up.  ‘  Ah  !  oh  dear  me  !  Je 
crois,  oui,  je  reconnais  le  mari  de  Lady  Charlotte 
Greville.  1  I  hope  he  did  not  hear,  but  I  did  and 
writhed.  Will  you  send  this  to  G.,  when  read  P 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  1837. 

My  clearest  sister, — You  will  have  as  soon  or  before 
this  Charles  Greville,  who  to  our  immense  regret  sets 
out  at  six  to-day  for  England. 

I  believe  the  melancholy  death  of  Sir  Eichard  Acton 
added  to  the  general  indisposition  a  gloom  that  made 
everybody  appear  and  feel  worse.  What  I  really  think 
is  that  something  or  other  and  constant  melancholy 
events  have  for  once  given  everybody  a  distaste  for 
dissipation. 

The  sensation  at  the  non-mention  1  is  great.  Mine,  de 
Lieven  tells  me  Talleyrand  was  loud  and  vehement 
about  it  at  dinner  yesterday,  where  she  went  to  wish 
him  joy  of  his  83rd  birthday,  with  an  ancient  goblet, 
rich  and  rare — inkstand  rather-  to  present  to  him. 

Mole  is  in  bed  with  the  grippe.  The  Carnaval  ends 
on  Mardi  Gras  with  a  ball  at  Lord  Pembroke’s.  God 
bless  you. 

To  tile  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  February  11,  1S37. 

Thanks  for  your  letter  and  the  delicious  account  of 
the  marriage.2  How  do  those,  not  fire,  Brands  look  ? — 
sleek  and  contented,  I  hope.  If  she  has  one  quarter  of 
the  simplicity,  ingenuousness,  unartificial  modesty  that 
Lady  Hacre  sa}Ts  she  has,  it  will,  I  trust,  turn  out  very 
well. 

To  Lady  Carlisle  for  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  February  17,  1837. 

My  very  dear,  dear  sis, — Here  we  are,  the  Suther¬ 
lands,  fattening  and  reviving  a  rue  dceil  in  the  south 
rooms  upstairs,  the  children  having  room  to  stretch  and 

1  Of  France  in  the  King’s  Speech. 

2  Of  Mr.  Brand,  the  future  Speaker,  who  was  created  Lord  Hampden 
in  1884,  to  the  daughter  of  General  Ellice. 
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spread  themselves  at  the  Hotel  Meurice.  This  evening 
the  dear  Pair  coine  down  into  the  green  drawing-room, 
where  they  will  have  a  partie  fine  of  their  friends.  The 
ball  tempts  her  dreadfully,  but  I  have  arranged  this 
plan  above  in  hopes  of  keeping  her  out  of  it,  but  my 
real  hopes  rest  upon  her  being  obliged  to  muffle  up  to 
the  chin. 

What  happiness  it  would  be  to  all  if  the  Burlingtons 
would  but  come  immediately  to  Paris,  if  only  for  a  lark 
of  a  fortnight ! 

How  delighted  we  are  about  dearest  Leveson  and 
all  we  hear  and  his  speech  ! 1  The  Chancellerie  is  errter- 
veillee,  and  I  think  he  will  be  chaired  in  the  court  when 
he  returns.  Will  he  return  ? 

To  Lady  Carlisle 

Paris:  February  1837. 

I  believe  it  is  partly  Leveson's  eagerness  that  has  so 
inoculated  me,  but  I  feel  out  of  breath  about  politics. 
I  dread  the  next  majority,  as  I  hear  none  but  ill  omens 
about  it,  and  entre  nous ,  dearest  sis,  I  think  matters 
look  as  ill  for  us  as  possible. 

Lord  Bruce  is  evidently  much  in  love  with  Lady 
Mary.  She  betrays  nothing.  Lady  Pembroke  looks 
anxious.  They  dine  here  to-day,  one  and  all.  Hanis- 
kiold 2  is  a  sort  of  a  chaperon,  and  never  leaves  either 
Lady  Pembroke  or  Lord  Bruce.  The  green  room  is 
matrimonious. 

I  see  poor  Lady  Canning’s  death  in  the  papers. 
Her  existence  had  less  of  bright  in  it  than  that  of  almost 
any  person  I  know.  I  hope  her  children  were  with  her. 

Letters  from  Pome  say  that  Miss  Stuart  is  going  to 
marry  Mr.  Tomline,  25,000/.  a  year,  handsome,  agree¬ 
able,  young,  but  that  Lady  Betty  opposes.  It  is  the 

1  Lord  Leveson  spoke  for  the  first  time  in  the  House  of  Commons. 

2  A  Dane  who  married  a  sister  of  Lord  Bruce. 
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girl’s  doing,  but  la  madre  wants  rank,  especially  Lord 
Douro. 

We  are  all  very  busy  about  our  Charity  Ball, 
sketching  and  talking  costume. 

Schonbourgs  and  Maurice  Esterhazy  go  to  London  in 
the  spring,  as  also  Delphine  Potocka.  They  call  Sostegne 
de  la  Bocliefoucauld  ‘Le  futur  passe.’ 

My  best  love  to  Leveson.  Tell  him  Baba  put  aside 
a  great  lump  of  compote  at  his  dinner  yesterday,  ‘  for 
Uncle  Leveson,  he  coming’ — nobody  had  mentioned  him, 
so  it  is  touching. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  3,  1837. 

My  own  dearest  sister,— How  happy  I  am  to  think 
of  Edward’s  relief!  1  The  ship  heaved  off  all  our  hearts. 
I  have  been  upstairs,  rejoicing  over  this  with  your  dear 
daughter. 

o 

Dearest  of  Dukes.  Your  letter  delights  me.  I 
favoured  the  Duchess  with  select  passages  only. 

Do  I  know  the  Miss  Bennetts  ?  A  mushroom,  not  to 
say  a  toadstool,  and  a  jessamine. 

The  Schouvaloffs  have  never  appeared — still  very 
poorly,  I  believe.  Mme.  Zavadowska  came  to  both 
balls,  to  the  last  really  like  the  Queen  of  Golc.onda — a 
whole  diamond  and  sapphire  crown,  a  white  tissue 
floating  about  her  like  clouds,  looped  up  and  streamed 
upon  with  jewels. 

Give  my  love  and  my  thanks  to  Miss  Berry  for  a 
most  interesting  and  amusing  letter. 

We  had  a  dinner  yesterday,  most  successful  and 
useful.  Mr.  Munro  of  Uovar,  Monsieur  de  Cliabot  and 
General  Cass  2  and  his  wife.  The  Sutherlands  so  civil 
and  gracious,  the  convives  so  charmed ;  and  to-night,  as 

1  Lady  Carlisle’s  son.  His  ship  had  stranded.  The  court-martial 
acquitted  him  of  all  blame. 

u  The  American  Minister  in  Paris. 


VOL.  It. 
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Georgy  will  not  appear,  think  what  it  is  to  me  to  have 
her  Grace  in  a  white  crape  pelisse,  buttoned  with 
diamonds. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  March  24,  1837. 

One  word,  dearest  Grace.  How  can  1  thank  you 
enough,  half  enough,  for  your  kindness  to  Eward?  She 
is  penetrated  to  her  soul,  the  happiest,  the  most  grate¬ 
ful,  and  the  most  enviable  of  women. 

Lady  Pembroke  has  a  house  in  the  Champs  Ely  sees. 
Do  not  tell,  but  Georgy  did  see  in  the  middle  of  the 
populace,  linking  and  looping  and  gazing  at  the  Long- 
champites,  first,  Lord  Pembroke  and  Lady  Mary,  second, 
Lord  Bruce  and  Lady  Emma — more  conclusive  than 
romantic,  I  think. 

We  are  all  busy  as  bees  about  the  Charity  Costume 
Ball.  I  hope  it  will  be  a  beautiful  sight  and,  what’s 
better,  profitable. 

Paris  rings  with  Lord  Pembroke’s  magnificence,  who 

o  O' 

has  sent  us  a  donation  of  a  hundred  pounds.  We  have 
Mesdames  Flahault,  Menou,  Caraman,  Mole,  Sebastiani, 
Coigny  for  our  French  patronesses.  The  Duchess  of 
Sutherland  will  be  Night.  Oh,  what  a  glorious  night  ! 
Her  diamonds  the  firmament,  and  poppies  as  the  Zodiac 
and  a  veil  with  crescents.  Dody,  a  patroness,  sits  over 
her  list  and  looks  wistfully  at  it.  She  has  but  one 
name,  but  that  is  a  thumper.  James  the  Eevd.  Ellice 
has  sent  her  300  francs  for  three  tickets,  but  not  another 
customer.  Meg  has  scraped  up  countless  numbers, 
and  I  have  a  respectable  catalogue  of  friends. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  1837. 

Everybody  seems  to  think  the  Duke  of  Orleans’ 
marriage  settled.  They  say  the  bride  is  tall,  thin  and 
plain,  adorable  de  caractere,  and  perfectly  well  brought 
up.  Bad  teeth,  red  hair,  amiable  countenance. 

I  will  write  more  and  better  next  time. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  April  15,  1837. 

Most  dear  Grace, — I  am  very  poorly,  only  out  of 
bed  to  have  bed  made,  unable  to  speak,  hear,  or 
speculate. 

The  Mole  Ministere  remains  in  ;  is  called  le  Petit 
Minister  e. 

The  future  Duchesse  d’Orleans  must  be  prettier 
than  Mrs.  Berri  was.  Marechale  Lobau  is  to  be  La 
Grande  Maitresse. 

I  wonder  what  is  going  to  happen  chez  vous.  Peel, 
I  think. 

Caradoc  goes  to  town  to-morrow  to  wait  on  Victory 
for  a  month. 

Grandmamma  Mecklenburg  brings  Miss  all  the  way 
to  Fontainebleau  for  the  marriage.  Therefore  there  is  no 
marriage  by  procuration. 

God  bless  you.  Oh,  if  you  knew  how  poorly  I  feel ! 
Grippe  has  put  all  his  fangs  into  me — tooth,  ear,  nose, 
throat  and  head. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  April  1837. 

My  dearest,  dear  sister, — We  are  all  very  curious 
about  our  political  fate.  Report  and  surmises  are  so 
various.  Paris  is  becoming  pleasanter,  all  that  is  dis¬ 
agreeable  in  society  is  over,  spring  approaching. 

«  2 
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Now,  my  dearest,  business.  I  throw  myself  on  your 
mercy.  Will  you  obtain  a  few  names  and  pounds  for  a 
subscription  I  have  set  on  foot  here  ?  It  is  the  most 
interesting  family  I  ever  met  with — a  widow  with  eight 
young  children.  They  lived  here  when  the  father  was 
alive,  supposed  to  be  immensely  rich.  Houses  at  Paris 
and  Auteuil,  the  prettiest  furniture,  equipages,  etc., 
everybody  going  to  their  house.  The  husband  died, 
and  left  them  to  starve.  I  never  saw  anything  so 
interesting  as  the  widow’s  courage  and  resignation. 
She  brought  us  her  beautiful  children.  The  singing 
of  one  of  the  girls  twelve  years  old  is  delicious.  I 
cannot  resist  a  wish  to  serve  these  poor,  unhappy 
people,  but  I  have  quite  exhausted  my  own  means  and 
the  good  feelings  of  my  relations  and  entourage  here. 
I  have  tried  till  I  am  ashamed,  so  that  my  only  hope  is 
in  a  few  names  from  England,  that  may  induce  others 
of  themselves  to  contribute  to  it  here. 

I  would  like  to  do  what  Lady  Julia  Howard  wishes 
more  than  most  things,  but  will  you  tell  her  that  I  have  an 
invariable  rule,  French  by  the  French,  and  though  this 
lady  is  English  she  is  now  Madame  cTAuchamp,  and 
therefore  Lady  Julia  should  recommend  her  asking  some 
one  of  my  French  friends,  a  lady,  to  ask  to  present  her. 
This  is  my  onlv  way  of  drawing  a  line  in  French 
society. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  April  1837. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — A  thousand  thanks  for  the  kind¬ 
ness  and  for  the  money.  You  have  no  idea  how  inte¬ 
resting  a  family  it  is  that  you  have  all  been  so  good  to. 

We  are  very  curious  and  impatient  for  political 
news.  The  Archbishop  alarmed  me.  The  last  debate 
must,  I  think,  have  done  good,  and  Sir  Robert  Peel  was 
evidently  much  ruffled,  which  I  think  he  deserved. 
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I  am  delighted  to  think  that  dearest  Leveson  is  so 
much  interested  and  so  keen  about  political  business, 
and  also  to  hear  from  all  of  his  popularity.  He  is  be¬ 
come  also  such  an  excellent  correspondent,  and  Gran¬ 
ville  delights  in  hearing  from  him  so  constantly. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  5,  1837. 

We  have  had  one  fine  hour  to-day  after  torrents  of 
rain  and  I  spent  it  walking  round  and  round  the  garden 
with  Madame  de  Lieven.  Madame  Appony  came  also 
to  bid  me  good-bye.  I  dread  the  coming  fetes ,  and 
Madame  Appony’s  absence  is  a  great  additional  annoy¬ 
ance.  Madame  de  Brignole  is  a  dear  comfortable 
woman  and  will  in  some  manner  compensate. 

I  know  not  what  the  Schonbourgs  do,  but  they  both 
talk  of  England.  So  does  Madame  de  Lieven  ;  but  I  do 
not  think  myself  that  the  latter  will  go,  she  has  in  many 
ways  such  a  nervous  dread  of  it. 

The  effects  of  the  amnesty  and  the  expectation  of 
Mile.  Mecklenburg  are  the  reigning  subjects.  Lady 
Lincoln  is  much  the  same.  I  saw  the  poor  Duke 1  yes¬ 
terday,  looking  miserable. 

Madame  de  Lieven  was  much  affected  at  seeing 
Lord  Lyndhurst  to-day ;  she  says  his  grief  is  so  deep. 
He  sets  out  for  London  to-morrow. 

We  are  in  hourly  expectation  of  the  result  of  the 
Westminster  election. 

How  long  is  the  Court  mourning  for  the  Queen’s 
mother  2  to  last  P 

1  Her  father,  the  Duke  of  Hamilton. 

2  The  Duchess  of  Meiningen. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  1837. 

Dearest  sister, — Granville  has  continued  very  poorly. 
I  much  doubt  if  his  gout  will  leave  him  so  entirely 
as  to  enable  us  to  accept  an  invitation  we  are  to 
receive  ‘  de  faire  une  petite  visite  a  Fontainebleau.’ 
I  went  to  the  Tuileries  yesterday  evening  and  found 
them  all  in  great  spirits.  The  King  really  in  ecstasies 
at  all  the  late  measures,  his  increased  popularity  and 
augmented  liberty.  The  Queen  happy,  but  wholly 
occupied  about  the  marriage.  She  says  it  makes  her 
terribly  nervous.  She  praised  the  Princess,  and  all  she 
heard  of  her  was  in  her  favour.  She  has  tried  on  one 
of  her  gowns,  and  though  the  dear  Queen  is  like  an 
asparagus  she  is  shorter  and  broader  than  her  belle 
fille. 

Lady  Stuart  and  her  girl  called  on  me  the  day 
before  yesterday.  I  think  the  latter  beautiful  and  ex¬ 
ceedingly  improved. 

The  success  of  Evans  1  is  some  pull  up  against  our 
election  disasters.  Sister,  what  do  you  think  of  things 
in  general? 

Tell  me  if  my  dearest  Gink 2  has  any  flirtation  visible 
to  the  naked  eye  ? 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  1837. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  have  little  to  tell  you.  The 
King  went  to  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  yesterday,  with 
only  two  servants  behind  his  carriage.  He  was  much 
cheered  and  hurraed,  and  is  in  a  state  of  ecstasy  at 
having  recovered  so  much  liberty. 

1  Sir  de  Lacy  Evans  was  returned  for  Westminster. 

2  One  of  the  names  Lord  Leveson  was  known  by  in  the  family. 


1837 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


231 


The  Due  de  Broglie,  who  was  to  have  gone  to¬ 
morrow  to  meet  the  Princess,  has  a  fluxion  and  swelled 
face,  and  may  be  prevented,  which  will  be  unlucky. 

The  picture  has  come,  and  the  Duke  of  Orleans  has 
locked  it  up.  I  hear  ‘  e’est  atroce.’  Mons.  Bresson 
sends  word  that  it  is  a  very  unfavourable  likeness,  but 
that  she,  Miss  Meek,  insisted  upon  sending  it.  Wise,  I 
think. 

The  Due  de  Coigny  is  to  be  her  first  gentleman 
ecuyer — not  Mesnard,  I  hope. 

I  must  leave  you,  as  I  have  had  much  to  write 
to-day,  and  my  life  does  not  give  me  much  news  to 
relate. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  May  1837. 

My  own  dearest  sis, — The  presentations  to  the 
Duchess  of  Orleans  are  to  take  place  on  the  fifth  and 
sixth  of  June.  We  intend  going  on  the  fourth,  if  the 
diplomacy  is  received  apart;  if  not,  on  the  fifth.  We 
take  apartments  at  Versailles,  one  week  before  the  fete 
pour  Monday  week.  We  shall  go  there  as  soon  as 
Granville  is  well  enough  to  move  for  the  benefit  of 
the  change  of  air,  his  first  ride  and  the  comfort  of 
being  on  the  tenth,  the  day  of  the  great  doings,  within 
a  stone’s  throw  of  the  spectacle  at  night,  the  musee  in 
the  morning.  The  Fullertons  have  taken  the  apart¬ 
ment  above  us. 

The  Due  de  Broglie  and  all  his  suite  write  enchanted 
with  Princesse  Helene.  They  say  she  has  perfect  self- 
possession,  the  best  manner,  never  the  least  put  out, 
knowing  what  to  do  and  say  on  all  occasions.  But  I 
shall  soon  have  satisfactory  intelligence,  as  Dody1  is 
to  write  volumes  from  Pontainebleau. 


1  Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton. 


232  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1837 


5  ! ! !  I  was  glad  to  hear  that  the  Bear  rather  likes 
it 1  than  otherwise. 

Lady  Stuart  came  to  see  me  to-day  with  her  daugh¬ 
ter,  looking  less  well  than  usual  and  rather  stormy. 
Betty,  too,  in  a  fuss.  Lord  Stuart  won’t  come.  They  both 
wish  to  stay  to  see  the  opening  at  Versailles.  Betty  is 
puzzled,  opens  her  mouth,  looks  like  a  very  hot  red  and 
white  spaniel. 

Then  came  Meg,  very  happy  and  merry,  enchanted 
at  the  coming  week  at  Fontainebleau,  at  the  past  month 
in  London.  Princesse  Helene  has  black  eye-lashes  and 
a  fine  complexion.  The  Due  de  Broglie  says  she  is 
tres  polie ,  charmante ,  et  distinguee.  All  the  young  men 
with  him  were  captivated.  Mons.  Bresson  says  she  is 
the  gentlest  and  most  determined  person  he  ever  met 
with,  that  never  out  of  France  was  such  a  manner  and 
tenue  seen.  Her  teeth  are  little  black  stumps,  the  foot 
very  big. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  and  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  June  4,  1837. 

My  dearest  brother  and  sister, — I  have  just  sent  off 
Georgy, Mile.  Eward,  Baba  and  Haves,2  Fullerton,  Boring- 
don,  Lady  and  Miss  Stuart  to  Meg’s  house  and  garden, 
which  are  all  open  to  the  fashionable  public  to-day. 
Granville  was  offered  a  window  in  retirement  upstairs, 
but  though  he  is  much  better  he  thought  it  more 
prudent  to  decline. 

The  King  would  not  allow  the  Duchesse  to  come 
alone,  and  the  entree  into  Paris  will  be  a  great  affair. 
He  is  to  ride  in  before  the  caleche,  which  entre  nous  is 
much  sneered  at  and  ridiculed  by  his  foes  and  regretted 
by  his  friends.  ‘  II  se  fait  postilion.’ 

1  Majority  for  Government  in  the  House  of  Commons. 

"  The  little  Fullerton  boy  and  his  nurse. 
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(Secret.)  Tlie  Megs  are  returned  from  Fontainebleau, 
the  old  pair  in  a  most  hostile  humour.  They  join  in 
the  chorus  of  praise,  but  without  either  zest  or  satis¬ 
faction.  Is  it  that  Meg  and  her  girl  were  put  into  one 
small  room,  their  gowns  hanging  round  them,  laundry 
like,  having-  none  of  the  comforts  and  conveniences  of 
life  P  Is  it  that  all  the  convives  at  the  ch  ft.te.au  were  at 
a  very  proper  distance,  no  preference  shown,  no  dis¬ 
tinction  made  to  any  P 

Emilie  is  in  great  beauty.  Boringdon  and  Leveson 
will  have  her  and  Miss  Stuart  to  themselves,  I  believe, 
as  we  hear  most  of  the  other  lordlings  fail.  Lady 
Stuart  has  just  been  with  me,  sitting  up  on  her  hind 
legs  in  great  distress.  The  fetes,  the  young  lords,  the 
Cannings  coming,  the  London  season  going. 

Monday. — I  am  just  come  very  tired  from  Court. 
Charmed  with  the  Duchesse  ;  not  pretty  perhaps,  but 
everything  else  and  equivalent.  Such  a  manner, 
tournure,  dignity,  grace,  no  sort  of  pretension,  modesty, 
parfaite  obligeance.  He  looks  the  happiest  of  men,  and 
Mme.  de  Montjoie  says  they  are  the  greatest  specimens 
of  true  love  that  ever  was  seen. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  June  12,  1837. 

Dearest  D., — We  wait  with  anxious  expectation  for 
news  from  England,  so  much  seems  precarious. 

I  was  at  the  Reservoir  Inn  at  Versailles  at  three — 
Count  P alilen,  Nicolas,  Medem,  the  Brignoles,  the 
Schonbourgs,  Aston,  Heneage,  Emilie  de  Flahault, 
Fullertons,  myself  and  Leveson  dined  at  five.  At 
six  we  went  to  the  chateau.  At  near  three  in  the 
morning  we  drank  tea,  then  put  on  oui  bonnets 
and  shawls  again,  and  I  and  Mrs.  Foster 1  came 

Her  maid. 


1 
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back  to  Paris,  ventre  a  terre ,  and  arrived  at  half-past 
four. 

Versailles  was  as  beautiful  as  possible  within  and 
without.  I  hear  the  banquet,  1,500  at  dinner,  served 
with  ease  and  rapidity,  was  something  miraculous.  The 
Salle  de  Spectacle  is  beyond  description  or  imagination. 
Though  entirely  red  and  gold,  as  light  as  day.  The 
full  dress,  Duprez’s  voice,  Miss  Ellsler’s  legs,  Mile.  Mars’ 
conversation- — ‘Spare  me  the  details,  you  will  say,  ‘as 
I  take  in  the  newspapers.’ 

What  I  admire  most  is  Versailles,  the  thing  itself, 
human  beings  streaming  over  all  its  glories  and 
amongst  the  jets  (Teau,  clumps  of  roses,  and  under, 
thanks  to  the  late  season,  the  lilacs,  laburnums,  horse- 
chestnuts,  and  all  the  busy  delight  and  bustle — a  hum 
of  millions  of  people  looking  their  smartest. 

Nothing  ever  was  in  my  opinion  so  perfect  as  the 
Duchesse  d’Orleans’  manner,  so  calm,  so  quiet  and  still, 
yet  always  more  attentive,  more  gracious  and  more 
perfectly  up  to  it  all  than  any  of  those  around  her,  a 
sort  of  tenue  that  would  make  any  defects  of  manner  in 
others  (were  there  such)  remarkably  obvious. 

Things  not  in  the  papers.  Mines.  Valengay,  Castellane, 
Vallombrosa,  Caraman  would  not  so  much  have  minded 
not  being  asked  at  all,  had  not  our  Menou  been  one  of 
the  invited.  They  did  not  see  her  superior  claims — 
officially,  physically  or  morally.  The  Diplomcites  were 
much  pleased  with  their  box.  Mine,  de  Flaliault,  says 
we  were  degraded.  We  mean  to  inquire  how.  A 
reconciliation  between  her  and  Dino. 

The  foreigners  of  distinction  very  indignant  at  a 
great  gaucherie.  Stuarts,  Lady  Eendlesham,  Staffords, 
Marie  Menzingen,  Mmes.  Durazzo  and  Ferrari,  having 
been  all  asked  to  the  dinner,  the  day  before  received 
formal  printed  un-invitations,  desired  to  consider  their 
former  invites  as  mils  et  non  avenus. 
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Nobody  knows  why  the  Flahaults  are  stormy.  He 
has  not  the  Grand  Croix  of  the  Legion  d’Honneur  ; 
and  Emilie  spent  her  evening  alone  at  the  Eeservoir, 
being  asked  neither  to  dinner  with  her  mother  nor  fete. 
But  there  are  many  precedents  of  like  grievances. 
However,  it  makes  her  mother  take  up  all  our  different 
causes  of  humiliation  with  even  unwonted  energy,  but 
she  leaves  me  alone,  having  long  felt  in  scorn — £  Wretch, 
whom  no  sense  of  wrong  can  rouse  to  vengeance.’ 

All  my  belongings  are  still  at  Versailles.  I  expect 
them  late  to-day. 

On  AVednesday  the  fete  populaire  here.  On  Thursday 
a  dinner  given  to  the  Boyal  Family  at  the  Hotel  de 
Ville.  The  Due  de  Broglie  told  us  yesterday  evening 
that  immediately  after  the  repast  there  will  be  a 
Diorama.  ‘  Bambuteau,1  avec  sa  galanterie  accoutumee, 
fera  passer  devant  les  yeux  de  la  Duchesse  le  Palais  de 
Ludwigslust,  ou  elle  a  ete  elevee.  Apres  cela  le  Loi, 
a  ce  qu’on  dit,  fera  deux  fois  le  tour  de  Mme.  Eambu- 
teau 2  apres  le  bal.’  Eepeat  not  this  levity  of  our  dear 
little  doctrinaire.  He  is  in  tearing  spirits. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  June  23,  1837. 

I  hope  Granville  will  be  well  enough  to  pay  a  visit 
to  England,  and  he  much  wishes  it  himself ;  but  he 
cannot  yet  walk,  and  it  must  be  some  time  before  he 
can  risk  making  any  exertion  or  undergoing  any  fatigue. 
We  therefore  remain  here  for  the  present,  avide  of 
news,  devouring  newspapers,  gasping  for  letters,  and 
marking  days  by  the  intelligence  received  ,  for  it  is 
history,  fate,  romance,  all  in  one.3  Everything  new, 
nothing  to  be  calculated  upon.  Such  a  little  love  of  a 
Queen !  Lord  Melbourne  must  take  care  to  throw  a 

i  Frefet  de  la  Seine.  5  She  was  very  stout. 

3  The  Queen’s  accession,, 
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something  paternal  into  his  manner.  We  pine  to  hear 
of  the  First  Lady.  All  point  at  that  other  Queen, 
Harriet  the  First.1 

I  alone  say  she  never  can  or  will  make  such  a  sacri¬ 
fice.  Granville,  Georgy,  Aston,  all  say,  it  is  her  duty 
to  make  it. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  gasps  for  breath  and  cries  over  the 
young  speech,  which  she  and  we  admire  a  I'exces. 

All  the  fetes  here  are  at  an  end,  the  Louvre  concert 
put  off,  on  account  of  our  King's  death,  till  the  end  of 
July. 

God  bless  you.  If  you  have  any  pity,  write. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  30,  1837. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  congratulate  the  Government 
and  the  little  Queen  on  your  Duchess’s  appointment. 
It  gives  such  immense  pleasure  to  them  as  a  party  and 
brilliancy  to  a  Court.  I  hope  she  has  secured  to  herself 
as  much  liberty  and  as  long  holidays  as  the  case 
admits  of. 

We  grieve  to  hear  of  a  contest  at  Morpeth,  but  I 
do  hope  it  will  be  but  a  slight  breeze  and  do  no  harm. 

I  need  not  say  how  glad  I  am  of  Harriet  Pitt’s  ap¬ 
pointment,2  It  is  delicious. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  entreated  me  to  tell  the  Duchess 
that  she  had  not  a  moment  to  write,  but  that  she  sets 
out  to-morrow,  Saturday  morning,  and  hopes  to  arrive 
in  London  Monday  evening  or  Tuesday.  She  will  be 
much  missed  here,  as  she  is  really  more  liked  than  I 
think  it  is  easy  for  a  foreign  woman  to  be.  Nothing  can 
be  more  agreeable  and  amiable  than  she  has  been  to  us. 

1  Duchess  of  Sutherland. 

Lord  Rivers’s  sister,  appointed  a  Maid  of  Honour. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  1837. 

My  dearest,  dear  G., — You  may  judge  of  tlie  deep 
interest  of  letters  from  England.  We  are  delighted  to 
hear  from  all  of  your  Duchess’s  liking  the  little  Queen 
so  much,  and  of  Lord  Melbourne’s  intimacy  and  favour. 
But  elections  are  the  great  point  de  mire  now,  and  as 
usual  everybody  seems  equally  sanguine. 

Tell  me  a  few  things.  What  is  the  real  state  of 
Sir  Robert  Peel’s  health  ?  What  a  loss  I,  malgre  my 
thinking  him  pen  de  chose  as  a  consistent  politician  and  a 
bit  of  a  humbug,  think  he  would  be,  as  he  has  integrity, 
energy,  and  is  in  his  family  so  valued  and  beloved. 

Does  the  Duchess  think  the  Queen  cares  about 
politics,  and  is  she  a  Whig  or  a  Tory  in  her  innermost 
heart  P 

Can  you  forgive  me  for  this  letter  ?  I  have  not  a 
single  thing  beyond  gratitude  and  curiosity  to  make 
a  letter  out  of. 

Paris  was  never  known  to  be  so  empty,  and  is 
becoming  dry  and  dusty.  Our  drive  in  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne  is  delicious  and  daily.  If  Granville  was  well 
he  would  not  endure  Paris  in  its  present  state,  but  as 
it  is  we  can  command  comfort  and  quiet.  Amusement 
must  be  looked  to  a  month  later. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

St.  Germain  :  July  14,  1837. 

Dearest  of  brothers, — I  was  just  going  to  write  to 
you  without  the  stimulus  of  your  delightful  letter  to 
tell  you  that  we  go  on  as  well  as  we  have  begun.  We 
think  of  being  in  England  for  a  fortnight  the  very 
beginning  of  August.  Dieppe  and  Brighton  on  our 
way. 

We  came  here  yesterday  evening.  The  weather  is 
divine,  the  air  pure  and  bracing  as  at  Kemp  Town. 


OQQ 
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Granville  lias  taken  his  first  walk  without  being  the 
worse  for  it  and  I  am  happier  than  I  can  say  or  sing. 

How  I  hope  I  shall  find  you  on  the  pier.  Is  the 
passage  out  of  steamer  on  to  pier  very  unpleasant  ?  I 
think  I  can  recollect  having  it  in  horror,  but  if  Mme. 
St.  Clair  has  achieved  it,  carrying  her  fears  and  legs 
featly  over  it,  I  will  give  my  alarm  to  the  winds. 

We  are  intent  upon  election  news.  Mme.  de  Lieven 
writes  me  the  most  perfect  letters. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  21,  1837. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  can  never  say  enough  of  the 
pleasure  your  letters  give  me. 

Mention,  my  dearest,  Lord  Gwydyr  and  Lady 
Willoughby.  You  will  be  surprised,  but  I  am  desired 
to  ask  about  them  and  their  politics  and  how  they 
stand  at  the  new  Court. 

There  is  nobody  I  pity  like  Lady  Lansdowne,  few 
that  I  admire  more.  Mme.  de  Lieven  dotes  upon  Lord 
Melbourne.  She  praises  him  to  the  greatest  degree,  and 
tells  me  of  his  excessive  favour  with  the  most  eager 
pleasure.  She  is  also  amazingly  struck  with  the  little 
Queen,  and  says  of  your  daughter,  ‘  La  Ducliesse  de  S. 
est  admirable  dans  son  role,  si  belle,  si  tranquille,  si 
noble.’ 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  August  4,  1837. 

We  have  been  in  a  state  of  great  excitement.  The 
elections  seem  to  be  going  on  favourably.  I  can  bear 
London  and  Planta,  and  in  another  direction  Roebuck 
and  C.  Villiers.1 

Politics  in  general  have  a  much  stronger  interest 
now.  They  are  vivified  and  brought  home  to  one’s 
feelings.  I  feel  so  much  interested  about  that  little 

1  The  Right  Hon.  Charles  Villiers,  then  looked  upon  as  an  advanced 
Radical. 
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wonderful  Queen,  and  admire  all  I  hear  of  hers  and 
Lord  Melbourne’s  relative  positions.  What  a  strong, 
anxious  tie  it  is  that  binds  him  to  her  service,  so  unlike 
anything  else  of  the  sort  one  ever  heard  or  read  of! 

Mme.  de  Lie  veil  writes  always  in  admiration  of 
sovereign  and  subject,  and  the  most  grateful  expressions 
about  les  adorables  Sutherlands,  but  she  seems  low  and 
really  very  unwell.  Mme.  de  Schonbourg  has  written  to 
me  a  most  interesting  and  clever  letter.  She  says  of 
your  daughter,  ‘Si  je  pouvais  l’admirer  et  rainier  plus 
ici  qu’a  Paris,  je  crois  que  je  le  ferais.  Je  trouve  qu’elle 
remplit  si  parfaitement  la  belle  place  et  position  que 
le  ciel  lui  a  donnee  ;  son  activite,  toujours  calme  et  reflec¬ 
tive,  me  remplit  d’ admiration.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  August  5,  1837. 

How  shall  I  ever  thank  you,  my  dearest  brother  P 
You  have  painted  the  Queen  to  me  in  general  colours, 
but  nobody  had  sketched  Pitt,1  Tavy,1  and  Mama  1  to 
the  life  like  you. 

What  tact  the  little  woman  seems  to  possess  ! 
What  determination  !  And  how  much  security  there  is, 
I  think,  in  her  friendships,  engouements  and  entourage, 
making  her  go  on  blowing  in  the  right  quarter.  When 
I  hear  of  Lord  Melbourne  looking  very  ill  and  worn, 
and  see  how  neck-and-neck  the  election  runs,  I  feel  as 
if  our  great  dependence  was  in  her  grace  and  favour, 
and  I  hope,  as  you  say,  we  shall  do  uncommonly  well 
with  that. 

Monsieur  de  Bray — perhaps  you  remember  his  papa 
and  mama,  who  used  to  live  in  the  house  Colonel 
Thorn  has  now — is  a  very  gentlemanlike  young  man, 
known  to  the  Princess  Schonbourg,  etc.  Great  would  be 
my  renown  if  he  gets  his  nose  into  Chatsworth,  and  great 

1  Miss  Pitt,  Lady  Tavistock,  and  the  Duchess  of  Kent. 
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will  be  the  wonders  he  will  tell  of  it  to  his  love,  Madame 
de  la  Chataignerie,  when  he  returns. 

If  you  fret  at  not  having  got  the  copy  of  Pauline, 
you  may  order  four  large  sketches  or  eight  small  ones 
to  put  in  your  album.  Animals  in  water-colours,  with 
pencil  backgrounds.  The  large  ones  ten  francs,  the 
small  ones  live  francs.  They  are  done  by  a  man  whose 
great  amusements  were  field  sports  and  drawing.  He 
is  now  in  great  distress,  and  selling  these  sketches  for 
bread.  Dogs  of  all  sorts,  deer,  pheasants,  feeding  sheep, 
the  best  and  prettiest  of  all.  I  took  them  into  Gran¬ 
ville’s  room  without  a  hope.  He  bought  instantly  four, 
and  Aston  six,  so  lovely  did  they  consider  them. 

He  is  now  making  me  a  sketch  of  women  washing 
in  the  Seine.  Do  not  let  the  remembrance  of  the  ‘  Vicar 
of  Wakefield’  make  you  scorn  the  sheep.  I  do  assure 
you,  two  hillocks  with  two  sheep  on  them  is  one  of  the 
prettiest  things  I  ever  saw. 

My  artist  is  young — about  thirty,  I  should  think — very 
dark,  and  Spanish  looking.  Suffield  Gunton  by  name 
— an  odd,  if  not  intentional  combination.  Extremely 
proud,  as  hard  as  a  stone,  till  moved  by  a  dry  cold 
statement  of  his  distress  I  said  something  kind,  and  then 
lie  cried.  I  know  nothing  of  him.  He  wrote  with  his 
sketches,  and  nobody  had  mentioned  him  to  me. 

Caradoc  is  arrived,  looking  wretchedly  and  old  but 
very  domestic  as  he  drives  in  the  Champs  Elysees 
with  the  Princesse  Bagration  and  his  daughter,  a  fine 
well-grown  girl  of  sixteen,  mother  unknown — an  odd 
family  party  to  brave  the  public  eye. 

I  must  not  forget  that  Lieven  writes  delighted  with 
her  delicious  journee  at  Chiswick.  She  is  penetree  with 
your  kindness.  It  has  not  reached  me  from  her  if 
there  has  been  disappointment  in  other  quarters. 

And  now  good-bye,  or  you  will  say  ‘  I  hardly  can 
bear  it,’  as  Georgy’s  boy  does  when  he  is  thwarted. 
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He  is  the  greatest  love.  Georgy’s  mild,  firm  rule  has 
ecarted  all  the  usual  signals  of  wrath,  roars  ‘  I  won’t,’ 
etc. ;  but  he  is  naturally  very  violent  and  particularly 
abusive,  and  when  outre  begins  as  above,  and  always, 
like  the  Irish,  far  wide  of  his  mark.  The  other  day 
at  dessert :  ‘  Grandpapa,  give  me  some  strawberries.’ 
Georgy  in  a  great  hurry  :  ‘  Oh,  no,  not  to-day.  He 
must  not  have  anything  but  biscuit.’  Very  red,  after 
a  minute’s  pause  :  ‘  I  hardly  can  bear  it.’  ‘Bear  what, 
my  darling ?  ’  ‘I  can  hardly  bear  big  people.’  ‘  Oh, 
that’s  nonsense.’  Much  redder :  ‘  I  hardly  can  bear 
nasty,  dirty,  tiresome,  big  people,  who  won’t  give  me 
strawberries  when  I  want  them.’  And  all  this  with¬ 
out  a  tear  or  geste,  speaking  as  plain  as  we  do. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  7,  1837. 

The  Poodle  tells  me  Phvers  looks  like  a  fat  yeoman. 
I  hope  you  like  him  as  much  as  ever. 

We  remain  quietly  here ;  not  even  St.  Germain  at 
present.  The  weather  is  not  too  hot,  and  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne  and  our  garden  delightful. 

I  am  so  glad  you  have  been  to  Court.  How  uni¬ 
versal  the  admiration  is  !  A  question  or  two  as  you 
approve. 

Is  it  true  that  the  Queen  likes  nothing  but  London, 
and  dislikes  the  thought  of  Windsor  or  Brighton  ? 

Who  are  Sir  Wetlierall  and  Sir  Stovin,  the  two  new 
grooms  ? 

Who  is  Miss  Davies  ? 

Is  it  old  Miss  Lister  or  a  younger  one  ? 

Does  Lord  Melbourne  look  very  ill  indeed  P 

Elections  do  not  elate,  but  I  hope  with  Scotland  and 
Ireland  they  may  do.  But  it  is  very  strange  that  it 
has  not  been  more  triumphant. 


VOL.  II. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

St.  Germain  :  August  13,  1837. 

We  only  came  here  this  evening,  my  dearest  sister, 
to  drink  tea  and  go  to  bed,  and  we  shall  drive  back 
early  to-morrow.  This  suits  us  better,  and  it  is  a  com¬ 
plete  change  and  air  bath.  I  almost  hope  we  are  near 
complete  recovery. 

We  admired  George’s  speech  at  Leeds  beyond  every¬ 
thing.  Aston  was  in  raptures  over  it.  Huddersfield  ! 
I  have  not  words  to  express  my  rage.  Oh,  how  I  do 
wish  the  elections  were  over !  We  know  not  what  to 
think ;  some  croak  and  some  are  alarmingly  sanguine. 
I  cannot  believe  in  late  events  not  having  a  very  de¬ 
cided  and  overpowering  effect. 

Paris. 

Aston  tells  me  that  he  met  Mole  and  Montalivet  at 
dinner  at  Flahault’s  yesterday.  Montalivet  says  Berryer 
is  seriously  implicated,  but  everybody  else  doubts  it,  as 
he  was  prudent  and  avowed  his  Carlism  as  a  profession. 

And  now  God  bless  you,  my  own  dearest,  kindest 
sis.  We  shall  meet  at  the  meeting,  elect  who  will, 
elect  who  may,  and  that  will  be  happiness. 

Tell  me  all  you  hear  of  my  darling  Susan.  I  have 
delightful  letters  from  her.  I  hear  she  is  in  despair  at 
the  Queen’s  accession,  being  a  desperate  Tory. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

St.  Germain  :  August  18,  1837. 

My  own  most  dear  sister, — You  gave  us  the  greatest 
pleasure  in  sending  Morpeth’s  letter.  How  perfectly 
beautiful  his  speech  about  the  Queen  is  !  Thank 
Heaven  the  elections  are  over  ! 

The  way  everybody  talks  of  Morpeth — all  in  the 
sense  of  ‘  greater  thou  slialt  be  ’ — and  envisager  for 
him  a  situation  in  time,  which  I  never,  after  the  first 
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gratified  hot  feel  of  pride,  can  much  wish  for  any  one  I 
as  much  love  as  I  love  him.  But  it  is  an  elating  feeling 
to  hear  people  talk  of  him. 

Is  it  true — entre  nous  most  secretly,  and  I  did  not 
hear  it  from  Mine,  de  Lieven — that  Lord  Grey’s  great 
cause  of  soreness  and  plaintiveness  is  a  jealousy  of  him 
as  standing  in  consideration  and  prospective  so  much 
above  Lord  Howick  ? 

Mme.  de  Lieven  is  more  interesting  and  amusing 
and  agreeable  than  I  can  say.  All  she  pours  forth 
of  all  those  I  am  fond  of  or  curious  about  makes 
Paris  alive  in  this  dead,  empty  season.  First,  really 
first,  affection,  admiration  and  gratitude  to  the  Suther¬ 
lands,  with  a  delightful  account  of  their  attitude  in 
their  new  position.  Then,  of  you,  such  a  delicious 
picture ;  and  of  politics,  lastly,  such  a  charming  view. 
She  don’t  value  the  election  losses  one  farthing ;  and 
thinks,  what  I  have  felt  all  the  time,  the  impossi¬ 
bility  to  others  and  the  certainty  to  us.  People  will 
come  over,  and  the  only  thing  that  might  have  made 
the  Whig  break-up — Lord  Melbourne’s  weariness  and 
discouragement — no  longer  possible.  His  situation  is 
of  such  unexampled  interest  as  well  as  his  duty,  that 
he  will  never  give  up,  but  be  more  riveted  to  it.  Diffi¬ 
culties  the  Tories  will  increase  to  him,  but  that  is  all, 
and  little  against  the  stimulus  of  added  zest  and  devoted 
attachment. 

We  are  enchanted  to  hear  that  Leveson  is  comma-. 

O 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dieppe  :  August  24,  1837. 

Most  dear  sister, — Three  days  here  have  already 
braced  and  agreed  with  Granville  so  well  that  I  feel 
I  shall  soon  have  charming  bulletins  to  send  you.  We 
drive  two  hours  in  the  morning  in  the  intervals  of 
stormy  weather,  and  the  air  is  renovating  and  delicious. 
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We  dine  at  a  quarter  before  five,  drive  an  hour  after¬ 
wards  ;  in  bed  soon  after  eleven,  sleep  like  tops ;  break¬ 
fast  at  nine. 

This  goes  to  you  by  Leveson,  who  trots  to  Boulogne, 
the  sea  being  outrageous,  with  Betsey  Meyendorf,  the 
Zavadowskis,  the  maman  of  this  last,  le petit,  le  gouverneur, 
a  Trench  spark  and  various  other  trimmings. 

He  could  not  wait,  so  I  must  send  this  by  the 
steamer,  if  steamer  there  be,  that  will  encounter  such 
a  black  mass  of  sky  as  I  see  out  of  my  window.  He 
will  be  at  Morpeth  on  the  5th.  You  will  probably  hear 
from  him  as  soon  as  I  do. 

We  are  now  left  to  the  Doctor  and  Freddy,  and 
sometimes  Claremont,1  who  is  here  for  a  week,  to 
Freddy’s  great  enchantment. 

The  Canterburys  are  here,  Mme.  de  St.  Clair,  the 
Armstrongs,  and  a  few  foreigners.  It  is  easy  just  to 
fit  one’s  hours  in,  so  as  to  avoid  them  all  in  a  lump. 
When  Granville  is  able  to  walk  with  ease,  we  shall 
begin  squiddling  at  the  Promenade  des  Bains. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dieppe :  August  1837. 

Adorable  sis, — D.  gives  the  most  charming  accounts 
of  you,  tells  me  Lord  Carlisle  was  very  well  also  and 
Castle  Howard  delightful,  that  he  never  enjoyed  any¬ 
thing  more.  You  are  most  kind  always  about  my 
dearest  Gink.2  I  never  knew  him  so  delightful,  amiable, 
and  gay  as  during  his  short  visit  to  us.  He  will  be 
very  sorry  to  miss  seeing  Bruce.3  I  thought  we  had 
got  his  papa  safe  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain.  Mme.  de 
Flahault  tells  me  Lady  Elgin  was  a  strange  character 
in  Scotland — never  out  of  a  riding  habit  (horses  being 
her  passion),  and  wearing  a  beard.  Shaved  and  in  chip 

1  General  Claremont,  for  many  years  Military  Attache  at  Paris. 

2  As  Lord  Leveson  was  sometimes  called  by  his  family. 

3  Frederick  Bruce,  son  of  Lord  Elgin. 
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bonnets,  slie  still  looks  marvellous.  But  I  think  her 
excellent,  interesting  from  her  zest,  energy,  and  simpli¬ 
city,  and  more  agreeable  in  a  tete-a-tete  than  almost 
anybody. 

My  letters  from  Paris  are  full  of  Madame  de  Dino. 
She  has  had  a  paralytic  stroke.  Mme.  de  Lieven  says, 
‘  Elle  se  remet. ’  But  it  is  a  terrible  trial  to  her  in  all 
ways. 

The  Duchess  of  Orleans  is  with  child,  and  the 
Duke  has  given  up  going  to  Constantine — two  good 
things  for  the  family. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dieppe :  September  10,  1837. 

My  dearest  sister, — We  leave  this  place  to-morrow, 
Granville  in  much  improved  health,  but  still  lame. 
Though  the  weather  is  still  very  fine,  it  is  becoming 
cold,  and  I  am  not  sorry,  or  afraid  of  Paris  for  him. 

You  will  have  seen  that  there  have  been  most  ill- 
natured  and  shameful  attacks  upon  Mme.  de  Lieven  in 
the  French  newspapers.  She  is  much  annoyed,  and  I 
shall  be  glad  to  see  her  again  and  to  give  her  a  little 
advice.  Nothing  is  done  by  showing  annoyance,  and 
entering  into  discussions  means  newspaper  aggressions. 
She  must  be  quiet,  and  that  is  what  she  is  not  disposed 
to  be. 

Princesse  Bagration  went  this  morning.  She  tells 
me  that  Caradoc  is  now  at  Cherbourg,  having  been  at 
Havre,  that  he  travels  alone  and  on  foot  without  a 
servant,  his  clothes  in  a  knapsack  Over  his  shoulder. 
She  wonders,  and  frets,  and  says  such  an  odd  plan  for 
a  malade !  But  I  understand  his  doing  anything  or 
everything  for  effect.  When  he  fails  to  astonish  and 
dazzle  in  one  line,  to  try  it  in  another.  I  would  give 
anything  to  see  him  arrive  at  an  inn  and  hear  him 
talk. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  September  18,  1837. 

My  dearest  sister, — 1  am  delighted  to  hear  that  you 
are  going  to  Chats  worth.  Tell  H.  I  never  can  be  grate¬ 
ful  enough  to  him  for  his  ‘  mutton-broth  letter,’  which 
I  received  on  Susy’s  birthday. 

I  have  little  to  tell  you.  Mme.  de  Lieven  is  in 
better  spirits  ;  she  did  the  honours  yesterday  at  a  grand 
dinner  at  Pahlen’s.  He,  the  Ambassador,  adores  Mme. 
de  Shonbourg,  who  was  in  great  beauty  and  spirits. 
Mme.  de  Vallombrosa  ditto.  Nicholas  loves,  they  say, 
but  there  was  no  sign  of  it,  and  he  does  not  stick,  gaze, 
and  sigh  as  he  used  to  do. 

Mme.  de  Schonbourg  is  extremely  fond  of  a  swarm 
of  admirers.  As  such  she  encourages  Lord  Eokeby 
and  Mr.  Sneyd — open,  innocent,  and  very  safe  flirtations. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  October  2,  1837. 

My  dearest  brother, — I  was  beginning  to  be  in 
despair  when  I  received  your  beautiful  sketch  of 
Chatsworth.  I  see  them  all — all  as  plain  as  you  did. 
In  Paris,  Betsey  Meyendorf  used  to  be  in  the  Eue 
Montmartre  at  six  to  draw  the  anatomy  of  the  horse. 
I  think  she  must  look  more  feminine  on  the  ladder.  I 
like  her,  and  I  have  had  such  a  warm,  grateful  note 
about  you.  She  is  very  intelligent,  I  think,  and  so 
sociable  and  cordial.  My  opinion  is  rather  in  a  mess. 
Mix  it  and  take  it,  dearest  Grace,  and  let  me  implore 
you  not  to  let  the  next  pause  be  so  long. 

Granville  is  going  on  perfectly  well,  but  he  wants  a 
great  deal  of  strengthening  still.  We  are  able  to  lead 
the  most  quiet  and  regular  life  here.  The  weather  is 
delicious.  Society  made  up  of  Mesdames  Lieven, 
Schonbourg,  Brignole,  Durazzo,  Pozzo,  Pahlens, 
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Tchann,  Sneyd,  Luttrell,  not  to  mention  attaches ,  and 
Georgy  in  my  pocket,  very  pleasant.  The  Opera  begins 
on  Tuesday ;  we  are  promised  ‘  Beatrice  di  Tenda.’ 
Granville  has  begun  a  course  of  sea-water  douches , 
which  agree  perfectly.  The  eyes  of  Bichard  and 
Robert  Verity  are  upon  us.  All  this  will  show  you 
why  I  am  not  longing  to  go  to  you  and  Susy  pour  le 
moment.  I  think  Paris  better  for  him. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  looks  very  thin  and  yellow  ;  will 
remain  here  because  it  is  true  and  certain  that  her 
health  would  suffer  if  she  was  to  travel.  Everybody 
believes  it  at  last,  and  Chermside  has  written  it,  when 
it  will  force  ‘  Vraiment’1  out  of  her  incredulous  half. 
Perhaps  you  wish  to  know  the  truth  about  poor 
Madame  de  Dino.  The  Due  de  Noailles  received  the 
account  from  her,  and  told  it  to  everybody.  In  three 
or  four  days  she  wrote  to  Madame  de  Lieven,  to  Henry 
Greville,  to  all  she  knew  here  without  mentioning  it, 
and  to  everybody  who  made  or  wrote  enquiries  the 
thing  was  positively  denied.  What  is  certain  is  that 
she  must  now  be  very  well,  as  she  has  just  been  acting 
the  principal  character  in  a  spectacle  given  to  Monsieur 
de  Talleyrand  on  his  birthday.  It  is  certain  almost  that 
she  must  have  had  some  sort  of  seizure,  as  it  would  be 
a  strange  thing  for  Monsieur  de  Noailles  to  have  in¬ 
vented  it  in  honour  of  her,  whose  devoted  admirer  he  is. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  November  6,  1837. 

Dearest  D., — We  accept  with  gratitude,  and  your 
troisieme  does  not  alarm  Granville.  Monday  next  (this 
day  week)  we  talk  of  setting  out.  What  happiness  it 
would  be  to  see  you  all  again,  Lord  and  Lady  Carlisle, 
Leveson,  and  Morpeth  ! 

Sir  Robert  Peel  arrived  yesterday.  Called  to-day 

1  A  nickname  of  Prince  Lieven  from  his  frequently  using  the  word. 
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when  we  were  out.  We  have  asked  them  to  an  early 
dinner  to-morrow  and  to  go  with  ns  to  Madame 
Persiani’s  debut.  Lady  Augusta  Fox  and  Henry  dined 
here  yesterday.  She  is  very  amusing. 

There  is  much  that  is  melancholy.  Lady  Lincoln 
has  again  had  severe  attacks.  Her  family  miserable. 
Poor  Mr.  Graham  has  had  a  fit,  not  apoplexy,  but 
something  very  near  it.  To-day  we  heard  of  Monsieur 
de  Caraman.  He  has  died  of  cholera  at  Constantine. 
He  was  a  good  man,  and  I  feel  much  shocked  at  it. 

If  I  was  not  coming  in  a  minute,  I  would  beg  pardon 
for  this  letter. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  20,  1837. 

Granville  has  this  morning  a  return  of  gout.  He  is 
well  in  health,  but  deeply  disappointed.  He  cannot 
go  to  the  House  or  out  of  this  one  to-day.  I  dine  alone 
at  Court ! 

My  dearest  boy  is  very  well.  I  think  he  will  do 
well. 

I  cannot  but  feel  it  a  mercy  that  Granville  has  not 
the  fatigue  and  exertion  of  to-day  to  encounter.  Now 
he  has  perfect  repose,  and  I  hope  none  but  pleasurable 
emotions. 

I  have  brought  you  Pinet’s 1  egg,  but  when  it  was 
suspended  in  its  glass  bell  I  thought  it  so  pretty  that 
my  plans  changed  and  I  have  brought  it  to  you  as  a 
love  gift. 

My  benefit  will  be  great,  for  it  will  be  seen  on  your 
table  and  perhaps  obtain  me  orders,  and  you  shall 
repay  me  by  protecting  my  bazaar,  and,  if  you  ever 
want  a  blotting-paper  book,  a  comforter  or  such  like, 

1  An  ostrich  egg  painted  in  imitation  of  one  painted  by  Teniers  in  the 
possession  of  the  Duke. 
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employing  me,  but  this  egg  I  am  bent  upon  giving 
you. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  November  21,  1837. 

Dearest  brother, — Safely  delivered  and  perfectly 
happy.  Everybody  tells  me  that  dearest  Leveson  did 
well.1  Granville  is  very  much  delighted  and  almost 
well. 

I  found  G.  at  dinner  at  Court,  in  hat  and  feather 
and  diamonds,  gayest  of  the  gay  and  in  her  element. 
You  know  she  loves  in  Courts  to  shine.  My  darling 
Susy  as  thin  as  a  whipping-post,  and  Eivers  as  fat  as  a 
partridge  ;  both  the  greatest  dears  I  have  seen  for  a  long 
time. 

I  find  Queen  Victoria  perfect  in  manner,  dignity, 
and  grace,  with  great  youthfulness  and  joyousness.  I 
find  a  dinner  at  Court  very  curious  to  see,  but  my  bad 
nature  prevailed,  and  I  got  so  impatient  towards  eleven 
that  I  hardly  could  bear  it. 

It  is  so  much  more  like  a  Court  than  any  I  have 
seen,  and  I  am  spoilt  by  bobbing  in  for  ten  minutes  to 
the  Queen’s  back  and  cross-stitch  at  the  Tuileries. 

William2  says,  a  little  tipsy  and  in  his  impulsive 
manner  :  ‘  I’ve  seen  Mr.  Ridgeway,  and  he  can’t  say 
anything  because  he  knows  nothing,  but  the  letters  isn’t 
in  no  ways  stopped  ;  all  as  usual,  so  I  suppose,’  and  then 
he  looked  wistfully  at  me  like  a  dog. 

We  sat  poor  Mary  Gloucester  and  I  on  either  side. 
The  Duchess  Suth,  G.,  Lady  Durham  in  a  row.  Three 
chairs  were  called  for  and  placed  for  Duke  Suth,  Lords 
Mulgrave  and  Durham.  We  looked  like  the  old  game 
from  chapel  to  church,  from  church  to  chapel.  She 
talked  almost  entirely  to  the  men,  but  very  graciously 

1  He  moved  the  Address. 

2  A  footman  of  the  Duke’s  from  the  West  of  Scotland. 
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and  kindly  to  us.  She  1  at  whist  looks  careworn,  but 
all  seems  smooth. 

Why,  here’s  a  new  view  of  things.  Little  Johnny, 
say  some,  has  been  imprudent,  over-confident  of  strength, 
too  Conservative  in  short.  I  think  so  right,  and  if  we 
do  move  upon  it,  upon  what  noble  springs !  I  think  it 
as  politic  as  right,  but  I  heard  of  someone  going  up  to 
one  of  us  and  uttering  ‘  You’re  gone.’ 

Dearest  brother,  in  reliance  upon  the  Hebrides  I 
don’t  stop  my  letter,  but  hope  and  trust  it  will  cross 
you  on  the  road. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  November  22,  1837. 

I  have  seen  that  incomparable  man,  Mr.  Ridgeway. 
He  tells  me  you  will  not  be  here  to-day,  he  thinks, 
because  he  is  going  to  send  you  your  letters.  So  I 
write.  We  are  most  comfortable  here  ;  we  want  but  you. 

Johnny’s  speech  has  had  different  effects,  and  so  has 
one  he  uttered  yesterday,  somewhat  softening  the 
matter.  Duke  Sutherland  and  I  liked  the  first,  and 
object  to  any  backing  out  of  it.  My  husband  thought 
the  first  imprudent,  and  sees  no  reason  for  having  pledged 
himself  to  so  much ;  it  has  necessitated  the  second,  and 
that’s  just  the  pity.  I  think  a  grand  Whig  fault  is 
always,  like  poor  Mrs.  Bunting,  to  jump  over  the  saddle, 
instead  of  into  it,  and  then,  dear  Grace,  they  are  obliged 
to  go  a  little  into  the  dirt  to  get  up  afresh. 

Rivers  and  Susy  dined  at  Court  yesterday,  and  she 
is  going  to  take  her  baby  to  the  Queen.  They  were 
much  pleased  with  the  Queen  and  her  civility  to  them, 
and  Rivers  delighted  with  Lord  Melbourne. 

Leveson  met  Lord  Ashburton  at  Lady  Harriet 
Baring’s.  She  immediate^  said,  ‘  Allow  me  to  intro¬ 
duce  to  you  the  future  member  for  North  Staffordshire.’ 

1  The  Duchess  of  Kent. 
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Lord  Ashburton  looked  much  put  out,  so  it  answered 
to  her. 

Brother,  I  think  Lord  Durham  vulgar  and  familiar. 
I  wish  I  could  see  your  face.  Pray  burn  this  letter. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  December  1837. 

My  dearest  sister, — We  expect  Freddy  on  Sunday, 
and  are  leading  en  attendant  a  quiet  life,  though  yester¬ 
day  I  dined  out  for  a  wonder,  at  Lord  Ailesbury’s, 
where  she,  Lady  Kinnoul,  Lady  Glengall,  Lady  Aid- 
borough,  Madame  de  Caraman,  and  the  Princesse  Charles 
de  Beauveau,  nee  Komar,  appeared  gorgeous  in  velvets 
and  satins  of  various  bright  hues.  The  little  soiree 
afterwards  was  pleasant  till  the  ecstatic  moment  of 
release. 

Lady  Fanny  Bruce  1  has  just  left  us  in  tears,  because 
the  carriage  came  sooner  than  was  expected.  She  has 
been  taking  her  dancing  lesson  with  Susy  Osborne. 
She  is  the  most  clever,  funny  little  thing,  the  image  of 
Bruce. 

Oswald  is  slow,  heavy,  and  sleepy,  but  there  is 
something  kind  and  worthy  about  him,  that  makes 
one  feel  as  one  does  when  the  dogs  grow  old.  I  hope 
he  will  brighten  up. 

To  Lady-  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  December  25,  1837. 

My  own  dearest  sister, — After  I  have  wished  you  a 
merry  Christmas  I  must  tell  you  that  Granville  con¬ 
tinues  well.  The  weather  is  like  spring,  as  mild  and 
warm.  We  have  resumed  our  early  drives. 

Give  my  love  and  thanks  to  your  Duchess.  Tell 

1  A  daughter  of  Lord  Elgin.  She  married  in  1855  Mr.  Baillie  of 
Dochfour. 
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her  I  will  take  care  that  her  box  is  delivered,  also  that 
the  feud  seems  much  composed  between  the  Princesses,1 
and  is  not  now  visible  to  the  naked  eye,  though  spec¬ 
tacles  see  gene  and  coldness  that  did  not  exist  in  former 
times.  Also  that  I  gave  her  message  to  Guizot. 

We  are  all  charmed  with  Lady  Abercorn,  she  is  so 
unaffected,  gay,  and  graceful.  Marie  and  Dody  like 
Lady  Georgiana,  and  say  that  she  is  amusing  and  original. 
The  Duke 2  is  better,  calls  our  Harcourt  £  Dearest  Lizzy  ’ 
before  company,  which  causes  surprise. 

George  Harcourt  says :  ‘  Are  you  acquainted  with 
Baron  Htigel  ?  ’  ‘Yes.’ 

‘  He  is  a  most  delightful  person,  Elizabeth  knows 
him  well.’  ‘  Oh.’ 

‘  We  have  been  seeing  him  daily  since  you  left 
us.’  £  Oh.’ 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  December  29,  1837. 

My  dearest,  dear  sister, — We  are  expecting  the 
Sutherlands  to-day  or  to-morrow.  I  shall  give  you  a 
true  account  of  everything  we  do  and  that  she  does, 
knowing  how  interesting  is  all  that  concerns  them. 

I  think  Mme.  de  Schonbourg  a  good  deal  sobered, 
and  Paris  on  the  whole  is  quite  a  different  arena  from 
what  it  was  last  year.  No  gaiety  going  on  of  any  sort 
or  kind.  Mme.  de  Delmar,  confined  to  her  sick  room, 
will  not  open  her  house.  The  Prench  are  still  less 
coming  than  usual  for  various  reasons,  and  now  the 
very  annoying  melancholy  failure  at  Constantine.  The 
ridicule  thrown,  entre  nous ,  not  without  reason,  upon  the 
very  ridiculous  telegraphic  account  of  it.  Alarm  at 
what  Thiers  may  do,  the  uncertainty  of  what  will  be 
when  the  Chambers  meet,  an  unusual  quantity  of 


1  Lieven  and  Schonbourg. 


2  Of  Bedford. 
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private  mournings.  Charles  the  Tenth 1  only  just  begin¬ 
ning  to  subside,  and  the  Due  d’Angoul&me’s  death 
expected,  not  to  mention  Naples  and  Austria.  All 
these  very  various  causes  have  given  the  greatest 
possible  flatness  to  soirees  ;  nothing  like  a  ball  has 
been  dreamt  of.  Tufiakin  had  promised  to  give  one 
on  the  28th,  but  the  Carlist  ladies  of  his  acquaintance 
prevented  him.  And  now  comes  the  extraordinary 
rise  of  the  Seine  to  keep  us  still  quieter.  This  side 
of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain  is  almost  impassable, 
and  Mme.  Appony  has  put  off  an  immense  rout  which 
she  was  to  have  had  on  Monday.  She  writes  :  ‘  Une 
file  de  voiture  a  terre  est  bien  desagreable,  mais  une 
file  a  l’eau  serait  trop  fort.’ 


1  He  died  on  November  6,  1836. 
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I B3B 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  January  1,  1838. 

My  own  dear  sister, — Many  happy  returns  to  you 
and  yours. 

Our  Bazaar  has  taken  its  elan  and  is  prospering 
wonderfully.  It  is  really  extremely  pretty.  Every 
day  brings  new  customers  to  purchase  and  to  place 
their  works,  which  they  are  delighted  to  do  for  their 
own  charitable  purposes,  allowing  Miss  Coppinger  the 
third  of  the  profit  of  each  article  sold.  She  has  for 
some  days  past  never  sold  for  less  than  twenty  francs, 
and  two  days  for  forty  and  fifty. 

Paris  is  going  to  be  insoatenable,  even  for  me,  as 
the  Tuileries  and  the  Duchess  of  Orleans  are  going  to 
put  forth  all  their  energies  two  or  three  times  a  week. 
All  the  pleasant  people  are  going  away.  The  Cawdors 
next  week,  the  Abercorns  this,  and  last  not  least  the 
boys  must  go  soon. 

Leveson  fond  of  going,  as  my  brother  observes, 
took  a  turn  last  night.  Dinner  at  Betty  Harcourt’s ; 
to  parties  at  Lieven’s  and  Flahault’s,  then  to  the  Salon  to 
see  its  close,  and  lastly  to  Delmar’s.  He  is  a  snug  dar¬ 
ling,  always  ambulating,  his  wheels  making  no  noise, 
but  doing  their  work  well. 

God  bless  you,  my  dearest.  Mrs.  White  of  East 
Florida  comes  to  the  ball ;  Mrs.  White,  Lady  Harriet 
d’Orsay’s  sister,  has  been  to  a  soiree,  and  is  coming 
to  the  ball — nice-looking,  like  her  sister,  without 
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the  beauty.  Mrs.  Henry  White,  lovely,  appeared  last 
Friday  and  is  coming  to  the  ball ;  Madame  d’Auchamp, 
Lady  Julia’s  protegee ,  ditto. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  January  5,  1838. 

Most  dear  sister, — Susy  is  much  better  than  I  could 
have  hoped,  and  in  her  most  joyous  spirits.  She  and 
Georgy  are  in  such  enchantment  at  being  together. 
Baba  and  George  Pitt  are  bosom  friends,  and  have  not 
yet  quarrelled  once.  Miss  Pitt,1  an  immense  success  in 
society,  is  thought  beautiful,  is  most  gracious,  not  in 
the  least  shy,  but  is  at  present  somewhat  stormy  in 
domestic  life.  The  baby  is  thought  a  prodigy.  I  do 
not  admire  her  much.  There  never  was  such  delight 
as  having  them  all ! 

We  frequent  the  Opera.  On  Wednesday  all  went  to 
the  Helmar  concert,  and  yesterday  to  the  Locke  tableaux. 
The  sisters  ravished.  Pavers  in  despair  ;  but  then,  as 
Susy  says,  ‘  he  can  go  home,’  and  so  he  does. 

Lady  Wallscourt,  handsome  as  Eubens’s  wife,  with 
H.  Greville  and  Mrs.  Locke’s  little  girl.2  Miss  Eaikes 
beautiful,  they  all  declare,  as  Mme.  de  la  Yalliere,  hair 
down,  eyes  up,  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  H.  Greville 
Louis  XIV.,  Mrs.  Locke  an  attendant  nun.  Antonin 
and  Mrs.  George  Eose  flashed  in  the  pan — that  is,  they 
did  not  look  quite  as  beautiful  as  they  were  expected. 
He,  as  Lord  Leicester,  not  distinguished  enough  ;  she, 
as  Amy  Eobsart,  looked  on  the  ground  instead  of  at 
Antonin,  a  modesty  which  is  said  to  be  only  in  that 
excess  in  a  tableau ,  where  alone  it  was  misplaced. 
But  the  perfection  came  last.  Mrs.  Locke,3  Lucy 
of  Lammermoor,  having  just  signed  her  contract, 
Douglas  as  Eavensworth  pointing  at  it.  H.  Greville  the 

1  Now  Mrs.  Oldfield.  2  Now  Lady  Walsingham. 

3  The  widow  of  Mr.  Locke,  who  was  drowned  in  the  Lake  of  Como. 
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other  man.  Miss  Raikes,  Lady  Aston.  Richelieu  was  aux 
anges,  like  the  malin  bossu.  Susy,  as  in  her  maiden 
days,  amused  and  delighted  with  him.  ‘  Gomme  on  est 
froid  !  On  n’applaudit  pas.  Je  n’ai  entendu  que  Mme. 
de  Poix.  Quand  elle  a  vu  Miss  Raikes,  elle  l’a  prise  pour 
Antonin,  et  elle  a  crie,  “Ah,  il  est  charmant ;  mais 
comme  cela  change  :  je  ne  1  aurais  pas  reconnu. 

We  have  no  new  arrivals  but  the  Fitzharrises.1 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  January  1838. 

Most  dear  sister, — We  are  all  occupied  with  the  sad 
news  of  this  morning.  The  Italian  Opera  burnt  down 
last  night.  Severini,  Robert’s  partner,  in  an  access  of 
desespoir ,  flung  himself  in  the  middle  of  the  flames  and 
perished.  The  fire  began  an  hour  after  the  house  was 
empty,  and  there  was  no  wind.  Otherwise  the  loss  of 
life  and  property  would  have  been  incalculable.  It  is 
supposed  to  have  arisen  from  a  beam  catching  fire  from 
over-heated  calorifers.  Kulbach  worked  till  five  this 
morning,  harnessed  to  a  rope,  handing  buckets.  Pray 
send  this  scrap  to  my  brother,  as  he  may  wish  to  know 
about  it. 

Freddy  starts  this  evening  for  Oxford,  and  leaves 
his  fortunate  parents  at  the  Duchess  of  Orleans’  first 
ball,  of  which  I  will  send  you  an  account  by  the  next 
courier. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  January  12,  1838. 

Most  dear  sister, — What  a  time  since  I  have  written  ! 
I  have  not  been  ill,  but  exceedingly  unwell,  which 
during  the  time  and  since  made  me  feel  quite  inca¬ 
pable  of  anything. 

All  our  English,  I  mean  of  one  sort,  will,  I  suppose, 

1  Lord  Fitzharris  succeeded  his  father  as  third  Earl  of  Malmesbury  in 
1841.  He  was  twice  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs. 
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rush  for  the  meeting.  When  Lady  E.  Harcourt  goes, 
all  the  men  in  Paris  will  die,  4  not  really,  my  dear.’ 
The  Due  de  Bauffremont  and  Maurice  are  quite  victims, 
it  is  said.  Lady  Norreys  is  less  liked  than  her  mother. 
She  affronts  the  women,  and  men  are  first  elated,  then 
angry,  but  even  Antoninus  Pius  says,  4  C’est  une  honnete 
femme.’  Lady  Clanricarde’s  departure  will  kill  only 
Mme.  de  Lieven  and  me.  She  has  been  perfect,  charm¬ 
ing,  but  avoiding  the  great  world,  not  going  to  balls  or 
great  affairs,  but  it  is  a  loss  for  intimite ,  talk,  and  con¬ 
stant  sociability  not  be  described. 

I  went  yesterday  to  the  Duchesse  d’Orleans  ;  a  tiny 
music.  The  King  and  Granville  sat  whispering  behind 
a  screen.  The  Due  d’Orleans  said  to  me,  4  A  subject 
for  H.  B.’  The  Duke  was  in  such  wild  spirits  that 
some  said  a  little  0.  was  in  prospect.  Some  that  at  his 
dinner  he  had  indulged  and  become  a  little  elated. 
Lady  Clanricarde,  4  It  is  only  that  he  likes  giggling  all 
night  with  Clanricarde.’ 

We  are  all  emerveilles  and  enchanted  with  Lord 
Durham’s  appointment1 — so  clever,  so  skilful  to  make 
such  a  neat  hit  at  such  a  distant  mark,  and  then  {vide 
4  Examiner,’  the  clever  4  Examiner  ’),  to  be  rewarded  and 
more  than  repaid  by  such  extravagant,  such  unbounded 
praise.  Nothing  can  be  more  edifying  and  entertaining. 
There  never  was  such  a  step,  I  think,  for  the  security 
of  the  present  Government. 

We  never  hear  the  Queen  talked  of — a  good  sign. 

Lord  Grey  writes  to  Mme.  de  Lieven  in  the  very 
blackest  humour.  Ellice  that  a  Garter  and  Dukedom 
will  be  nothing  of  a  reward  to  Lord  Durham. 

1  To  Canada. 


VOL.  II. 
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To  Lord  Leveson  and  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  January  1838. 

Dearest  Leveson, — We  regret  you  more  than  words 
can  say. 

We  have  done  little;  had  an  immense  Friday;  quan¬ 
tities  of  Carlists. 

Wednesday  a  dinner.  Mr.  Kemble  and  Adelaide, 
two  Mrs.  Lockes,  Lady  Wallscourt,  Douglas,  Bruce, 
De  Candia,1  Poniatowski,  Belgiojoso,  Greville,  and  Nico¬ 
las  Pahlen.  It  was  Belgiojoso’s  generous  proposal  to 
improviser  a  little  concert  for  us.  We  then  asked  him 
to  dine.  Marras  is  to  come  and  Miss  Kemble  will  sing. 
Lady  Norreys  will  regret  having  left  us. 

Dearest  sister, — Forgive  economy  ;  I  have  no  more 
stufl  in  me.  There  is  a  grand  war — Flahault  versus 
Baudrand.  Nobody  knows  if  the  former  will  remain  in 
the  Duke  of  Orleans’  household. 

Bruce  is  lower  than  low.  He  enjoys  nothing  and 
looks  wretchedly  ill.  In  vain  did  Lady  Harriet  Galway 
aim  all  her  charms  at  him. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  31,  1838. 

Dearest  sister, — Only  one  line  to  thank  you  for  all 
your  kindness  and  constant  letters. 

The  loss  2  is  irreparable.  There  were  few  as  much 
loved  as  she  was. 

Give  my  love  to  dearest  Leveson.  Tell  him  his 
dear  letter  came  from  Mistley  and  cheered  me,  and  that 
I  read  it  when  in  very  severe  pain.  You  will  be  glad 
to  hear  that  I  am  quite  relieved,  and  hope  to  be  quite 
well  in  a  few  days,  but  I  have  suffered  extremely. 

Friday. — My  dear,  dearest  sister.  I  felt  very  much 

1  The  celebrated  tenor,  who  took  the  name  of  Mario  when  he  went  on 
the  stage. 

2  Lady  Harrowby  died  on  May  18,  1838. 
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affected  yesterday  by  a  letter  from  Georgiana  Wortley 
and  a  bracelet  with  dearest  Lady  Harrowby’s  hair.  I 
think  every  day  gives  me  a  sadder  and  deeper  regret. 
I  have  trouble  in  struggling  against  nervous  feelings  of 
all  sorts. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  16,  1838. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Thank  your  dearest  Duchess  for 
her  kindness  about  Marras,  who  is  grateful  and  en¬ 
chanted. 

Soult1  is  to  have  a  large  following.  Dues  de  Yalerxyiy 
and  Yicence,  Messrs,  de  Champlatreux,  Bassano,  and 
Mornay.  It  will  be  well  done.  His  character  is  to 
be  tres  avare ,  tres  avide,  and  tres  magnifique.  So  lie 
will  fleece  Louis  Philippe  and  then  flare  away. 

I  enclose  a  drawing  of  St.  Cloud  for  your  vente. 
The  trees  are  too  green,  but  we  think  the  building 
beautifully  done. 

To  Lady  Carlisle . 

Paris  :  June  19,  1838. 

My  dearest  sister, — What  can  I  tell  you  P  Sir 
Piobert  and  Lady  Harland  dined  here  yesterday,  and  I 
was  delighted  to  see  her  again.  The  slow  low  voice 
and  occasionally  closing  her  eyes  had  its  old  effect  of 
calming  my  nerves.  We  talked  of  Wherstead  and 
Felixtowe,  and  remembrances  vivid  and  sad  came,  but 
not  in  a  painful  or  agitating -manner. 

We  are  just  setting  out,  Dody  Hayes,  Baby  and  I, 
for  Longchamps.2  At  two  Baba  and  I  dine  there,  upon 
mutton  chops  and  boiled  lettuce,  stewed  prunes  and 
strawberries.  The  day  is  enchanting.  Our  husbands 
ride  there  late.  Mine,  de  Lieven  never  misses,  whether 
we  are  there  or  not.  Georgy  and  I  have  two  or  three 

1  He  was  sent  as  Special  Ambassador  to  London  for  the  Coronation, 

2  Lady  Granville  had  hired,  a  cottage  at  Longchamps. 
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uninterrupted  hours  for  the  ‘  Life  of  Wilberforce,’  which 
she  reads  while  I  stitch. 

Chalmers  preached  the  finest  sermon  that  ever  was 
heard  yesterday.  Georgy  and  Fullerton  were  there. 

I  did  not  dare  go.  It  was  an  immense  sacrifice,  but 
Georgy  says  I  could  not  have  stood  it.  The  ciowd 
and  heat  were  beyond  anything.  But  more  beauti¬ 
ful,  more  right  and  judicious — indulgent  energy  and 
ardour,  yet  nothing  overstrained  or  that  the  most 
worldly  could  cavil  at.  He  goes  immediately.  Mrs. 
Chalmers  says,  ‘  It  is  of  no  use  staying.  The  savants 
don’t  understand  the  Doctor’s  language,  and  he  don’t 
understand  theirs.’  She  said  this  to  Georgy  at  a  most 
curious  collection  of  people  at  dear  Lady  Elgin  s  the 
other  evening — the  Chalmers,  old  Mme.  de  A  audreuil 
douainere,  Miss  Marlay,  Messrs.  Mignet,  Broglie,  and 
Guizot. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  26,  1838. 

My  dearest  sister, — We  shall  be  most  happy  to 
receive  Harry.1 

I  have  been  spending  my  morning  at  Longchamps. 
The  Apponys  came  to  us  there,  Mme.  de  Lieven  and 
Marie  Menzingen,  Lady  Acton  and  her  beautiful  boy,2 
like  Lawrence’s  picture  of  young  Lambton  and  the 
infant  John  in  some  ‘  Holy  Family.’ 

We  walked,  ate  strawberries,  and  tried  to  cheer  up 
Mme.  de  Lieven — a  difficult  task,  as  she  dreads  the 
coming  months  when  all  her  friends  will  have  left  Paris, 
and  yet  can  make  no  plan  to  take  her  out  of  it. 

The  Due  de  Broglie  has  just  been  to  bid  us  good¬ 
bye.  Everybody  is  going  or  gone. 

1  Lady  Carlisle’s  youngest  son,  appointed  Attache  at  Paris. 

2  The  present  Lord  Acton. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  July  2,  1838. 

You  must  know  that  it  is  quite  impossible  to  make 
you  sensible  of  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  you  this 
morning.  It  was  quite  delightful,  and  Lieven  was 
allowed  a  peep  at  the  sketch.  She  bids  me  tell  you  she 
adores  you,  and  that  you  are  the  only  person  capable 
of  giving  a  proper  notion  and  vivid  description  of  such 
things.1  For  where  is  Lieven’s  heart  and  what  is  her 
absorbing  interest  ?  Why  Precedence,  my  dear,  who 
first,  who  last,  who  here,  who  there,  and  she  studied  the 
page  intensely.  ‘  Mais,  ma  chere,  oil  est  done  Pozzo  et 
les  Strogonoff?  Mais  votre  frere  est  un  homme  ado¬ 
rable.  Voila  Paul.2  Lites-lui  combien  je  suis  touchee.’ 

We  are  so  pleased  to  hear  from  all  how  magni¬ 
ficent,  beautiful,  and  lieart-stirring  it  was.  Little  Miss 
Schwarzenberg  over  the  way  sent  me  a  miniature  of 
her  belle-soeur,  and  very  like  John  Ponsonbyit  was.  My 
dearest  dear  L.,  what  a  happy  thought  was  the  gallery 
on  the  wall ! 3  All  the  French  papers  are  full  of  it. 

What  a  pleasant  thought  it  is  that  my  darling  Susy 
is  three  doors  from  you  at  Kemp  ! 

We  go  on  Tuesday,  the  10th.  A  new  road,  shorter, 
avoiding  Lyons  and  the  Jura,  dipping  perpendicularly 
down  la  Lent  du  Chat  into  hot  little  Aix  bason.  Oh, 
that  you  could  be  tempted!  God  bless  you. 

Let  me  just  say  that  two  little  books  you  gave  me 
were  the  greatest  pleasure  and  comfort  to  me  whilst  I 
was  sick.  I  am  quite  well  now,  only  rather  wishy- 
washy. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  July  9,  1838. 

My  dearest  sister, — A  thousand  thanks  for  your 
letter.  Your  son  is  most  amiable  and  a  great  addition. 

1  The  Queen’s  Coronation.  2  Her  son 

3  Of  Devonshire  House. 
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His  shyness  is  not  perceptible,  and  does  not  seem  to 
take  from  his  enjoyment  of  society.  Lord  Miltons  son 
is  arrived,  and  I  think  him  a  charming  boy.  He  and 
Harry  are  now  amusing  Granville,  Fullerton,  and  Henry 
Greville  with  the  latest  news  of  London  and  the  Corona¬ 
tion.  We  are  told  that  Mr.  Ellice  is  to  be  here  some 
time.  I  believe  he  arrives  this  week — such  a  catch  foi 
Mme.  de  Lieven !  Mine,  de  Schonbourg,  too,  is  on  her 
little  legs  again,  quite  well.  Dined  at  Auteuil  yesterday. 

Monday. — We  are  still  in  suspense  about  our  da} , 
because  Aston,  Leveson,  Freddy,  and  the  fourgon  are 
all  somewhere,  but  neither  here  nor  there,  and  we  must 
see  what’s  what  before  we  decide. 

I  fear  that  the  journey  will  be  disagreeable  to 
dearest  Leveson,  and  I  am  brought  to  be  glad  that 
Mme.  de  Menou,  a  clever  old  favourite  of  his,  the  two 
beautiful  Spaniards,  Mesdames  Narvaez  and  Quintana, 
and  the  Ellices  are  all  going  to  wash  in  sulphur  with 
us.  I  have  no  doubt  of  Freddy’s  enjoyment.  We 
shall  probably  start  on  Saturday. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness  in  having 
Charles  depicted.  Tremendously  like  they  are,  your 
Duchess  and  all,  but  not  a  resemblance  that  gladdens 
the  posers. 

On  Saturday  we  took  Harry  to  Madame  Appony’s 
reception  at  Auteuil  to  launch  him  in  a  French  house. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  July  14,  1888. 

Tall,  big  Freddy  is  arrived.  He  gives  delicious 
accounts  of  you  all. 

What  beautiful  things  Stafford  House  has  done ! 
The  Liliputian  christening  is  quite  ravishing.  It  is  a 
great  pleasure  to  hear  Aston.  He  took  bird’s-eye  views 
of  all,  but,  like  me,  shuns  actual  practical  larking. 
Harry  seems  pleased  and  gets  on  very  well  in  society. 
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To-day  he  has  to  stand  the  fire  of  Schonbourg  and  Cara- 
mania,  who  dine  here.  He  is  reckoned  uncommonly 
good-looking,  and  would  be  very  handsome  if  he  would 
not  stoop  in  a  way  that  inclines  me  to  take  a  whip. 
Liz  is  a  poker  in  comparison.  I  mean  when  I  return 
to  take  it  in  hand  with  your  permission. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  July  21,  1838. 

At  nine  this  morning  the  Fullertons  and  Baba  set 
out.  They  wait  one  day  at  Chambery,  so  as  to  arrive 
the  day  after  us  at  Aix. 

Our  weather  is  quite  delicious.  We  waited  long 
enough  to  have  all  the  newest  news  from  the  Bear,1  who 
dined  here  yesterday,  and  whose  arrival  saves  Mine,  de 
Lieven,  who  was  in  a  state  of  utter  discomfiture.  She 
now  hopes  with  him,  Aston,  and  Harry — Versailles 
occasionally  and  Longchamps  daily — to  get  through 
the  hot  months. 

I  really  believe  a  little  douching  and  bathing  is  the 
best  possible  thing,  where  no  mischief  is  apparent  and 
to  prevent  any  arising.  I  do  not  like  the  idea  of 
quaffing  the  hot  sulphur  myself,  but  Doctor  Bichard 
insists,  and  with  Doctor  Bobert  to  watch  I  mean  to 
begin  immediately. 

We  are  all  well.  Granville  uncommonly  so.  Ful¬ 
lerton,  as  he  always  is,  extremely  revived  and  exhila¬ 
rated  by  a  plan  and  a  lark ;  he  and  Freddy  intending 
to  go  to  Milan,  Venice,  etc. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Aix-les-Bains :  July  24,  1838. 

We  arrived  here  at  nine  o’clock  yesterday  evening, 
after  a  very  delightful  journey.  The  last  part  of  our 
journey  from  Bourg  to  Bellay,  crossing  the  Dent  du 
1  The  Right  Hon.  Edward  Ellice. 
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Chat — most  beautiful — all  that  river  and  rock  can  do 
from  Bellay  to  Yenne  ;  and  then  scenery  a  little  in  the 
style  of  the  Jura,  with  more  steep  and  winding  ascent 
and  descent.  At  the  very  top  of  the  mountain  a  view 
of  the  little  Lac  de  Bourget  below,  and  the  snow-moun¬ 
tains  of  the  Dauphine  beyond.  Here  we  found  a 
charming  little  house,  taken  for  us  by  the  Ellices,  per¬ 
fectly  clean,  quiet,  and  cool,  and  excellent  beds.  The 
Fullertons  are  at  Chambery  ;  we  expect  them  to-day. 
They  have  apartments  in  this  house.  We  are  told  that 
the  town  is  full  of  Lyons  tradespeople  and  few  ac¬ 
quaintances.  Freddy  is  just  come  back  from  the  Ellice 
family,  where  he  found  Marion,  the  eldest  girl,  with  her 
hair  curling  over  her  shoulders  and  a  large,  flat,  wide, 
straw  hat  like  a  parasol.  ‘More  beautiful  than  any 
girl  he  ever  saw.’  He  was  quite  emu  with  his  admira¬ 
tion.  We  have  had  a  visit  from  our  Doctor  Yidal,  who 
is  now  undergoing  an  interview  with  Doctor  Bobert, 
who  will  view  him  with  the  most  profound  contempt, 
as  he  is  the  best  but  most  twaddling  of  his  kind,  and 
will  not  be  up  to  any  one  long  word  or  ingenious 
speculation  offered  to  him. 

I  have  not  time  to  write  to  Brighton.  Will  you 
have  the  kindness  to  send  this  foolscap  edition  of  our 
journey  to  Susy ;  and  will  you,  my  dearest  child,  hand 
it  on  to  D.  on  the  neighbouring  balcony  ;  and  will  you, 
my  dearest  brother,  bring  me  the  answers  en  personne  ? 

To  Lady  Carlisle, 

Aix :  August  9,  1838. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — You  are  an  excellent  corre¬ 
spondent,  but  you  must  allow  for  me.  We  are  arroses, 
eat  and  drink  a  quantity,  drive  in  a  very  rough 
char-a-bancs,  and  swim  upon  a  very  beautiful  lake  ;  occa¬ 
sionally  meet  John  Grefulhe  looking  black  and  bilious, 
and  the  Ellice  girls,  who  bring  us  butterflies,  and 
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butter  of  their  own  making.  Occasional  visits  to  and 
from  Mmes.  de  Menou  and  Navarres. 

We  never  hear  from  Leveson.  How  I  long  to  have 
him  at  Paris  !  Give  him  my  best  love  and  tell  him  that 
I  do  not  write,  as  I  can  only  return  fire  from  hence. 
The  essential  facts  and  occupations  here  he  will  know 
from  you,  that  the  douches  agree,  and  that  we  set  out 
for  Geneva  on  the  15th. 

You  never  mention  a  possibility  of  your  Paris  visit. 
If  you  wish  for  quiet,  you  can  always  command  it 
there.  If  you  wish  for  fetes  and  spectacles ,  there  are 
to  be  many  on  the  occasion  of  the  christening  of 
the  child  that  is  hoped  for  on  the  15th.  Mme.  de 
Lieven  tells  me  to-day  he  is  to  be  called  Comte  de 
Paris,  and  that  his  marraine  is  to  be  la  Ville  de 
Paris.  She  adds  :  ‘  Representee,  je  suppose,  par  Mme. 
de  Rambuteau.’ 

I  never  knew  anything  like  the  rush  to  Italy,  and  I 
believe  we  shall  have  very  few  compatriots  of  those  we 
wish  for  or  those  we  dread  for  the  Caruaval. 

I  have  taken  on  Longchamps  till  the  1st  of 
November,  so  that  I  shall  have  much  rural  enjoyment 
even  at  Paris,  and  hope  to  show  it  to  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Berne  :  August  28,  1838. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Yesterday,  to  our  great  joy, 
D.  arrived  here  in  high  health  and  spirits.  He  goes  to 
Thun  and  does  the  Oberland  with  us,  and  leaves  us  at 
Neufchatel  to  hunt  Blanche. 

We  shall  be  in  Paris  on  the  12th.  Lord  Holland 
fears  that  no  movement  accelere  will  bring  them  there 
before  a  later  period  of  the  month.  The  pleasure  of 
seeing  him  is  a  very  great  one  to  us. 

All  Paris  is  en  emoi  at  its  little  Count.  I  am  so 
glad  of  a  joy  for  the  Queen  and  the  poor  accouchee 
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herself,  who  seems  to  have  suffered  much.  Excellent 
account  of  Susy  and  her  dauphin. 

I).  went  to  Thun  this  morning,  where  Master  Ful¬ 
lerton  will  receive  him. 


To  Lady  Rivers  and  Lady  Carlisle. 

Berne  :  September  4,  1838. 

My  dearest  Susy, — I  have  so  little  time  that  I  must 
write  this  letter  to  you  and  your  aunt  G.  I  found  here 
a  letter  from  that  dearest  Yorkshire  lady,  giving  me 
the  delicious  account  she  had  just  received  from  you, 
and  telling  me  of  the  Na worth  1  company. 

My  news  is  for  you  both.  Our  days  in  Oberland 
have  been  enchanting.  Such  country  I  had  never 
dreamed  of,  the  finest  possible  weather  and  perfectly 
good  health.  I  wish  you  to  imagine  me  coming  down  a 
steep  rocky  path,  fit  only  for  goats,  in  a  chair  carried  by 
two  men,  quite  at  my  ease,  looking  at  a  glacier  or  a  snow 
mountain,  or  a  cascade,  or  a  chalet,  listening  to  three 
little  peasant  girls,  all  youdling  to  perfection  in  parts ; 
dining  in  clean,  excellent  inns,  looking  upon  all  these 
glories,  sunsets,  full  moon. 

So  enchanted  is  my  brother  that  at  nine  o’clock 
yesterday  morning  he  embarked  at  Thun  on  the  steam¬ 
boat  to  go  back  to  Interlaken.  Himself  and  his 
doctor,  with  two  footmen  and  Boney,  in  blouses  and 
belts  and  straw  hats  and  knapsacks  on  their  backs, 
intend  to  walk  from  thence  to  Brienz,  Meiringen, 
etc.,  to  see  the  fall  of  the  Giessbacli,  and  to  return  after 
this  romantic  episode  to  Thun.  We  go  to-day  to 
Morat,  to-morrow  to  Neufchatel,  and  then  by  very  slow 
journeys  reach  Paris  on  the  12th. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  writes  from  Paris  :  ‘  J’ai  appris  des 
details  sur  les  couches.  H’abord,  les  temoins  ont  vu 

1  Naworth  Castle,  Lord  Carlisle’s  Border  castle  in  Cumberland. 
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tout,  comme  aux  couches  de  la  Ducliesse  de  Berri.  II 
n’y  a  pas  eu  moyen  de  douter.  Imaginez,  outre  la 
famille,  six  temoins.  Ensuite,  des  que  l’enfant  a  ete 
ne,  tout  le  monde  est  alle  le  voir  laver,  habiller,  et 
personne,  personne  n’est  reste  avec  la  Princesse  que 
ses  deux  femmes  de  cliambre.  Elle  a  voulu  changer 
de  lit,  et  l’a  fait  bien  bassiner.  En  consequence  de 
quoi,  elle  n’y  etait  pas  depuis  deux  minutes  qu’une 
horrible  hemorragie  est  survenue.  On  a  crie,  appele, 
on  l’a  couverte  de  glaces,  on  a  arrete  l’hemorragie ; 
apres  cela  est  survenue  une  atonie  complete,  et  pendant 
une  demi-heure  on  l’a  cru  morte.  On  dit  que  le 
Due  d’Orleans  etait  dans  une  angoisse  inexprimable. 
Maintenant  tout  est  bien.  Le  petit  prince,  que  la 
Eeine  appelait  hier  Louis-Philippe,  est  enorme,  par- 
faitement  constitue,  et  ressemblant,  a  ce  qu’elle  dit, 
tout-a-fait  a  la  mere.’ 

Here  is  Mr.  Edgcumbe,  looking  very  like  the 
Hague.  We  have  met  no  acquaintance  on  our  route 
except  Mr.  Labouchere  and  his  wife.  Mme.  de 
Jumilliac  is  perched  upon  the  roof  of  this  hotel. 

Now,  my  dear  relations,  forgive  me  this  once  for  my 
double  shot. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Dijon:  September  9,  1838. 

My  most  dear  sister, — Here  we  are,  reposing  a  whole 
day,  waiting  for  Georgy,  Baba,  and  G.  Stewart,  who 
remained  a  day  after  us  at  Neufchatel. 

The  Hollands  intend  being  at  Paris  almost  as  soon 
as  we  are,  and  I  delight  in  the  thought  of  seeing  him. 
I  know  not  how  she  and  Princesse  Lieven  will  put  up 
their  horses  together,  but  I  hope  well,  and  Mme.  de 
Lieven  so  pines  for  society  and  politicians  to  talk  to 
that  I  think  it  ensures  keeping  the  peace,  especially  if 
the  trial  is  not  very  long. 
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Freddy  is  much,  amused  and  pleased  at  Milan. 
Fullerton  rather  disappointed. 

It  is  amusing  to  look  out  of  the  inn  window  and  see 
the  comers  and  goers. 

A  most  extraordinary  looking  set-out — a  chariot,  the 
blinds  down  in  mid-day,  an  earl’s  coronet,  followed  by 
an  open  carriage  with  two  men  and  two  women  in  it, 
the  oddest-looking  I  ever  saw.  Countess  of  Clare  ? 

A  very  dandy  courier,  chariot  and  four,  two  young 
gentlemen,  extremely  a  leur  aise,  Walewski  and  Auguste 
de  Morny. 

The  Beauffremonts. 

A  woman  in  a  short  yellow  gown,  black  riband 
round  her  head,  running  rapidly  past  the  window,  call¬ 
ing  out  ‘  Courage,  courage  !  ’  to  a  girl  of  four  running 
by  her  side,  again  and  again.  ‘  Une  femme  qui  gagne 
son  pain.  Elle  court  six  fois  d’une  porte  de  la  ville  a 
l’autre.  Elle  parcourt  la  France  comme  9a.  II  y  a  trois 
mois  qu’elle  a  fait  cette  course;  elle  est  enceinte  et  tout 
pres  d’accoucher.’  In  spite  of  reason  and  the  doctor, 
we  gave  the  poor  exhausted  creature  some  money,  so 
did  others,  and  she  danced  across  the  street  as  nimbly 
as  possible.  She  was  extremely  ugly  and  ungraceful. 
If  a  beauty  was  to  run,  she  might  get  a  great  deal. 
The  poor  little  girl  was  much  fatigued. 

Then  all  the  Dijonites  in  their  Sunday  dresses,  but 
no  Georgy  as  yet. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Dijon :  September  9,  1838. 

I  do  not  know  where  to  begin,  having  so  many 
remarks  to  make.  They  must  come  promiscuous,  as 
Mrs.  Ridgway  used  to  say. 

From  Morat  to  JNeufchatel  by  steam  was  immense 
enjoyment.  The  Lake  much  less  pretty,  the  boat  empty, 
but  the  gliding  along,  the  ease,  the  lights  and  shades 
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on  water  and  view  of  Ewardtown 1  made  it  very  en¬ 
chanting. 

She  mourned  over  you,  but  rejoiced  over  your  gift, 
and  is  more  happy,  grateful,  and  gratified  than  is  to  be 
said.  The  Alps  cheated  us  to  an  unheard-of  degree, 
but  en  revanche  the  dinner,  the  view,  the  cleanliness,  the 
quiet.  Yet  eighteen  francs  for  four  candles  is  un¬ 
common,  and  the  rest  in  proportion. 

Granville  and  I  came  on  with  the  Doctor  the  next 
day,  your  paper  in  my  hand.  The  sun  shining,  the 
day  beautiful.  The  views  of  the  lake  in  ascending 
to  Kochefort  !  The  mountain  streams !  CMlets  in 
valleys  like  Derbyshire ! 

The  hill  at  Salines  !  so  truly  called  the  ill  by  our 
doctor.  Was  there  ever  such  a  one  ?  We  walked 
down  it,  and  my  knees  and  legs  ached,  and  I  really 
thought  I  should  have  cried.  But  Dole  made  up  for 
everything.  'What  a  perfect  inn,  like  the  old  chateau 
of  a  friend,  and  a  dinner,  and  tea-things,  and  beds  all 
incomparable  ! 

Here  we  have  rested  at  a  good  inn,  only  rather 
dirty.  To-morrow  we  sleep  at  Montbard.  Dody  at 
Avallon,  and  we  meet  the  next  day  at  Sens. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  writes  from  Paris,  very  low  and 
unwell.  The  Ludolfs  are  coming  to  us,  and  the 
Buteras  are  going  to  London.  Madame  has  written  to 
press  Madame  de  Flahault  to  return. 

Fullerton  is  less  pleased  than  Freddy.  They  have 
much  company  ;  visits  and  routs  instead  of  pageants. 
The  Coronation  will,  I  hope,  make  up  to  him.  As  yet 
they  see  only  the  scaffoldings. 

Lord  Holland  wrote  on  the  4th : ‘We  start  to-morrow, 
an  expression  with  us  more  significative  of  fear  than 
ardour.’ 

Toothachy  and  tired,  I  have  been  writing  this  letter 

1  Melle.  Eward  resided  at  Neufchatel. 
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to  you  against  the  stream,  that  you  may  be  induced  to 
send  me  one  of  your  delicious  letters,  even  if  you  have 
to  hark  back  from  the  Oberland. 

The  weather  is  all  dimmed  and  chilled  and  we  have 
tires  every  evening. 

Susy  writes  me  most  excellent  accounts  of  herself. 
She  is  expecting  Harriet  Pitt,  who  has  been  charmed 
with  her  sejour  at  Windsor. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Longchamps :  Sept.  14,  1838, 

We  arrived  at  Paris  yesterday,  my  dearest  sister,  all 
in  excellent  health,  and  found  letters  from  all  parts  of 
the  world.  From  D.  at  Entlebuch,  going  to  cross  the 
St.  Gothard,  desiring  his  letters  to  be  directed  to  Geneva, 
where  I  suppose  he  intends  to  find  Blanche.  From 
Freddy,  having  enjoyed  much  with  some  disappoint¬ 
ment.  Sir  F.  Lamb,  as  rude  as  a  bear,  occupies  much  of 
his  letter.  The  couronnement  very  superior  as  a  spectacle 
to  ours.  The  Emperor  less  cretin  than  he  is  in  general 
supposed  to  be.  I  begin  to  think  a  jewel  of  a  sovereign, 
magnijique ,  grand  in  matters  of  representation,  liberal 
and  humane  in  acts  of  mercy.  The  amnesty  is  better 
than  most  things  done  by  his  semblables,  and  everybody 
admires,  though  many  grudge  him  the  admiration. 

The  first  person  I  saw  on  arriving  was  your  dear 
boy,  quite  well  again.  Granville  is  very  desirous  that 
I  should  tell  you  that  Aston  is  quite  delighted  with  him 
sous  tous  les  rapports — intelligent,  diligent,  attentive, 
besides  beinq  most  amiable. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  September  1838. 

Now  what  have  I  got  to  say?  Lord  Holland  is 
rather  low,  and  she  is  suffering  again,  confined  to  her 
couch  with  the  rubber  employed  again.  She  says  it  is 


1838 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


271 


the  fatigue  of  the  journey.  I  say  it  is  such  a  dinner  as 
I  never  saw  anybody  eat  before.  She  came  here  on 
Monday  evening.  Mine,  de  Schonbourg,  Lady  Sandwich, 
Theresa  were  very  civil  to  her.  Mole  tres  empresse 
meme. 

Madame  de  Lieven  and  she  are  great  friends.  ‘  Ma 
cliere,  j’etais  cliez  elle.  II  y  avait  Mine.  Durazzo,  Mole, 
Humboldt.  On  annonce  Pasquier.  Elle  a  l’air  tout 
cliarme,  tout  flatte.  Elle  me  dit :  “  Eestez,  je  vous  supplie ; 
causez  avec  le  Chancelier.”  Je  resiste ;  elle  m’implore 
de  ne  pas  l’abandonner.  Je  cede.  Pas  plutot  assise  avec 
tout  cet  entourage  qui  nous  regarde,  qu’elle  laisse 
tomber  son  sac.  Elle  me  tape  sur  l’epaule :  “  Pick 
it  up,  my  dear  ;  pick  it  up  ” — et  moi,  tout  etonnee  en 
bonne  bete,  me  plongeant  sur  le  tapis  pour  ramasser  ses 
chiffons.’  Is  not  this  a  true  and  incomparable  Holly-ism, 
taking  out  of  Lieven’s  mouth  the  taste  of  the  little 

O 

flutter  at  the  visits  and  besom  of  her  support,  by  treating 
her  like  Antonio,  and  showing  off,  what  I  believe  never 
was  seen  before,  Mme.  de  Lieven  as  a  humble  companion? 

Yesterday  the  Schonbourgs,  Listers,  George  Villiers 
and  Mr.  Sneyd  dined  here,  and  sky-rockets  and  Catherine 
wheels  were  a  joke  to  us.  I  never  knew  anything  like 
the  animation  of  a  talk  between  the  two  prima  donnas. 
Sir  George  looks  thin  and  pale,  but  is  in  excellent 
spirits,  as  Lady  H.  Baring  joins  us  to-day. 

Lord  Holland  had  a  long  conversation  with  the 
King  at  the  Tuileries,  and  I  hear  he  intends  a  surprise  to 
go  to  meet  them  the  day  they  are  at  Versailles.  I  do  not 
think  the  to-be-astonished  are  pleased  in  proportion. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  September  25,  1838. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — We  were  much  shocked  yester¬ 
day  at  hearing  of  the  melancholy  termination  of  poor 
Madame  de  Broglie’s  illness.  The  account  of  her  death 
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reached  Paris  yesterday,  and  her  loss  to  all  those  con¬ 
nected  with  her,  to  her  husband  and  children  and  many 
attached  friends,  to  numbers  to  whom  she  was  a  constant 
dispenser  of  every  sort  of  charity  and  kindness,  is  not 
to  be  calculated.  She  really  was  an  angel  on  earth. 
She  had  the  same  constitution  as  her  brother,  and  had 
suffered  latterly  a  great  deal.  Poor  Mme.  d’Hausson- 
ville  1  is  travelling  in  Italy  and  with  child. 

The  Listers  and  George  Yilliers  are  very  gay  and 
agreeable,  and  Theresa  is  in  greater  beauty,  health, 
and  spirits  than  I  ever  saw  her.  Her  boy 2  is  perfectly 
beautiful,  and  seems  the  most  charming  child — wonder¬ 
ful  abilities,  without  a  grain  of  pertness  or  prodigy-ism, 
and  a  tenderness  and  gentleness  of  manner  most  attrac¬ 
tive.  But  he  looks  extremely  delicate,  and  I  should 
only  fear  his  mother  not  being  quite  aware  of  how 
much  care  is  required.  Perhaps  I  only  say  this 
because  she  is  not  nervous  or  foolish,  as  I  should  be. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  October  16,  1838. 

How  shall  I  begin  ?  Pirst  my  thanks  for  your  two 
most  delightful  letters  and  for  the  gentian,  which  lies 
in  a  little  book  with  some  small  blue  relatives,  gathered 
in  the  Yal  de  Travers. 

Cliffords  remained  here  a  week,  and  are  gone  on  to 
Nice,  all  seeming  well  and  in  good  spirits.  Mme.  de 
Lieven  said  Bella  was  a  very  fine  girl,  which  I  repeated 
to  them  to  their  great  satisfaction. 

Mrs.  Cavendish  and  Richard  arrived  in  a  dreadful 
fuss,  to  go  or  not  to  go.  They  have  been  at  Versailles 
a  week,  returned  yesterday,  have  determined  upon 
remaining  here,  and  a  house  in  the  Allee  d’Antin  is 
taken  for  them,  Lord  Lismore,3  and  the  Howards. 

1  The  Duchesse  de  Broglie’s  daughter. 

2  Now  Sir  Villiers  Lister. 

3  Mrs.  Cavendish’s  brother. 
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Five  o’clock. — Oh,  liow  difficult  to  write  !  Look  at 
the  Green  Loom. — Lieven  and  G.  whispering ;  Lord 
Bristol  rising  in  his  stirrups  and  clearing  his  throat 
before  them,  but  they  don’t  seem  to  perceive  him ; 
Mine,  de  Stackelberg  and  I  in  each  other’s  arms,  con¬ 
gratulating,  the  Pope  having  sent  the  dispensation  for 
her  daughter’s  marriage. 

The  Hollands  drop  in  to  -dinner  or  tea  daily,  and 
sprinkled  with  Bogers,  Macaulay,  Lieven,  Schonbourg, 
Mole,  Pasquier,  and  Decazes,  we  contrive  to  get  up  a 
little  society  for  them.  God  bless  you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  November  1838. 

Yesterday  the  Burghershes  and  Buccleuclis,  who  all 
leave  Paris  to-morrow,  dined  here  with  the  Schonbourgs, 
Madame  de  Caraman,  and  Ricolas  Pahlen.  The  little 
Duchess  is  remarkably  pleasant,  as  merry  as  ever,  and 
as  round  as  a  ball,  with  a  charming  countenance,  and  I 
feel,  as  Tchann  says,  ‘  Elle  me  plait  extremement,  et  si 
vous  me  fachez,  je  dirai  qu’elle  est  jolie.’  The  Duke 
looked  emu  at  C.  C.’s  1  attentions,  and  at  last  I  heard 
him  pressing  her  to  visit  them  at  Dalkeith.  I  think 
some  Scotch  laird  may  take  a  fancy. 

All  Paris  is  going  to-morrow  to  see  the  procession 
of  poor  Marechal  Lobau’s  funeral  pass  through  the 
Place  Vendome  and  the  Rue  de  Rivoli.  He  is  much 
regretted,  and  was  beloved  and  respected  by  all  who 
knew  him. 

Granville  has  received  by  post  a  letter  in  the  most 
animated  strain  against  Lord  Durham  from  Lord 
Brougham. 

1  C^sarine  de  Caraman. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  November  18,  1838. 

Your  delightful  letter  came  all  alive  from  Venice. 
You  will  soon  be  followed  by  those 1  whom  it  gave  me 
so  much  pleasure  to  have  for  a  few  happy,  very  happy, 
days  here.  I  cannot  say  what  it  was  to  me  to  see 
dearest  G.  so  strong  and  well,  with  more  alacrity  and 
zest  about  her  than  anybody,  for  everything  from  a  rout 
to  the  Corniche.  They  wrote  last  from  Nice,  well  and 
delighted.  They  were  to  remain  with  the  Sutherlands 
a  week  or  two  at  Florence.  They  will  talk  to  you 
of  what  we  are  all  most  anxious  about,  poor  Mine,  de 
Lieven.  I  will  not  bore  you  with  repeating  what  they 
will  tell  you  in  detail,  but  what  is  beyond  measure 
desirable  is  that  an  impression  in  her  favour  should  be 
made  upon  4  Vraiment,’  who  has  behaved  shamefully. 

Oh !  do  I  know  the  eyes  and  backbone  of  sight¬ 
seeing  P  and  am  I  not  going  a  round  of  ateliers  to-mor¬ 
row  morning  with  Mons.  de  Vatry  ? 

Paris  is  quite  stagnant.  The  liveliest  thing  known 
for  a  long  time  in  it  is  now  beginning,  as  the  clock 
strikes  ten.  Mile.  Rachel,  a  very  ugly  girl,  reading 
speeches  out  of  Racine  to  Monsieur  de  Delmar.  The 
loveliest  woman,  Mine,  de  Schwarzenberg,  sets  out  for 
Vienna  to-morrow.  Our  beauties  are  Lady  Harriet 
d’Orsay,  Mrs.  Henry  White,  a  very  pretty  daughter  of 
Edward  Bligli,  and  a  Miss  Dickinson,  not  forgetting 
Misses  McDonald,  Purvis,  Ellis. 

Richard  Cavendish  does  not  make  up  to  anybody, 
but  tends  his  mother,  walks  the  streets,  and  buys  books 
with  Fullerton  at  the  stalls.  Lord  Castlereagh  sits  in 
the  orchestra  at  the  Opera,  and  appears  little  elsewhere. 
I  think  him  very  pleasing.  Last  night  at  the  Odeon,  old 
‘  Don  Giovanni.’  Grisi,  Persiani,  Albertazzi,  Tamburini, 

1  Lord  and  Lady  Carlisle,  who  were  returning  from  Italy. 
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Eubini,  Lablache  enchanted  me.  Lord  J.  Bussell1  is 
at  Cassiobury  with  his  children  and  Miss  Lister,  but 
intends  resuming  his  duties  when  Parliament  meets. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  November  30,  1838. 

I  left  you  yesterday  in  a  hurry  because  Aston, 
Fullerton,  and  Marie  Menzingen  were  waiting  to  go  with 
me  to  see  the  bronze  gates  for  the  Madeleine,  beautiful 
beyond  description,  the  work  of  Monsieur  Triqueti, 
husband  of  Miss  Forster,  nee  Bankes — that  is,  her  mother 
was.  You  will  see  at  Florence  the  original  of  this  most 
perfect  imitation.  I  then  showed  Marie  the  giraffe,  le 
palais  des  singes ,  the  4  Jardin  des  Plantes,’  which  this 
poor  maid  of  honour  had  never  seen.  She  and  Mme.  de 
Lieven,  Lady  Burghersh,2  who  is  in  manner,  talk,  and  coun¬ 
tenance  most  attractive,  dined  here.  Also  Lords  Jocelyn 
and  Castlereagh,  Georges  d’Harcourt  and  Castellane. 
If  Lord  Castlereagh  would  cut  off  his  long  hair,  and  take 
off  his  large  turquoise  ornaments,  fastened  with  long 
diamond  chains,  making  him  look  like  a  pane  of  a 
jeweller’s  shop-window,  he  would  be  better  than  most 
others  in  conversation.  Lord  Jocelyn  is  merry  and 
good-humoured. 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  the  Duchess  3  at 
Chambery.  They  have  paid  a  long  visit  to  Monsieur  de 
Lamartine,  and  seem  to  have  been  mutually  much 
pleased.  Long  beards,  recitations  of  verses  ;  much  that 
would  have  made  me  prefer  the  highway.  But  I  am  a 
spoon,  though  I  would  go  a  great  way  to  hear  such  a 
poem  as  ‘  Saul  and  David  ’  read  by  Mr.  Milnes,  not 
written  by  him.  I  write  like  Miss  Bates.  We  went 
last  night  to  see  Eachel,  and  don’t  feel  enthusiastic. 

I  think  some  things  very  good,  but  she  has  no  natural 
attraction,  no  beauty,  feeling,  nor  entrainement. 

1  Had  just  lost  his  first  wife.  Miss  Lister  was  her  sister. 

-  Afterwards  Lady  Westmorland.  3  Of  Sutherland. 
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Thursday. — I  am  just  come  from  an  immense  dinner 
at  the  Duke  of  Orleans —magnifique,  the  best  ordonne  in 
every  way,  and  plenty  of  kings  and  queens. 

After  dinner,  we  sat  listening  to  Persiani,  Cinti,  and 
Duprez.  The  O.’s  were  more  gracious  than  words  can 
say.  They  say  the  Duchess  is  jealous.  I  do  not  see  any 
sign.  I  think  it  is  that  all  the  women  hope  she  is. 
They  tell  that  one  day  he  was  spying  at  Madame  Le 
Hon,  and  that  the  Duchess  at  length,  unable  to  brook 
it,  put  a  little  hand  gently  upon  the  arm  that  held  the 
lorgnette,  and  said,  ‘  Mon  ami,  ce  n’est  ni  poli  pour  elle, 
ni  aimable  pour  moi.’ 

Poor  Lady  John  Russell's  death  is  very  melancholy. 
Spencer  Cowper  writes  to  Leveson  that  when  Lord 
John  was  told  only  of  danger  he  fell  down  as  if  dead. 
Madame  de  Lieven  is  in  a  most  melancholy  state.  She 
received  suddenly  the  account  of  her  son’s  death  from 
her  banker.  Monsieur  de  Lieven  has  known  it  since 
the  sixth  of  July,  and  never  noticed  it  in  any  way. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  December  13,  1838. 

We  are  living  a  life  of  entire  repose,  bought  at  the 
price  of  anxiety  and  misery  to  numbers.  Mme.  de 
Mortemart  is  as  ill  as  possible.  The  news  of  the 
Duchesse  de  Wurtemberg 1  is  so  bad  that  the  King 
has  put  off  Granville,  who  was  to  have  presented  thirty 
Englishmen  this  evening.  Mme.  de  Delmar  better,  but 
still  in  a  very  weak  state. 

16th. — The  Due  de  Nemours  is  gone  to  Genoa.  It 
is  reported  here  that  the  Duchesse  de  Wurtemberg  is 
dead,  but  the  fact  not  yet  broken  to  the  Queen. 

I  will  try  to  send  you  something  beyond  a  sheet  of 
bulletins,  but  it  is  difficult  to  shake  off  the  atmosphere 
of  sickness  and  anxiety. 

1  Louis  Philippe’s  daughter. 
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Under  the  present  circumstances  there  is  nothing  but 
dinner  society,  and  a  few  lists  will  tell  you  what  that  is 
composed  of.  On  Friday  we  had  Lord  Lyttelton,  Fitz- 
harding  Berkeley,  young  Herries,  Mr.  Knox,  Lord 
Northland’s  son,  Captain  Home  Purvis,  and  this  with 
Duff,  Freddy,  and  the  attachments,  gave  us  the 
appearance  of  a  school  or  college  reunion.  If  Lord 
Lyttelton  was  more  aware  of  what  he  is  about,  whom  lie 
is  talking  to,  if  lie  was  more  master  of  his  limbs  and 
tongue,  and  minded  his  stops,  we  should  be  able  to  get 
at  the  quantity  of  excellent  stuff  of  all  kinds  which  I 
am  sure  is  in  him.  He  has  dined  here  twice,  and  I  am 
anxious  to  see  as  much  of  him  as  possible. 

Le  Hon  1  has  just  heard  from  Mole  that  the  Duchesse 
de  Wurtemberg  is  not  dead,  but  the  account  was  as  bad 
as  possible.  Poor  Mme.  Henri  de  Mortemart  died  the 
night  before  last. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  December  1838. 

My  beloved  sister, — Joy  to  you  for  dearest  Lord 
Carlisle’s  progressive  amendment.  I  had  rather  stay  in 
a  good  house  with  a  good  doctor  than  see  all  the  ruins 
in  the  world. 

We  are  all  much  rejoiced  at  Anne  Konneritz  having 
been  proposed  to  at  our  ball  on  Friday  by  Monsieur 
de  Bernstorff.2  It  is  a  love  match  and  has  thrown  a 
romantic  glow  over  the  Diplomatic  Corps. 

Susan  is  extremely  well,  and  perfectly  happy,  at 
Brighton.  She  has  taken  her  children  to  the  Queen, 
who  gave  them  beautiful  presents — pins  and  brooches. 
She  prefers  Fanny,  who  they  say  is  the  image  of  me, 
a  hideous  wag. 

The  accounts  of  the  Duchesse  de  Wurtemberg  being 

1  Belgian  Minister  at  Paris. 

2  For  some  years  Ambassador  in  London. 
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more  favourable,  at  eight  this  evening  I  slide  or  skate 
to  the  Tuileries.  Neither  man  nor  horse  can  stand 
upon  the  verglas. 

Lord  and  Lady  Eoden  have  dined  with  us.  She  is 
the  most  beautiful  creature  now  at  forty-five,  and 
charming.  Granville  was  cpiite  smitten. 

Tell  the  Duke  and  Duchess  that  it  is  not  to  be  told 
how  we  feast  upon  pheasants  and  pineapples,  with  the 
greatest  reconnaissance  to  them  for  such  welcome 
gifts. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  December  1838. 

Leveson  is  with  us  in  excellent  spirits,  but  tired  of 
the  world,  surtout  dancing  in  it ;  spends  most  of  his 
evenings  at  home  and  flirts  with  nobody. 

Lord  Clarendon  has  settled  place,  money,  every¬ 
thing  on  Lady  Clarendon,  and  on  her  death  to  Lady 
Maryborough — ruin  to  the  present  George  were  it  not 
that,  as  I  am  assured  by  Lord  Harry  Yane,  who  is 
just  arrived,  Lady  F.  Barham1  and  her  large  fortune 
are  to  be  his  ;  that  Mrs.  Villiershad  arranged  it  all  with 
the  consent  of  both  parties. 

Comte  Mole  still  holds  on  ;  some  say  he  cannot  long, 
but  I  am  inclined  to  think  he  will.  The  seances  at  the 
Chambers  ate  all  but  blows. 

How  happy  Mme.  de  Lieven  has  been  made  by 
hearing  from  her  son  of  the  alteration  in  ‘  Y  raiment’s  ’ 
language  and  intentions  !  Pray  liez  yourself — not 
matrimonially,  my  dear — with  Alexandre  de  Lieven. 
I  think  him  a  most  pleasing  and  gentlemanlike  person, 
and  I  was  enchanted  with  his  behaviour  to  his  poor 
mother  at  the  time  of  his  brother’s  death. 

1  Lord  Clarendon  married  Lady  F.  Barham  in  June  1839. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  January  11,  1839. 

I  have  but  little  time,  and  I  must  write  a  great  deal. 
You  will  all  be  happy  to  hear  of  the  deep  gratitude 
Mme.  de  Lieven  feels  for  the  kindness  of  your  letters, 
the  details  so  gratifying  to  her — nothing  to  add  to  her 
pain,  and  everything  to  soothe  it.1 

She  feels  it — naturally  deeply — -just  as  you  knew 
her  to  be,  and  much  more  than  those  who  do  not  see 
her  in  these  moments,  when  all  is  laid  open,  would  ever 
believe  her  to  be  capable  of. 

Tenderness  for  whatever  called  for  it  in  the  past, 
forgetfulness  of  every  cloud,  on  her  knees  with  torrents 
of  tears,  hoping  that  she  had  not  often  given  pain, 
failed  in  kindness,  indulgence. 

Then  her  own  peculiarity  of  nature — no  thought  of 
les  apparences ,  power  of  turning  soon  and  eagerly  to 
other  objects  of  interest  or  curiosity. 

All  this,  the  good  and  the  weak  side  of  which  no 
person  who  knows  her  but  little  can  measure.  That 
nobody  but  myself  should  see  it  was  my  great  object. 
I  have  brought  her  here  ;  she  has  the  garden  to  walk 
in,  cheerful  rooms,  us  about  her.  Marie  Menzingen 
always  with  Georgy,  never  in  her  own  little  melancholy 
room. 

They  only  return  to  the  hotel  at  ten  at  night,  and 
I  mean  this  to  go  on  till  Paul  Lieven  arrives. 

1  Prince  Lieven  died  at  Rome  on  January  10. 
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She  will  see  people  by  degrees.  Mme.  Appony  and 
Pahlen  for  a  minute  yesterday,  Duchesse  de  Dino  to¬ 
day,  and  so  on. 

She  is  avide  of  details  ;  more  gratified  and  grateful 
for  the  respect  shown  him.  Of  course,  dearest  brother, 
your  first  letter  was  only  seen  by  me  ;  the  second  she 
reads  over  and  over  again,  kisses  it,  cries  over  it.  She 
will  be  equally  pleased  with  the  one  I  have  just  received. 

She  knows  nothing  of  her  affairs.  She  longs  for 
her  sons.  I  wrote  myself  to  Paul  yesterday  to  urge 
him  to  come.  I  trust  when  he  leaves  her,  Alexandre 
will  come.  She  insisted  upon  sending  your  letter  to 
Paul,  and  writes  now  to  have  it  back  again  that  she 
may  never  part  with  it. 

Richard  1  goes  on  very  slowly,  but  there  is  nothing 
to  alarm  in  his  state.  Mme.  de  Schonbourg  is  infinitely 
better.  Leveson  and  Howards  leave  us  next  week. 

The  funeral2  is  at  Hreux  to-morrow,  and  all  the 
Royal  Family  go  there  to-day. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  3,  1839. 

For  some  days  my  time  was  quite  taken  up  by 
Madame  de  Lieven.  Then  came  Leveson’s  last  days 
here.  He  set  out  this  morning  at  the  same  time  as 
Lord  Powerscourt  and  Lord  Norreys,  so  that  the  snow, 
which  is  now  fast  falling,  will  block  up  two  Tories  to 
one  Whig ;  and  he  will  be  in  such  good  company, 
according  to  his  taste,  that  I  am  sure  he  will  make 
himself  as  snug  as  possible. 

The  death  of  the  Duchess-Countess  has  again  closed 
our  doors.  You  will  have  heard,  probably,  from  some 
one  on  the  spot  that  her  last  moments  were  tranquil 
and  free  from  suffering.  I  fear  the  Duke  of  Sutherland 
will  be  much  affected  by  this  event. 

1  Cavendish.  2  Of  the  Duchesse  de  Wurtemberg. 
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Tlie  wonderful  coup  of  the  portefeuilles  repris  and 
the  Chamber  dissolved 1  took  away  our  breath  at  first. 
They  say  little  Thiers  is  violent,  and  that  the  coalition 
is  all  feu  etflamme ,  but  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the 
dread  of  disturbance  will  justify  this  hazardous  game, 
but  no  one  can  tell.  It  is  formidable  to  hear  of  the 
new  classing  of  parties,  4  le  Parti  Parlementaire  et  le 
Parti  de  la  Cour.’  Between  the  4th  and  10th  of  March 
will  be  the  tug;,  when  the  elections  are  made  known. 

Let  me  talk  of  the  delight  of  your  letters  from 
Pome.  Your  sights  must  be  enchanting.  I  pine  to 
hear  that  Lord  Carlisle  is  able  to  enjoy  it  all.  Give 
them  all  my  best  love.  Shake  hands  with  Morpeth 
for  me. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  11,  1839. 

You  will  by  this  time  know  all  the  comfort  to  be 
derived  from  the  last  calm  and  tranquil  moments  of  the 
poor  Duchess-Countess.  Lady  William  Bentinck  sent 
me  a  letter  she  had  received  from  Lady  Surrey,  in 
which  every  detail  which  would  be  gratifying  to  the 
Duke  to  know  was  entered  into.  He  has  probably 
heard  from  her  himself. 

I  have  nothing  to  tell  you.  We  have  had  ten  days 
of  Italian  weather.  We  spend  all  our  mornings  in  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne,  dawdling  about,  as  in  spring. 

All  political  eyes  turn  to  March  4,  as  between  that 
and  the  12th  the  elections  and  Mole’s  fate  will  be 
decided.  The  King  is  in  good  spirits  and  courage. 

The  world  is  to  dance  at  Thorn’s  to-morrow,  Mardi 
Gras.  A  quadrille,  the  women  sylphides,  the  men 
beasts,  which  are  done  in  cartonnage  to  the  life.  Then 
comes  the  Careme ,  but  all  is  quiet  to  us. 

1  Count  Mole  resigned  on  February  22,  but  resumed  office  on  Marshal 
Soult  failing  to  form  a  Government. 


282  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1839 

Have  I  told  you  that  Abercromby  and  his  wife  were 
here  for  ten  days,  the  happiest  of  pairs  ?  She  is  a  quiet, 
well-mannered  little  woman,  not  pretty,  but  very  well¬ 
looking  ;  he  is  in  delight  of  what  he  has  done  and  done 
with,  and  it  is  pleasant  to  hear  of  the  happiness  of 
Crust  and  Crumb  1  and  their  adoration  of  Lady  Mary. 

I  was  busy  last  night  putting  all  your  letters 
together,  that  if  you  are  lazy  about  a  journal  you 
may  find  your  delightful  tour  safe  in  red  tape  and 
docket. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  25,  1839. 

I  have  little  time  and  nothing  exciting  to  conquer 
my  laziness.  Yet,  Ministers  out  of  the  Government  and 
Guizot  out  of  the  question,  and  Thiers,  Soult,  Dupin, 
Odillon  Barrot  only  waiting  for  Humann’s  2  arrival  and 
adhesion  to  be  Lords  Paramount,  is  j  ust  worth  mention¬ 
ing.  Mr.  Pear  3  is  more  low  and  utterly  beat  down  than 
can  be  said.  He  assents  and  yields  to  everything  relat¬ 
ing  to  the  new  furniture.  Lieven  tells  me  that  Guizot 
is  miserable  and  in  vain  tries  to  bear  up.4  She,  I  sup¬ 
pose,  will  soon  be  anxious  to  go  to  England  to  see  her 
son  and  friends,  and  there  is  nothing  to  make  her  wish 
to  remain. 

Lord  Clarendon  is  here  on  his  wav  home.  He  is 

*} 

not  a  romantic  lover,  but  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  be  a 
very  good  husband. 

Paris  is  dull.  Madame  Zavadoska  is  returned, 
handsomer  than  ever.  She  raves  of  England  :  savs  she 

O  7  4/ 

never  was  so  happy  in  her  life. 

1  A  nickname  for  the  Speaker  and  Mrs.  Abercrombie. 

2  The  Minister  of  Finance. 

3  Louis  Philippe’s  nickname,  from  the  shape  of  his  face. 

4  Monsieur  Guizot  had  coalesced  with  Monsieur  Thiers  to  turn  out 
the  Comte  Mole,  and  thereby  alienated  some  of  his  Conservative  friends. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  28,  1839. 

Our  weather  is  finer  than  yours.  Yesterday  evening 
I  went  out,  for  the  first  time  this  year,  to  a  small  soiree 
at  Mine.  Alfred’s  to  hear  Mile.  Garcia  sing.  She  has 
great  promise  and  power  ;  like  her  sister,1  knows  all 
lang-uao'es  and  is  full  of  entrainement,  but  there  is  one 
fatal  difference — an  ugliness  4  that  throws  its  dark  shade 
alike  o’er  her  eyes  and  her  nose,’  and  somebody  said  of 
her  with  truth,  4  Elle  frise  le  monstre.’  The  house  is  per¬ 
fectly  beautiful  and  luxurious,  the  society  aristocratic 
and  frightful,  the  mistress  of  the  house  gracious  and 
agreeable,  Mine.  Appony  and  Pahlen  are  hardly  able 
to  bear  up,  because  of  a  majority  of  nine  against 
Ministers  ;  the  consequences  will  probably  be  known 
to-day. 

Mons.  d’Arlincourt,2  whom  I  met  at  Mme.  Alfred’s, 
entreated  me  to  interest  myself  for  a  Mile,  de  Casteras, 
the  last  of  a  very  noble  family,  ruined,  and  all  her 
hopes  resting  on  the  sale  of  some  of  her  possessions.  A 
set  of  furniture  that  belonged  to  Mme.  de  Pompadour, 
a  Titian,  an  old  clock  which  was  in  the  room  of  Louis 
XVI.,  a  cachemire,  an  old  picture  of  the  Tour  de  Xesle, 
and  various  other  objects  of  value.  She  has  started  a 
lottery,  the  tickets  ten  francs  each.  I  have  promised 
to  procure  some  names  from  Pome.  She  is  a  very 
striking  person — perfect  manners,  interesting  counte¬ 
nance.  She  is  the  dear  friend  of  the  Princesse  Amelie 
de  Saxe,  whoever  she  may  be,  but  I  throw  it  in,  hoping 
that  it  may  touch  the  Duke  of  Sutherland  ;  and  now  I 
am  going  to  look  at  the  Titian,  which  Doctor  Pobert 
tells  me  is  4  very  pleasing  to  view.’  I  wish  you  would 
monter  Lady  Shrewsbury’s  head  about  it.  God  bless 
you. 

1  Madame  Malibran.  2  A  novelist  of  some  repute. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  April  5,  1839. 

I  must  crowd  everything  into  a  small  space.  Here 
the  Rooms  opened  yesterday.  A  great  number  of  people 
assembled,  quantities  of  workmen  out  of  place,  no  real 
disturbance,  though  a  little  noise.  They  hissed  Appony 
and  made  the  Turkish  Ambassador  cry  out,  ‘  Vive  la 
Charte.’  The  little  Provisional  Government 1  got  a 
majority  ;  in  short,  all  seems  orderly  but  in  abeyance. 
The  Carlists  hope  in  Mr.  Third,2  and  say  he  means  to 
reign  in  the  name  of  the  absent  boy.  Miss  Jenkinson,3 
Ministress  of  Strange  Affairs,  and  all  our  corps  calling 
on  her  first  yesterday.  Odd  world  ! 

The  Bear  is  supposed  to  be  doing,  saying,  and  mean¬ 
ing  mischief.  I  do  not  think  so.  It  is  only  that  his 
inclination  to  ponder  and  his  love  of  putting  his  large 
paw  upon  every  object,  and  calling  and  complaining  is 
called  manoeuvre  and  ill-will.  The  Brush  4  is  his  bitter 
enemy,  gives  it  him  at  small  dinners  at  Mrs.  Graham’s 
and  little  sittings  at  the  White  Bear’s.5  ‘  If  lie  thinks, 
if  he  imagines,  I’ll  show  him  up,  I’ll  degrade  him,’  etc. 

Mr.  Hume  and  Mr.  Leader  were  very  well,  thank 
you,  at  dinner  on  Monday ;  Lord  Lyndhurst  and  Lord 
Brougham  ditto  on  Wednesday.  Nobody  can  foresee. 
The  Tories  are  not  willing  to  seize  the  present  moment. 
In  a  week  all  shades  return  to  England  and  then  we 
shall  see.  I  know  nothing  of  what  Lord  Clarendon 
intends  to  do. 

Marie  Menzingen  is  to  return  to  Baden  the  first 
bonne  occasion.  Her  sister,  the  young  beautiful  one,  is 
about  to  make  an  excellent  marriage,  to  the  young 
Count  of  Freistett,  le  premier  parti  du  Duche  de  Bade- 

1  On  April  3  the  King  accepted  the  resignation  of  the  Mole  Administra¬ 
tion,  and  nominated  a  Provisional  Government. 

2  Monsieur  Thiers.  3  Duchesse  de  Montebello,  nee  Jenkinson. 

4  Brougham.  5  Princess  Lieven. 
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Marie  is  enchanted  at  this,  and  returns  to  be  present 
at  the  noce ,  and,  as  she  says,  to  devote  herself  to  his 
three  children,  lovely  little  things  under  four  years  old, 
he  being  a  widower.  Mme.  de  Lieven  means  soon  to 
go  to  England.  I  am  glad  that  they  part  amicably.  I 
love  Marie  and  shall  miss  and  regret  her  much. 

What  shall  you  do  if  the  Tories  come  in  ?  Wait 
for  Morpeth  and  us  in  Italy,  Lady  Carlisle  P 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  May  26,  1839. 

There  is  a  strong  Government,  I  believe.  I  cannot 
attempt  to  go  over  the  ground  uncertain  if  you  are  upon 
the  other  side  of  it,  but  for  the  present  the  Whigs  have 
better  prospects  than  they  have  had  for  some  time  past. 

The  country  has  a  cry  for  the  Queen.  The  story 
pregnant  of  mischief  -is  forgotten.  The  Tories  are 
furious,  and  above  all  with  the  Baronet,  who  appears  to 
have  deliberately  cut  his  throat  in  the  tete-a-tete ,  I  think 
on  purpose,  seeing  what  a  task  that  head  would  have  if 
it  remained  on. 

By-the-by  I  have  made  acquaintance  with  your 
little  friend  Miss  Y.  de  Spot  since  I  wrote  last.  I  never 
met  with  anybody  who  had  so  much  determination  and 
caractere,  or  who  promises  to  her  family  and  friends 
such  uncompromising  and  unshaken  support.  I  should 
say  it  is  fortunate  for  a  person  who  is  seeking  a  situa¬ 
tion  as  governess,  where  there  is  a  large  family  to 
educate,  that  she  does  not  appear  to  have  a  nerve  or 
feeling ;  but  this  can  only  be  known  when  we  have  ob¬ 
tained  a  situation  for  her,  and  I  promise  to  recommend 
her  to  the  French  families  of  my  acquaintance. 

We  had  a  ball  here  in  honour  of  our  young  Queen 
yesterday,  which  was  much  approved  of.  It  was  a 
tour  de  force  to  obtain  of  all  my  acquaintance,  dowagers 
included,  to  come  dressed  in  pink  and  white,  but  it  was 
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obtained  ;  Mme.  Dosne  in  a  blue  turban,  the  Minister 
of  Marine’s  wife  in  a  yellow  gown,  an  old  Portuguese 
lady  in  green,  and  a  Scotch  lady  and  Mme.  de  Stackel- 
berg,  par  raison  de  deuil ,  in  light  grey  gowns  with 
natural  roses,  being  the  only  exceptions  amongst  about 
1,200  friends  ! 

The  Duke  of  Sutherland  is  going  on  very  well,  I 
heard  yesterday  from  Inspruck;  but  she  writes,  like  you, 
ignorant  of  all  changes,  and  therefore  only  intent  upon 
delay  on  the  road  and  the  quietest  of  retreats,  the 
world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot,  at  W esthill — only 
occupied  about  the  perfect  recovery  of  his  health. 
Happy  dream  !  At  least,  I  hope  his  health  may  not  re¬ 
quire  its  realisation,  or  know  not  how  far  necessity  and 
a  sense  of  duty  may,  if  it  does  not,  induce  her  to  awake. 
The  letter  is  full  of  sense  and  feeling.  Princesse  Doria 
was  here  last  night,  apparently  enclosed  in  a  dia¬ 
mond. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  28,  1839. 

Here  we  are  as  to  politics  just  the  same.  A  minister e 
entirely  Thiers  announced  to  be  announced  to-day,  yet 
nobody  believes  in  anything  but  dawdle  and  protraction 
till  the  end  of  the  session.  This  is  a  very  perilous 
game. 

In  England  the  maidens  are  more  talked  of  than  the 
statesmen.  The  Queen  was  enchanted  with  her  dinner 
at  Lansdowne  House,  examining  everything,  lights, 
liveries,  plates,  knives,  merry  and  inquisitive,  uniting 
the  difficult  parts  of  a  girl  dining  for  the  first  time  from 
home  and  a  sovereign  dining  for  the  first  time  with  a 
subject.  I  long  for  the  Duchess  to  be  with  her. 

The  Binghams  are  here ;  she  seems  intelligent  and 
amiable.  Lady  Powerscourt  gone,  divine,  unbelievable 
beauty.  It  is  pleasant  having  so  many  friends  passing 
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through  Paris.  The  Hortons,  to  our  great  regret,  leave 
us  on  Friday.  He  is  as  agreeable  as  ever,  and  she 
the  best  of  women.  Lady  Eavens worth  devotes  her¬ 
self  to  making  the  Flora  case  quite  clear  to  Mme.  de 
Lieven,  ‘  Ith  all  talking  that  doth  the  mithchief ;  why 
will  people  talk,  my  dear  Printhethe  de  Lieven  ?  ’ 

Granville  has  just  told  me  that  Hume  and  SirKobert 
mean  to  join  in  opposition  upon  the  Jamaica  question  ; 
so  Saturday  perhaps?  If  not,  I  shall  think  we  are 
really  screwed  into  our  saddles. 

There  is  a  report  here  that  Madame  de  Caraman  is 
to  marry  the  Hue  de  Yicence.  He  is  handsome,  pleas¬ 
ing,  five-and-twenty,  excellent  parti ;  but  in  memory  of 
the  Hue  d’Enghien 1  no  aristocrat  here  will  accept  him 
for  his  daughter.  This  and  her  having  had  a  present 
of  300,000  francs  from  a  brother,  who  lives  out  of  the 
world,  tempts  me  to  believe  it. 

My  best  love  to  all  yours. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

June  5,  1839. 

Good  accounts  of  the  Huke  of  Sutherland  at 
Stuttgart. 

Lord  William  Bentinck  going  on.  The  sufferings 
less,  but  I  have  little  hope  of  ultimate  recovery. 

Our  Government  sits  at  home,  and  so  does  Soult’s  2 
here. 

The  Grand  Huke  has  left  England  in  despair,  des¬ 
perately  in  love  with  Lady  Fanny  Cowper. 

1  Caulaincourt,  Due  de  Vicence,  commanded  at  Strasburg  at  the  time  of 
the  Due  d’Enghien’s  arrest.  The  Legitimists  persistently  accused  him  of 
being  a  party  to  it,  which  he  through  life  strenuously  denied,  saying  that 
the  order  was  carried  out  by  his  subordinate,  General  Ordener,  without  his 
knowledge,  and  in  his  will  are  to  be  found  the  following  words  :  ‘  A  man 
does  not  lie  to  God  in  the  presence  of  death.  I  swear  that  I  took  no  part 
in  the  arrest  of  the  Due  d’Enghien.’ 

2  Soult  was  appointed  President  of  the  Council  and  Foreign  Minister 
on  May  12. 
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Gink  1  writes  :  ‘  The  Duke  of  Wellington’s  speech  has 
driven  the  Tories  frantic,  has  quite  made  up  for  any 
harm  that  Brougham’s  very  brilliant  speech  may  have 
occasioned.  It  is  said  that  the  silence  and  melancholy 
produced  by  the  Duke’s  speech  upon  the  lories  after 
their  vociferous  cheering  and  laughing  was  very 
striking  and  amusing. 

The  Queen  well  received  at  Ascot,  but  Agneau 2  says 
1  they  were  too  excited — not  the  calm  approbation  I 
like.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  June  21,  1839. 

I  am  delighted  to  hear  from  you,  my  dearest  brother. 

Poor  Lord  William’s  body  is  to  go  to  England  this 
evening.  Lady  Mhlliam  leaves  Paris  also.  She  is 
wonderfully  calm  and  able  to  exert  herself. 

Lady  Jersey  is  as  pleasant  a  vivre  as  she  used  to  be 
rugged.  Never  comes  near  me  but  when  I  propose  it, 
and  then  is  as  good-humoured  and  pleasable  as  it  is 
possible  to  be.  Mr.  O.3  gives  her  pineapples,  boxes, 
and  visits.  Mrs.  0.  takes  her  to  the  French  play. 
Upon  seeing  these  operations,  many  women,  many 
minds.  Madame  Appony  outree,  ‘  si  grossier  pour 
nous — pas  le  sens  commun,  inoui — inconvenable  au 
dernier  degre.’  Mrs.  G.4  penetree  with  reconnaissance 
and  delight  that  such  penances  are  only  inflicted  upon 
the  silent. 

Some  say  that  Lord  Glenelg  asked  of  himself  to  go. 
H.  B.  makes  Lord  John  drive  him  out  of  town  in  a 
patent  safety  cab. 

Miss  Minna5 — I  alone  thought  her  pretty.  Prom 
manner,  countenance,  tournure ,  something  uncommonly 
attractive  about  her.  But  spectators  in  general  were 

1  Lord  Leveson.  2  Mrs.  Lamb. 

3  Duke  of  Orleans.  4  Lady  Granville. 

4  The  Duchess  of  Norfolk.  She  was  a  daughter  of  Lord  Lyons. 
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much  astonished.  As  we  already  possess  Lady  Harriet 
Galway,  there  was  no  use  in  having  Lady  Lyons,  there 
being  no  shade  of  difference  between  the  two. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  June  22,  1839. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  know  not  if  this  will  ever  get 
to  you,  as  we  hope  you  will  not  stay  long  at  Venice  in 
this  hot  and  stagnant  weather.  We  are  longing  to 

o  o 

hear  something  of  your  plans,  but  have  been  obliged 
almost  to  fix  our  own.  We  think  of  going  to  Kissino-en, 
near  Wiirtzburg,  not  extremely  far  from  Baden.  I 
have  written  to  my  brother,  who  is  in  a  state  of  delight 
at  Geneva.  Not  well,  but  he  says  it  is  the  best  place 
for  his  liay-fit.  Three  grottoes  of  rooms  close  to  the 
Lake.  I  have  written  to  him  our  plans  and  am  not 
without  hope  that  he  will  join  us. 

Poor  Lord  William’s  death  was  very  sudden  at  last. 
The  body  was  to  leave  Paris  last  night,  and  his  family 
go  soon.  Lady  Charlotte  to  England,  I  believe.  I 
know  not  what  poor  Lady  William  will  do,  but  I  hear 
she  has  not  suffered  in  health. 

Lady  Jersey  is  in  great  spirits  and  good-humour, 
doing  and  going  all  day.  Lady  Sarah  I  think  very 
pretty,  the  prettiest  of  the  three. 

Lord  Granby  leaves  Paris  on  the  28th,  and  Lady 
Chesterfield  and  Miss  Porester  arrive  here  on  the  1st. 

I  like  him  and  his  brother  Lord  John  much. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  June  24,  1839. 

It  is  too  refreshing  to  find  you  sitting  by  my  plate 
these  hot  mornings  when  I  crawl  to  breakfast.  I  am 
dying  to  hear  what  you  will  determine  upon. 

The  Duke  of  Sutherland  writes  that  he  is  much 
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better,  tells  us  of  the  death  of  the  poor  little  baby, 
teething,  that  the  Duchess  had  borne  it  better  than  he 
had  hoped. 

I  have  heard  nothing  of  the  Burlingtons.  Charles1 
has  taken  delighted  though  nervous  possession  of  his 
post,  Harry  tells  me. 

Tim  story  that  occupies  everyone  is  whether  or  not 
the  Duchess  of  Montrose  kissed  the  Queen  at  Ascot, 
but  all  agree,  not  in  the  details,  that  the  audiences, 
affidavits,  lies,  contradictions,  and  I  fear  subsequent 
bitterness  and  mischief  have  been  parallel  to  those  upon 
the  Lady  Flora  question.  God  bless  you. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris:  June  29,  1839. 

Kissingen  does  not  look  up  this  morning.  We  are 
told  of  its  imperfections,  and  have  no  decided  opinion 
upon  its  unknown  sources.  Dody  and  I  have  just  been 
building  a  castle,  but  without  knowing  how  it  will  take. 
A  six  weeks’  tour  in  Normandy.  The  new  Port  St. 
Valery,  Dieppe,  Havre,  luxuriously  with  horses  and 
carriages.  Che  vi  pare  ? 

Yesterday  the  nine  actual  Ministers  dined  here.  The 
five  ambassadors  (Pahlen  is  gone  to  Petersburg),  Ram- 
buteau  and  Pasquier.  In  the  evening  came  Mme.  Appony 
and  girl,  Brignoles  and  girl,  Mole  and  Guizot,  Helena 
Robinson  and  girl,  V allombrosa,  Meyendorf,  Prince  and 
Princess  de  Ligne,  Lady  Sandwich,  Mrs.  Locke,  Granby 
and  John,  Edward  Upton,  Beust,  Bernstorff,  Hatzfeldt, 
Rodolphe  Appony,  Vicence.  I  give  you  the  list  to  show 
you  the  sum  total  of  what  you  will  find  at  Paris.  Unless, 
indeed,  you  drop  in  at  dinner  on  Friday,  when  Sir  W. 
and  Lady  Beecher,2  Sir  Charles  Doyle  and  his  bride,  late 
Steer,  Mrs.  Ebrington,  dressed  and  rouged  like  an  altar- 

1  Mr.  Charles  Howard  was  appointed  Lord  Melbourne’s  private 
secretary.  2  The  actress  Miss  O’Neill. 


1839 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


291 


piece  but  still  beautiful,  Mrs.  Johnstone  and  her  still 
much-admired  daughter,  Lady  Canterbury  and  her 
girls. 

I  think  you  will  be  pleased  with  our  Turkish 
Ambassador.  I  think  him  a  love.  A  fine  head  like 
Eossini,  a  lazy,  amiable  smile  and  manner ;  loves  to  sit 
looking  at  Harriet  d’Orsay  or  Miss  Horsford.  Nice  dis¬ 
jointed  talk.  ‘  Yous  montez  a  chev.al;  je  crois  vous  avoir 
rencontre  ?  ’  ‘  Non,  clieval  grand,  moi  petit,  cela  ne  va 

pas.’  ‘  Nous  esperons  avoir  le  plaisir  de  voir  l’Ambas- 
sadrice  ici  bientot.’  She  is  seventeen,  beautiful  beyond 
measure.  ‘  Oui,  oui.’  4  Elle  sera  admiree  extremement 
a  Paris.’  4  A  moi  egal.’  I  beg  to  add  I  was  not  the 
questioner. 

I  forgot  to  say  that  Silence  came  in  last  night  at 
eleven,  hot,  breathless  from  a  dinner  at  Neuilly  and 
Opera  with  the  O.’s.  She  is  in  perfect  contentment. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  July  1,  1839. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — We  are  all  well.  Lady  Hardy 
wrote  me  an  account  of  Morpeth’s  breakfast.1  Beau¬ 
tiful,  four  hundred  people  dining  in  perfect  ease  and 
luxury,  fine  evening,  and  that  his  prevenant ,  courteous 
manner  and  the  character  he  bears  and  the  love  he 
inspires  smoothed  even  such  thorns  as  belong  to  such 
roses,  as  anything  connected  with  politics  in  this  day. 

Mme.  de  Flahault  writes  that  O’Connell  is  the  most 
charming  man  with  the  most  pleasing  manner  that  she 
ever  met  with.  We  are  imagined  safe  till  next  Session. 

Aston  goes  to  Madrid,  Henry  Bulwer  comes  here. 

Leveson  is  in  high  spirits,  in  love  with  nobody. 

Very  intimate  again  with  Lady  - ,  who  is  playing 

her  on  and  off  game  with  many  of  the  unwary,  but  he 
is,  I  think,  aware  and  safe. 

1  Given  in  honour  of  O'Connell.  The  principal  Tory  ladies  kept  away. 
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I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  D.  .  He  writes  on 
the  28th  from  Geneva  that  if  well  he  will  be  here  on 
the  4th.  We  shall  remain  here  about  ten  days  after 
his  arrival,  and  having  given  up  Germany,  we  shall  go 
with  him  and  the  Fullertons  a  tour  about  the  coast  of 

Normandy. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  July  23,  1839. 

Your  delicious  letter  is  here,  so  extremely  interest¬ 
ing  to  us  in  all  ways.  Let  me  first  tell  you  how 
entirely  your  effort  in  going  to  Baden  answered,  as  far 
as  Madame  de  Lieven  was  concerned.  She  was  quite 
delighted,  and  so  am  I,  with  all  you  say  about  her. 
There  is  yet  peace,  even  for  her,  if  she  will  but  tread 
in  its  path.  Is  it  not  one  of  the  most  wonderful  things 
belonging  to  this  state  of  existence  that  she  can  still 
cling  to  and  lean  upon  this,  to  her,  miserable  eaitliP  I 
know  no  one  so  bereaved,  so  desolate.  I  wiite  this 
morning  without  having  a  guess  where  to  go.  I  have 
consulted  Granville,  and  he  says  he  has  not  a  guess 
where  I  am  to  direct.  He  and  Freddy  reproach  me  for 
my  folly  in  writing  when  I  do  not  know  what  to  put 
on  my  letter  ;  but  I,  with  my  little  eye,  see  that  Hany 
or  somebody  will  tell  me  all  at  once  when  and  how, 
and  I  like  to  be  ready  with  my  document  pour  la 
premiere  occasion. 

D.,  after  cold,  headache,  and  two  or  three  days’ 
confinement  in  the  Hotel  Sinet,  is  in  the  most  tearing 
spirits  and  enjoyment  of  the  rare  quiet  and  emptiness  of 
Paris.  He  purchases  at  all  the  shops,  dines  at  cafes 
with  Fullerton,  walks  into  the  concerts,  and  yesterday 
evening  went  to  the  ‘  Huguenots.’ 

Georgy  and  I  pass  our  mornings  at  Longchamps. 
They  set  out  to-morrow  for  Brighton,  where  they  are 
to  pass  some  time  with  his  family.  My  brother  stays 


1839 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


293 


here  about  ten  days  longer.  We  shall,  I  hope,  leave 
Paris  about  the  middle  of  August. 

Henry  Bulwer  is  arrived  and  is  extremely  agreeable 
and  efficient,  and  will,  I  think,  be  a  great  addition  in 
society  and  a  very  useful  one  in  business.  But  Aston 
is  not  to  be  replaced  in  our  affection. 

I  shall  see  you  somehow  or  other,  most  dear  sister, 
for  I  trust  we  shall  be  the  whole  month  of  September 
in  England. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Devonshire  House  :  August  31,  1839. 

My  dearest  sister, — You  saw  how  poorly  I  was  at 
your  house  after  the  Palace.  All  the  next  day  I  was 
in  my  bed.  Granville  dined  at  Stafford  House  and  was 
enchanted  with  the  Duchess  and  Lad}^  Clanricarde. 
He  returned  here  to  keep  me  company  with  a  like 
seizure  of  cold  and  diarrhoea.  Yesterday  I  recovered 
and  dined  with  D.  and  Leveson  with  Lord  Seaford. 
All  the  Hardys.  Lord  Melbourne  very  happy,  wide 
awake,  talking  a  great  deal  to  Louisa  Hardy. 

Everybody  moans  and  groans  over  the  changes.1 
Mr.  Wood  and  Lady  Mary  sat  with  me  during  my 
cholerine,  almost  in  tears,  in  despair  at  going  out, 
leaving  their  best  friends,  but  inevitable,  impossible  to 
avoid.  Mr.  Wood  is  most  grateful  to  Morpeth  for  a 
note,  loves  you  for  your  sorrow  ;  Mary  became  like  a 
silver  fruit  knife  in  aspect,  and  said  she  must  leave 
the  room  if  we  said  a  word  more,  so  moved  was 
she. 

Well,  people  say  Lord  Clarendon’s  tiff  is  absurd. 
Lord  Seaford  says  his  speeches  were  not  so  very  good, 
not  to  be  compared  with  Morpeth’s  first  speeches  in 

1  Several  changes  took  place  in  the  Administration.  Sir  Charles 
Wood  resigned  the  Secretaryship  of  the  Admiralty.  He  afterwards  filled 
many  important  posts,  and  was  created  Viscount  Halifax  in  1866. 
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promise  of  anything  first-rate,  and  what  has  he  done  to 
warrant  immediate  eye  to  the  Cabinet  P 

Sister,  you  see  how  this  is  to  be  burnt,  and  only  for 
you  and  the  Lords.  Lord  Ilowick  says  he  goes  because 
Mr.  Wood  is  affronted.  Mr.  Wood  won’t  say  one  word 
of  why  he  does,  so  we  turn  it  upside  down. 

Mantalini1  says  he  is  now  just  what  he  has  all  along 
wished,  pined  for,  Home,  but  D.  says  he  is  in  deploi- 
able  spirits. 

Lord  Seaford  says  that  it  is  the  best  thing  possible 
to  have  Johnny  Colonial,  but  laments  over  Powlettain" 
Boat  Song — most  ungracious,  unconciliating,  and  to 
the  Aristocratic  Americans,  descended  from  tallow. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Windsor :  October  10,  1839. 

It  is  delightful.  I  had  forgotten  the  beauty  of  the 
place,  inside  and  out.  The  weather  is  quite  heavenly — 
every  comfort  and  luxury.  Lady  Sandwich  and  Lady 
Clanricarde.  The  Princes  of  Coburg  arrived.  A  key 
to  go  all  day  long  into  the  garden.  No  driving 
required.  And  now,  my  dearest  Body,  to  you  and 
your  husband  and  my  dearest  brother  a  bundle  of  my 
observations. 

Lady  Clanricarde  came  to  me,  which  kept  me  till 
within  ten  minutes  of  luncheon. 

I  have  been  taking  a  delicious  walk  on  the  Terrace 
into  an  embroidered  garden,  but  how  inferior !  Lord 
Palmerston  said  that  if  my  brother  could  but  come 
here  for  six  months  en  maitre,  Windsor  would  be 
the  most  magnificent  thing  on  earth,  and  it  is  quite 
true. 

The  Queen  looks  lovely,  much  more  delicate  with¬ 
out  looking  ill.  Lord  Melbourne  appears  to  be  in  as 

1  Lord  Normanby. 

*  Mr.  Powlett  Thomson  was  appointed  Governor-General  of  Canada. 
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great  favour  as  ever,  aud  I  think  their  relative  manners 
in  a  difficult  position  perfect. 

We  sat  round  in  the  evening,  but  had  much  to  look 
at.  ‘  My  cousins  ’  are  both  of  them  very  unaffected  and 
with  very  good  manners,  perfectly  at  their  ease  with 
her  without  gene  or  familiarity ;  and  Prince  Albert 
the  youngest  is  charming.  Ladies  Sandwich,  Clanri- 
carde  and  I  are  won.  It  remains  to  be  seen  who  else 
will  be. 

Eoast  beef  and  potatoes  with  the  Ministers  and 
maids.  Going  in  a  real  coach  and  horses  to  the 
Virginia  Water.  Lady  Sandwich  says  she  idolises  the 
Queen.  Lord  Normanby  imagines  that  there  is  nothing 
actually  en  train  as  to  marriage.  Lord  Melbourne  sat 
by  her  yesterday  evening  as  usual,  did  not  sleep  at  all 
or  talk  much.  Prince  Albert  played  at  chess  with 
Charles  Murray.  Lady  Clanricarde  said,  ‘  The  trial  is 
too  great  ;  if  he  wins  he  has  a  master  mind.’  He  lost. 

H.  M.  asked  Lady  Clanricarde  £  Do  you  think  my 
cousin  like  me  P  ’  She  said  yes,  because  he  is,  though 
much  handsomer. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  October  25,  1839. 

My  dearest  sister, — You  will  have  been  like  us,  first 
shocked,  and  then  relieved  about  Lord  Brougham.1 

The  slightest  encouragement  to  P.  Grey 2  will  make 
what  I  believe  will  be  for  the  happiness  ol  all  parties. 
As  to  the  other  branch  of  your  domestic  affairs,  con¬ 
ceive  my  surprise  when  Baroness  Dimsdale  yesterday 
said  to  me  :  T  am  so  delighted  to  hear  of  William 
Cowper’s  marriage.’  ‘  To  whom  ?  ’  ‘To  one  ol  Lord 
Carlisle’s  daughters.’  Much  as  Dimsdale  regards  and 

1  A  false  report  of  his  death  appeared  in  the  Time s. 

2  The  Rev.  Francis  Grey,  son  of  the  Prime  Minister,  who  married,  in 
1840,  Lady  Elizabeth  Howard. 
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values  me,  she  does  not  seem  aware  of  my  parentis.  I 
said,  obliged  to  boast,  I  was  quite  sure  my  sister  Lady 
Carlisle,  would  have  told  me.  ‘  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon  ; 

I  only  read  it  in  the  newspaper.’ 

Bruce  lives  entirely  with  his  family,  excepting 
walks  and  visits  to  Leveson,  who  is  delightful,  lives 
almost  entirely  with  us,  in  very  good  spirits  and  as 
amiable,  affectionate,  and  pleasant  as  it  is  possible 
to  be. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  wants  nothing  and  nobody  but  her 
tapissiers  and  Monsieur  Paggenpohl,  who  helps  her. 
She  thinks  of  nothing  but  tables  and  chairs.  The 
entresol  is  delicious ;  she  looks  out  upon  and  into  the 
Tuileries  gardens — it  is  like  living  in  a  kaleidoscope. 
She  don’t  let  me  in,  she  don’t  come  to  see  me,  but  dines 
and  talks  and  is  charming.  The  house  for  the  moment 
is  quite  sufficient,  and  she  wants  neither  Bull,  toad,  nor 
Bear.  Class  us  as  you  please. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  December  7,  1839. 

My  most  dear  sister, — Your  letter  of  yesterday  was 
most  interesting.  Lady  Cowper's  marriage,  the  early 
period  fixed  for  the  Queen’s,- all  was  news.  The  happi¬ 
ness  that  awaits  Liz  is  the  constant  object  of  Georgy’s 
and  my  talk.  He  is  so  excellent ;  his  life  is  one  which 
would  have  been  so  completely  poisoned  by  a  wife  that 
did  not  suit  him  and  sympathise  with  him,  and  will  be 
such  a  blessed  and  blessing  one  with  your  perfect  Liz. 
He  will  be  of  such  use  to  us  all.  Georgy  read  me  a 
sermon  of  his  yesterday  morning  which  quite  charmed 
me  on  part  of  the  Lord’s  Prayer,  such  warmth  and 
feeling  and  eloquence. 

Lady  Cowper  has  courage  to  face  her  angry  chil¬ 
dren.  I  cannot  say  how  much  I  blame  them  for  telling 
what  they  feel,  but  I  wonder  she  can  encounter  their 


1839 


TO  LADY  CARLISLE 


297 


antipathy.  Wliat  a  happy  mother  she  might  have  been 
and  what  an  unhappy  existence  will  she  have,  I  fear !  1 
Her  understanding  never  has  been  of  the  slightest  use 
to  her. 

Adieu  !  God  bless  you  all.  Harry  is  in  high  force 
and  wiser,  though  smitten  with  two  or  three  beauties. 
A  very  pretty  daughter  of  Edward  Bligli  s,  a  very  clever 
one  2  of  Charles  Gore’s,  and  Madame  Villa  Garcia  are 
the  favourites  pour  le  moment. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  December  27,  1839. 

My  dearest  sister, — I  shall  long  to  hear  of  Francis  s 
next  visit.  Harry  is  uncommonly  well  in  looks,  health 
and  spirits,  and  we  all  get  fonder  of  him  ever)'  day. 
He  is  much  more  wary,  though  certainly  more  devoted 
to  woman  than  I  ever  saw  any  man. 

Madame  de  Lieven  has  had  a  letter  from  Lady 
Cowper  at  Broadlands.  She  seems  perfectly  happy  at 
the  decision  she  has  taken.  Says  she  was  a  sotte  not  to 
have  had  the  courage  to  do  it  long  ago.  Neumann 
and  Brunnow  were  going  down  there.  Foreign  Affairs 
will  be  more  come-at-able,  I  suspect,  than  they  have 
been  for  a  long  time.  Lord  Palmerston’s  incivilities 
will  obtain  a  varnish. 

■The  Clarendons  went  yesterday.  They  have  been 
very  amiable.  She  is  plain,  but  seems  the  best,  most 
sensible,  inoffensive  wife  that  can  be,  extremely  fond  of 
him,  and  he  looks  happier  and  healthier  than  I  ever 
saw  him. 

1  It  turned  out  a  very  happy  marriage  and  the  children  became  devoted 
to  Lord  Palmerston. 

2  Mrs.  Charles  Gore  wrote  some  clever  novels.  Her  daughter  was  a 
great  favourite  with  the  smart  young  men  of  the  day.  She  was  not 
pretty,  but  she  was  bright  and  clever,  danced  well  and  had  a  graceful 
figure.  Her  mother  was  very  stout,  and  they  were  called  1  plenty  ’  and 
1  waste.’  Miss  Gore  married  Lord  Edward  Thynne. 
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What  are  we  to  think  of  politics  ?  Peel  and 
Patience  ? 

Brougham  dined  here  yesterday,  extremely  gentle, 
subdued  and  in  low  spirits,  keeping  within  the  bounds 
of  decency  and  sobriety,  not  coming  to  balls  and  routs, 
but  to  dinners  and  vaudevilles.  Perhaps  I  am  a  gull, 
but  from  what  he  said  to  me  I  am  inclined  to  think  he 
did  not  kill  himself.1 

Give  my  love  to  your  dear  people — men,  women 
and  children. 

1  Many  believed  he  had  himself  originated  the  report  of  his  death,  to 
find  out  what  people  would  say  of  him. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  January  1840. 

Freddy  leaves  ns  on  Tuesday  and  will  give  you 
another  live  sketch  of  us.  Yesterday  I  suffered  the 
first  joy  of  the  Carnaval,  a  concert  at  the  Duke  of 
Orleans.  Excellent  music,  luxe  of  light,  intense  heat  in 
the  mild,  fusty  weather,  the  wearied,  excede  unmusical 
family  sitting  in  a  row  before  us.  But  I  enjoyed  part : 
Scheffer’s  beautiful  picture  of  Mignon,  ‘  Regrettant  le 
Ciel,’  out  of  one  eye,  and  the  magnificent  head  of  the 
widower,  the  Duke  of  Wurtemberg,  out  of  the  other, 
not  to  mention  Madame  de  Talleyrand,  that  sublime 
wreck  of  different  kinds  of  prosperity. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  February  1840. 

Nothing  can  express  the  delight  of  receiving  your 
letters,  my  dearest  sister.  Yesterday  no  papers  arrived, 
though  the  courier  did.  Lord  Holland  wrote  as  if  we 
had  the  papers.  Granville  brought  your  letter  in  to 
Dody  and  me.  4  Perhaps  your  sister  will  tell  ’ — and  you 
did,  dearest  of  ladies,  everything,  and  clearly,  amply, 
interestingly,  as  you  always  do. 

I  think  five  was  too  much,  three  enough,  but  is  it 
not  a  shake  ?  We  long  for  the  Friday  result. 

Dearest  Leveson.1  My  time  is  taken  up  with  answer¬ 
ing  notes  of  congratulation,  and  to-night  I  expect  my 
throat  to  be  sore  with  explanations  and  thanks. 

1  He  was  appointed  Under-Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs. 
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Monsieur  Guizot’s  appointment 1  occupies  us  much. 
I  think  he  will  be  much  liked,  I  mean  socially,  at 
Holland  House  and  Lansdowne  House.  I  do  not  think 
Lord  Melbourne  will  talk  much  to  him. 

My  friend  feels  as  they  said  of  Richelieu,  when  he 
died,  ‘II  laisse  plus  de  vide  qu’il  n’a  tenu  de  place.’ 
She  is  what  I  always  think  her,  hard  but  true.  She 
says  she  has  epouse  Lord  Palmerston  and  only  wishes 
good  for  him  and  his,  that  she  has  ceased  to  care  about 
politics  but  as  suits  them  and  herself.  The  loss  of 
Guizot’s  society  is  greater  to  her  as  habit  and  resource 
than  as  positive  pleasure.  Mole  charms  and  Thiers 
amuses  her  more.  Perhaps  because  with  all  her  clever¬ 
ness  she  would  prefer  the  soil  less  rich  and  the  surface 
more  polished. 

What  are  wrn  to  think,  what  to  do  P  People  are 
sending  every  minute  for  the  Tuesday’s  papers,  which 
we  have  not.  Lord  Munster  entre  autres  very  huffy. 

Mr.  and  Miss  Paikes  dine  here  this  evening,  and 
Mine,  de  Lieven  comes  to  early  whist,  the  only  thing — 
how  odd  ! — I  have  ever  seen  really  amuse  her. 

Our  wonderful  mild  winter  enables  us  to  go  to  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne  en  caleche  every  da}T.  Georgy  has 
ridden  twice,  very  successfully,  in  all  but  Baba’s  opinion. 
‘  She’s  not  clever  at  it,  she  looks  frightened,  she  goes 
zig-zag,’  and  then  he  puts  himself  exactly  in  the  shape 
she  sits,  which  Leveson  knows. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris:  February  1840. 

I  wish  you  joy,  my  dearest  sister.  Twenty-one,2  and 
Morpeth’s  excellent  speech.  Not  that  I  have  yet  read 
it,  but  Granville  tells  me  that  it  is  so,  and  the  end  of  Sir 
Robert’s  also.  Lord  John  P  I  mean  to  go  through  the 

o  o 

1  Of  Ambassador  to  London. 

2  The  majority  against  Sir  T.  Buller’s  motion  of  want  of  confidence. 
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debate  when  they  are  all  at  the  Duke  of  Orleans’  ball. 
I  have  a  cold  and  a  rash  on  the  tip  of  my  nose,  which 
made  me  think  it  a  pretty  compliment  to  abstain  from 
ornamenting  the  gay  brilliant  little  fete  with  my  presence. 
All  our  men  go,  and  Dody,  very  smart  and  hoping  to 
e-et  in  a  rubber  of  whist  in  the  course  of  the  evening. 

How  different  a  session  I  suppose  this  will  be  from 
the  last!  Such  constant — though,  I  imagine,  fruitless 
— attempts  to  turn  us  out. 

You  can  have  no  idea  of  my  present  comfort  with 
a  cup  of  tea,  blazing  logs,  not  a  sound  or  wheel  to  be 
heard,  whilst  at  eight  o’clock  Harry,  Heneage,  the 
Fullertons  and  Granville  were  all  adorned  and  armed 
for  the  ball.  How  the  truth  is  that  I  think  if  I  go 
to  the  ureat  bals  monstres ,  I  shall  do  all  I  need.  They 
are  the  most  fatiguing  and  the  least  crack,  so  show 
most  good-will.  Georgy  was  in  a  blaze  of  jewelry. 
You  know  Alexandre.  When  she  proposed  adding  a 
little  branch  of  diamonds  to  her  coiffure ,  he  said  :  4  Avec 
une  pareille  magnificence,  notre  pensee  doit  etre  la 
simplicity’  and  rejected  her  plan.  Good  night,  dearest 
of  sisters. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  February  1840. 

My  own  dearest  sister, — Harry  and  I  went  to  a 
morning  concert  together  this  morning.  "VV  e  hope  he 
is  not  desperately  m  love  with  the  twin  Miss  Zamoras. 
They  are  lovely  to  behold,  but  do  not  come  heie  ,  only 
seen  at  Lady  Duff’s.  There  are  four  good  families  at 
the  Havannah,  and  they  are  one. 

I  hear  the  Due  de  Broglie  is  very  gay,  Mme..  de 
Lieven  very  much  amused  and  animee,  and  has  Thiers 
at  her  house  this  evening,  which  must  make  her  very 
happy. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  F ebruary  1840. 

My  dearest  sister, — We  are  again  in  all  the  suspense 
and  wonder  and  imbroglio  of  the  King  in  a  fury,  the 
Ministers  out,  Monsieur  de  Broglie  as  usual  refusing. 

Mons.  Guizot  sets  out  to-morrow,  and  I  have  just 
been  writing  out  for  Mme.  de  Lieven  a  list  of  wliist- 
players,  and  we  advise  her  to  have  a  Wednesday 
entirely  devoted  to  the  game,  as  she  gets  like  a 
naughty  child  if  the  politicians  come  in  the  middle  of 
her  game. 

All  the  world  is  occupied  about  a  ball  on  Monday  at 
Colonel  Thorn’s.  Costume ,  it  is  to  be  beautiful.  Mme. 
Sam  nil  off,  d’Aspas,  KisselefF,  and  Poldi  as — I  forget 
what,  but  something  very  beautiful.  I  have  had  such  a 
note  from  Mrs.  Thorn  that,  to  my  utter  disgust  and 
despair,  I  am  afraid  I  must  go.  The  Colonel  has 
shrewdly  said  that  all  women  above  thirty  may  be 
excused  coming  in  costume.  Oh,  cela  ira ,  cela  ira  !  I 
see  my  young  friends. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  March  1840. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  hope  you  are  as  nearly  out  of 
your  grippe  as  i  am  out  of  mine,  but  it  leaves  one  much 
pulled,  like  a  thing  just  come  out  of  the  wash. 

Lord  William  Russell  is  just  arrived,  which  will 
gladden  Mme.  de  Lieven’s  heart. 

Nobody  seems  certain  of  the  denouevient  of  events 
here.  Mole  and  his  friends  talk  confidently  of  over¬ 
turning  Thiers,  but  Broglie  stands  by  the  latter,  and 
unless  he,  the  little  man,  is  brought  to  fling  himself  too 
entirely  on  the  gauche  I  think  he  may  stick  for  a  session 
at  least. 
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The  King  stands  at  ease  upon  the  point  of  this  diffi¬ 
culty. 

The  Due  de  Noailles  says,  ‘  Soyez  tranquille,  il  les 
trompera  tous.’ 

Georgy’s  translation  of  a  French  poem  1  is  in  the 
number  for  March  of  4  Bentley’s  Miscellany.’  Pray  read 
it,  and  the  editor's  little  preface. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  1840. 

My  dearest  sister, — Your  letter  to-day  was  a  great 
pleasure.  Your  improved  account  of  Blanche  made  D. 
and  myself  very  happy.  He  is  arrived,  snug  in  the 
Hotel  Sinet. 

I  made  Mme.  de.  Lieven  happy  with  your  daughter’s 
most  kind  letter.  D.  tells  me  she  is  to  pay  him  a  long 
visit  at  Chatsworth. 

Give  my  love  to  dearest  Guinea.  Tell  him  that 
Lord  Clanwilliam  has  sent  me  a  message  which  pleased 
me  much,  telling  me  how  much  he  is  liked  and  approved 
of  in  the  office  by  all. 

I  have  nothing  more  to  tell  you,  and  the  first  fine 
hot  day  has  made  me  stupid  and  sleepy. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  April  1840. 

My  beloved  sister, — It  is  not  possible  for  me  to 
express  my  gratitude  for  your  letter.  Without  it  I 
never  could  have  poured  out  to  you  all  the  devoted 
feeling  of  affection,  of  sympathy,  that  I  have  longed  to 
write  to  you  and  dearest  Lord  Carlisle.  I  feel  what 
absence  is,  not  to  be  near  you  all  now.  What,  however, 
could  I  be  that  you  are  not  to  each  other  in  the  midst 

1  L'Aveugle  de  Castel  Guille,  by  Jacques  Jasmin,  the  Languedoc 
poet. 
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of  tlie  blessings  that  remain  and  duties  that  occupy 
you,  which  you  so  adorably  feel,  and  for  which  God  will 
give  you  strength  and  grace  ! 1 

I  feel  that  we  are  all  left  to  endeavour  to  follow  her 
in  all  that  may  await  us  in  this  life  of  trial.  I  only  hope 
to  be  like  you. 

Every  moment,  every  thought  is  with  you  all  and 
my  beloved  brother.  I  wish  much  to  hear  of  dearest 
Harry  being  with  you.  We  have  all  the  strongest 
affection  for  him.  I  will  tell  Susy  that  you  thought  of 
her. 

Dearest  sister,  if  it  was  possible  to  tell  you  how  I 
love,  how  I  hope  with  you,  for  you  ! 

That  last  look  seems  before  me  too. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  April  30,  1840. 

I  thank  you  more  than  I  can  say,  my  beloved 
brother.  It  would  have  given  me  intolerable  anxiety 
not  to  have  heard  from  you,  and  in  that  letter,  in  the 
midst  of  anguish,  there  is  something  that  speaks  peace. 

I  feel  as  if,  in  that  angel’s  departure,  there  was  a  sort 
of  mission  to  us  all  to  suffer,  resign  o  irsj  :ves  and  hope. 
I  think  the  remembrance  of  that  last  expression  will 
come  in  all  these  dark  hours  of  trial  and  bitterness 
through  which  all  must  pass. 

Your  letter  will  always  be  by  me.  I  have  the 
greatest  gratitude  to  you  for  writing  it. 

I  am  so  glad  you  were  able  to  see  them  all.  I  have 
had  a  letter  from  my  sister  and  send  you  back  her 
letters,  letters  that  at  once  break  one’s  heart  and  soothe 
it.  I  love  you,  my  dearest  brother.  I  never  knew  how 
much  I  loved  you.  You  are  never  for  a  moment  out  of 
my  thoughts.  I  cannot  night  or  day  forget  what  you 
said  to  me  on  the  overwhelming  subject,  but  I  hope 
Lady  Burlington  died  on  April  28. 
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and  trust  you  are  well,  and  that  when  you  can  you 
will  let  me  hear  from  you. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  May  1840. 

Most  dear  sister, — I  long  to  be  with  you,  to  talk  to 
you,  to  feel  with  you,  to  learn  of  you. 

I  think  it  is  a  long  time  before  we  practically 
believe  how  much  is  given,  how  little  asked.  I  do  not 
think  it  is  in  man  easily  to  understand  the  unbounded 
mercy  of  God.  Come  unto  me,  and  that  at  the  eleventh 
hour,  as  at  the  first.  This  the  only  peace  on  earth  we 
shrink  from  till  brought  to  it  by  fear  and  sorrow,  terror 
and  bereavement. 

God  bless  you,  my  angel  sister. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  1840. 

My  most  dear  sister, — I  am  so  grateful  for  the  letters 
I  have  received  from  my  brother  and  Morpeth,  so 
soothing  in  the  midst  of  grief,  telling  me  of  all  you 
have  been  strengthened  to  do,  of  all  that  has  been 
added  to  your  adorable  nature,  to  enable  you  to  bear 
vour  trial,  perform  your  duty,  and  be  a  blessing  aud 
example  to  all  around  you.  I  have  an  intense  wish  to 
see  you,  but  I  do  not  form  any  plan  or  look  forward. 
It  may  be  given  to  me,  like  other  blessings. 

Granville  better  after  a  sharp  attack  of  gout,  but 
I  know  not  what  he  thinks  of  doing  this  summer.  I 
trust  he  will  soon  be  able  to  walk,  which  at  this  moment 
he  is  not  allowed  to  do,  and  that  it  will  not  be  tedious 
and  weakening  as  the  last  attack. 

ITow  my  brother  does  love  you,  my  most  dear  sister  ! 
What  a  comfort  you  will  be  to  him  ! 

Lord  Carlisle  has  written  the  kindest  letter  to 
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Granville.  I  wish  it  were  possible  for  me  to  tell  you 
what  I  feel  for  you  both. 

I  shall  not  write  more  to-day.  I  have  scarcely  left 
my  room  and  his,  and  now  I  am  going  to  breathe  a 
little  air.  I  will  only  tell  you  what  very  strong  affec¬ 
tion  we  all  have  for  your  dearest  Harry,  and  the 
pleasure  it  is  to  us  to  think  of  seeing  him  again. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  May  1840. 

I  received  your  letter  yesterday,  my  own  beloved 
sister.  I  am  glad  you  did  not  go  to  Compton  Place, 
and  am  glad  that  Pochard  and  Caroline  were  with  him. 

It  is  all,  I  hope,  settled  as  the  Sutherlands  wish  with 
regard  to  Mme.  de  Lieven.  She  has  had  such  improved 
accounts  of  her  son  that  she  is  in  doubt  again  as  to  the 
time  of  her  departure.  I  have  made  her  feel  that  her 
being  at  Stafford  House  is  now  out  of  the  question, 
and  their  very  great  kindness  in  offering  her  to  be 
there  or  at  West  Hill  later  in  the  year.  I  conveyed  all 
the  Duke  had  written  to  me  to  her,  not  as  a  message 
sent  at  this  moment,  but  as  an  expression  of  their  kind¬ 
ness  and  interest  about  her. 

I  have  seen  Mr.  Blunt’s  letter,  most  dear  sister. 
Harry  sent  it  to  me.  I  find  every  day  words,  lines, 
thoughts  that  I  have  such  a  longing  to  show  to  you,  all 
impressive  of  what  he  dwells  so  much  on,  what  her 
perfection,  her  adorable  character  gives  even  to  the 
pangs  of  memory — such  certainty  for  her,  such  hope  for 
what  survives. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  May  1840. 

I  received  your  letter  with  the  enclosed,  which  I 
return  to  you.  I  felt,  my  most  dear  sister,  more  than 
I  can  express  for  the  disappointment  and  difference  to 
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you  and  my  dearest  brother.  You  are  perfect  in  that, 
as  you  have  shown  yourself  throughout.  You  have, 
and  my  dear  brother,  only  said  and  done  all  that  must 
be  soothing  to  you  to  think  of.  I  feel  it  sure  that  a 
sense  of  duty  actuates  Lord  Burlington,1  and  I  hope 
gradually  time  will  bring  nearly  the  same  results.  Talk 
to  me  of  her  children.  I  feel  to  know  that  darlino- 
eldest  boy,  but  I  want  to  hear  of  the  others  and  of  the 
little  girl  that  must  be  so  precious  to  you  all.  Tell  Liz 
there  is  no  kindness  to  Harry.  He  has  made  himself 
dear  to  us  all.  I  love  him  and  respect  him,  for  he  has 
qualities  that  are  invaluable.  Such  truth  in  judging, 
feeling  and  acting — such  real  feeling  it  is  for  all 
subjects,  so  just  and  so  uncompromising. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  is  waiting  here,  expecting  her  son 
soon,  and  meaning  to  go  to  England  on  the  8tli  of  June. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Dover:  July  29,  1840. 

We  are  going  to  embark  on  a  calm  sea,  and  I  hope 
you  will  soon  step  into  your  steamer. 

I  do  not  think  I  have  thanked  you  half  enough  for 
all  your  kindness  to  the  Levesons,2  always  so  very  great 
to  him  and  now  to  her,  and  so  deeply  felt  by  both. 

I  wras  pleased  with  her  for  asking  Freddy  in  secret 
if  he  could  find  the  nosegay  . of  orange  flowers  that  you 
had  given  her  the  day  of  the  marriage  and  which  she 
had,  to  her  great  regret,  left  on  the  table,  having  wished 
to  keep  it  for  ever.  The  mother-in-law,  having  a 
prudent  mind,  had  found  the  nosegay,  picked  off  all  the 
flowers,  put  them  in  a  sachet,  and  I  am  going  to  send 
them  to  her  in  a  very  pretty  one  from  Paris. 

1  In  his  refusal  to  live  with  the  Duke. 

2  Lord  Leveson  married  Lady  Acton  on  July  25. 


308  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1840 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris :  August  1840. 

My  dearest  sister, — It  was  great  happiness  to 
receive  your  letter. 

I  do  not  see  any  prospect  of  war,  and  Buonaparte  s  1 
attempt  and  misfortune  seem  to  have  damaged  no  one 
hut  himself.  It  is  almost  the  foolishest  thing  one  e^  ei 
heard  of. 

Granville’s  gout  is  almost  gone.  My  brother  is 
gone  to-day  to  St.  Germain  on  his  way  to  Ha\  i  e, 
where  he  is  to  take  lodgings  for  the  Fullertons  and  us. 

I  long  to  breathe  sea  air. 

We  have  had  Granville  Vernon2  and  his  daughter 
here.  He  talked  to  an  attentive  house.  We  had 
nothing  else  to  do,  and  he  is  sometimes  a  good  essay, 
enlivened  with  something  as  good  as  a  farce.  The 
girl  is  extremely  pretty,  pleasing,  and  her  singing 
divine,  but  she  became  low  last  night  when  at  eleven, 
on  the  eve  of  a  journey,  she  saw  her  papa  in  his  fourth 
hour  of  conversation  without  a  hope  of  abatement. 

I  have  had  a  letter  from  Mine,  de  Lieven.  I  think 
she  seems  impatient  to  come  back.  Her  niece  Mme. 
Eodolphe  Appony 3  is  arrived.  I  hear  she  is  quite 
lovely  and  both  Appony  and  his  wife  are  enchanted 
with  her,  and  say  that  she  is  douce ,  g entitle,  charmante. 

Will  you  tell  the  Duchess  when  you  write  that  I 
had  a  letter  from  Madame  de  Sclionbourg  written  on  the 
lltli?  She  was  perfectly  well,  and  to  embark  the  next 
day.  Lord  Rokeby  had  arrived  from  London  to 
remonter  the  Rhine  with  her,  and  I  think  he  will  do  as 
much  good  as  the  doctor. 

1  Louis  Napoleon’s  escapade  to  Boulogne. 

2  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Granville  Vernon.  He  was  the  only  one  of  the  family 
who  did  not  take  the  name  of  Harcourt  when  his  father  the  Archbishop 
adopted  it  on  his  succeeding  to  the  Harcourt  property. 

3  She  became  Austrian  Ambassadress  in  London. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  August  17,  1840. 

You  will  excuse  a  short,  letter  to-day,  my  beloved 
sister.  We  are  all  in  the  bustle  of  setting  out.  The 
Fullertons  for  Mantes  and  we  for  St.  Germain,  to  meet 
at  Rouen  to-morrow,  hoping  to  arrive  at  Havre  on 
Wednesday.  We  shall  find  Richard  Verity  there. 
Granville  is  very  well,  but  it  will  be  a  great  comfort 
to  me  to  have  that  valuable  creature  to  look  at  us. 

Mr.  Macaulay  dined  here  yesterday,  and  as  we  had 
nothing  to  do  but  to  listen  he  was  very  welcome.  He 
told  us  all  about  everything,  and  is  I  think  prepared 
for  anything.  I  expect  nothing. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  rushed  back  from  Wrest  to  Stafford 
House  and  the  doctors,  as  she  says  she  is  bilious  and 
ill.  Lady  Clanricarde  is  become  entirely  political  and 
violent  against  the  Government  here.  Leopold  very 
busy  at  Windsor. 

Marie  has  sent  me  the  loveliest  present,  a  bracelet  with 
her  hair  and  Leveson’s  and  the  date  of  their  marriaere. 

O 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Havre :  August  80,  1840. 

My  dearest,  dear  sis, — Forgive  me  for  writing  so 
little.  You  know  what  a  life  a  seafaring  one  is,  all 
outing,  eating,  bathing,  and  sleeping,  for  I  live  in 
warm  sea  water.  It  is  oppressively  hot  and  we  are  all 
rather  languid.  The  doctor  says,  4  it  takes  away  one’s 
power  of  speech,’  but  it  is  delicious  to  go  and  sit  on 
the  pier  from  nine  till  ten,  to  rest  by  day  and  take  long- 
walks  at  night. 

Granville  was  astonished  when  he  saw  the  satisfac¬ 
tion  I  had  given  you  all  by  my  declaration  of  peace  !  !  ! 
Yet  I  persist,  only  he  says  I  am  bold  in  such  daring 
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assertions  when  nobody  can  know.  Dearest  sister,  I 
am  sure  notwithstanding. 

Bichard  Verity  is  still  here,  longing  to  get  back  to 
his  wife  and  harvest.  But  I  do  not  suffer  such  an  image 
to  present  itself  to  his  mind  in  any  practical  shape,  it 
is  such  a  comfort  to  have  him. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  October  7,  1840. 

Most  dear  sister, — What  has  made  me  lazy  has 
been  knowing  that  from  others,  chiefly  Morpeth,  you 
know  all,  and  that  I  had  nothing  to  say,  and  that  in 
these  times  nobody  can  do  more  than  wait,  look  and 
listen  for  what  has  not  yet  happened — something  deci¬ 
sive  of  the  one  great  question,  Peace  or  War. 

Thursday,  8th. — My  dearest,  this  will  go  to-night, 
and  I  have  just  received  your  dear,  anxious  letter.  It 
is  impossible  not  to  feel  so,  but  yet  I  trust,  if  events 
continue  to  be  such  as  to  frighten  Mehemet  Ali,  he 
may  be  led  to  give  Lord  P.  the  immense  triumph  and 
the  world  the  immense  blessing  of  peace. 

The  newspapers  do  their  most  and  worst  to  aggra¬ 
vate  matters,  but  I  trust  the  mutual  interests  concerned 
will  prevent  any  beyond  paper  explosion. 

En  attendant  we  are  living  the  most  quiet,  pleasant 
life  apart  from  politics.  Granville,  though  most 
anxious  and  very  busy,  is  very  well.  He  rides  every 
day  with  Dody  and  Freddy,  and  we  keep  early  hours. 
The  Seafords  are  arrived.  They  are  inclined  to  remain 
here,  but  ask  if  it  is  wise.  I  have  almost  persuaded 
them  to  take  a  house  for  the  winter — sauf  la  guerre , 
an  agreement,  I  understand,  made  and  agreed  to  by  all 
who  do. 

Frederick  Bruce  arrived  the  day  they  did,  but  not 
de  concert ,  as  he  came  to  take  care  of  his  mother,  his 
father  being  afraid  of  the  state  of  things. 
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Mme.  de  Lieven  and  Mine,  de  Flahault  gasp  for 
news,  but  events,  though  showering  quick  upon  us,  are 
nothing  till  a  decision  is  taken  in  a  friendly  sense. 
Things  that  calm  one  place  irritate  in  another.  Yet 
still  I  think,  and  if  I  dared  I  would  say  I  am  sure,  it 
will  not  end  in  war. 

The  Bois  de  Boulogne  is  meconnaissable ,  the  trees  all 
stripped  and  barked  where  the  line  of  fortification  is 
to  go. 

My  love  to  all  yours  and  to  Lady  Newburgh.  I 
envy  her  being  with  you,  because  of  you,  dearest 
people,  but  also  Castle  Howard — dear,  beautiful  Castle 
Howard.  Autumn  brings  it  so  to  my  mind.  There  is 
no  place  of  which  my  recollections  are  so  vivid.  At 
any  time  I  can  cry  over  its  walks,  its  beauties  and  its 
pleasures.  I  can  smell  it  and  see  it  with  almost  all  the 
ecstasy  of  reality,  for  ecstasy  there  is  in  all  the  enjo}7- 
ments  of  earth,  air  and  sky.  And  you,  my  own  dearest 
beloved  sister,  how  dearly  I  do  love  you ! 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  October  15,  1840. 

Have  I  not  seemed  ungrateful  for  your  most  delicious 
letter  P  But  I  have  been  so  flat  and  low,  such  terror 
of  over-fatigue  to  Granville  and  return  of  gout ;  and 
what  could  I  say  that  you  did  not  know  P  Tankervilles  ! 
Chatsworth  !  The  different  views  of  your  political 
friends,  and  I  with  nothing  to  say  but  that  I  found  the 
Huchesse  de  Halberg  here,  kind,  charming  and  recon¬ 
ciled  ; 1  that  the  English  have  all  taken  to  fright  and  flight. 

But  I  have  to  tell  you  that  at  six  o’clock  to-  day  the 
King  was  shot  at  by  a  desperate  fanatic,  une  bete  feroce , 
forty-three,  a  frotteur ,  who  says,  ‘  Je  connais  l’histoire, 
j’ai  voulu  delivrer  la  France  du  plus  grand  tyran  qui 
ait  jamais  existe.’ 

1  She  had  been  opposed  to  the  marriage  of  her  daughter  on  account 
of  the  difference  of  religion. 
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Eleven  o’clock.— We  are  just  returned  from  St. 
Cloud.  The  King  pale,  but  very  perfect  about  his 
danger  and  escape.  The  Queen  adorable,  quite  calm 
but  heart-broken.  The  little  Comte  de  Paris  is  dan¬ 
gerously  ill,  and  the  Duchesse  d’Orleans  is  saisie  by  the 
accounts  of  the  poor  little  Queen  of  Portugal. 

The  assassin  had  so  overcharged  his  short  gun  that 
it  burst  in  his  hand.  He  was  in  tortures,  but  quite 
unsubdued,  walking  about  the  room,  his  voice  quite 
strong,  and  boasting  of  his  knowledge  of  history .  Two 
of  the  worst  books  of  the  day,  two  pistols  and  a  poi- 
gnard  were  found  on  him. 

Lady  Seaford  1  is  droll.  ‘  Knows  nothing,  because 
she  does  not  think  spectacles  look  well  on  a  bride.’ 
Lord  Seaford  called  at  the  Luxembourg.  She  got  out 
to  walk  up  and  down  on  the  Place  full  of  emeutes.  She 
asked  the  laquais  de  place,  4  Vous  ne  croyez  pas  que  je 
coure  aucun  danger  d’etre  insultee.’  4  Oh  non,  madame, 
pas  a  votre  age.  Si  c’etait  une  des  demoiselles,  cela  se 
pourrait.’  She  hastened  to  explain  that  a  political 
assault  was  what  she  apprehended. 

To  Mrs.  Hamilton  Hamilton. 

Paris:  November  5,  1840. 

We  have  had  ten  days  of  most  mingled  feelings. 
The  loss  of  Lord  Holland  to  Granville’s  feeling  a  most 
severe  blow,  to  his  existence  a  most  irreparable  pri¬ 
vation.  There  never  was  a  more  devoted  friend  or 
agreeable  companion  than  Lord  Holland  had  been  to 
him  from  their  earliest  youth. 

We  have  had  the  great  happiness  of  seeing  Leveson 
and  his  wife.  I  never  saw  a  couple  so  well  suited  to 
each  other.  She  is  charming,  good,  gay,  pretty,  and  as 
a  wife  the  happiest  mixture  of  spirit  and  submission. 


1  Lady  Hardy  had  lately  married  Lord  Seaford. 
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Then  the  mother  has  been  all  satisfaction  and  gracious 
kindness,  which  she  must  have  great  credit  for,  as  there 
was  strong  feeling  excited  and  only  laid  by  amiable 
ones.  They  go  to-day.  It  is  terrible  to  lose  them,  but 
it  would  have  been  worse  to  be  glad. 

Granville  is  uncommonly  well,  and  the  quiet  life  we 
lead  by  the  side  of  the  storms  and  supposed  agitation 
of  the  siecle  is  good  for  us  all.  Good-bye. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  December  1840. 

At  half-past  eight  we  met  in  the  red  room — Apponys, 
Brignoles,  Mesdames  de  Gontaut,  Caraman,  Poix,  Sabine 
out  of  breath  with  ecstasy,  the  Beauvaus,  Guiches, 
Mouchy,  Richelieu,  Rodolphe  I.,  Albert  Esterhazy, 
Madame  de  Flahault  and  her  girls,  Rercys,  Rendleshams, 
Ailesburys,  Francis  Gordon,  Madame  Razoumoffska, 
Arabin,  d’Orsay,  Murray,  and  St.  Clair.  Madame  de 
St.  Clair’s  emotions  were  various.  ‘  How  sweet  it 
would  be  to  have  Mr.  Leveson  for  a  lover!’  washer 
gratifying  whisper.  At  another  time  Fullerton  says  he 
heard  something  like  the  heaving  of  an  elephant.  She 
had  seen  the  gun,  and  knew  it  was  to  be  fired. 

At  nine  we  were  all  in  the  ball-room,  the  prettiest 
little  theatre  you  ever  saw.  Henry  Greville  and  Miss 
Raikes,  Grampus  and  Alice,  le  grand  genre.  Harry 
Howard,  looking  quite  beautiful  in  a  black  wig  like 
Louis  XIV.’s,  acted  the  villain  of  the  piece  perfectly. 
Freddy  as  Walter  Barnard  and  Marion  Ellice  as  Bella 
had  the  greatest  success.  Plunket,  an  excellent  comic 
actor  as  Jemmy  Starling.  Miss  Thelusson 1  had  set 
beautifully  all  sorts  of  the  prettiest  bits  of  opera  music, 
and  played  them  with  a  band  of  Tolbecque. 

The  marriage  procession,  the  dance  of  the  girls  ; 

1  Was  a  daughter  of  the  third  Lord  Rendlesham,  and  was  married  to 
the  late  Lord  Walsingham  in  1847. 


314  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1840 

Hmilie  de  Flahault  looked  lovely,  and  all  very  pretty. 
There  were  no  longueurs  or  mischances,  the  greatest 
possible  success,  immense  applause,  and  when  at  the 
close  Miss  Eaikes,  called  for,  led  on  the  modest,  reluctant 
Marion,  and  curtseying,  picked  up  wreath  and  nose¬ 
gay  thrown  by  Mouchy,  no  words  can  describe  the 
contentment  of  all  parties.  To-morrow  the  play  is 
again  acted  to  an  entirely  new  audience.  No  duplicates 
but  the  mothers  of  the  figurantes.  Gramonts,  Mme. 
de  Lieven,  Albufera,  De  la  Eedorte,  Castellane,  Segur, 
Fezensac,  Decazes,  La  Ferte,  St.  Aulaire,  Marescalchi, 
Durazzo,  Chabots,  Haussonville,  Yallombrosa,  Grahams, 
Salvos,  Sebastiani,  Kisseleff,  F.  Barings,  the  Actons, 
Gallweys,  Eothschilds,  Boigne,  Mole,  Delessert,  Pigotts, 
Fitz williams,  Casteja,  N.  Pahlen,  Guizot,  men  diplo- 
mates ,  Zamoyski,  Montalembert.  They  have  all  com¬ 
fortable  seats  and  refreshments  to  keep  up  their  spirits 
and  soften  their  hearts.  Lord  Howden  looked  and 
acted  the  chief  pirate  beautifully. 

In  short,  dearest  brother,  it  is  thought  that  we 
have  done  it.  Landseer  never  saw  a  private  play  so 
well  got  up,  and  when  Harry  kneels  to  Marion  in  the 
last  act,  he  said,  ‘Was  there  ever  a  more  beautiful  pic¬ 
ture  than  that  ?  ’ 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris  :  February  10,  1841. 

Your  delicious  letter  came  this  morning.  The  pmk 
poplin  will  be  more  than  ever  suitable.  She  1  dined  here 
last  week,  very  agreeable  and  gay,  but  a  trifle  too  young, 
as  I  see  people  now  know  what  is  coming  and  try  to 
ward  it  off.  4  Oh,  I  should  like,  I  should  like,  but  I 
must  not;  1 mis  voyez,  je  suis  tr  op  jeune  femme  pour  cela. 
Kisseleff,  whom  I  doat  upon,  is  fond  of  her,  but  sees  it 
all.  She  was  on  the  defensive  about  political  energy. 

‘  Les  Chambres !  Je  n’y  vais  pas,  je  ne  pense  pas 
m’occuper  de  ces  clioses  serieuses— 0I1  !  non,  non.  Yous 
comprenez,  quand  on  me  parle,  qu’on  veut  m’expliquer 
les  fortifications  et  tout  cela — non,  non.  Fort  detache 
vous-meme.’  Dearest  brother,  if  you  had  seen  his  face  ! 

Don’t  tell  ever  and  I  will  amuse  you.  Lady 
Ailesbury — a  dear,  natural,  good-humoured  woman,  but 
on  a  fever  to  distinguish  herself — projected  a  little  ball. 
We  all  approved ;  she  sent  her  list  to  Henry  Greville 
all  right,  but  in  an  evil  hour  she  sent  to  Rodolphe 
Appony  neveu  to  consult  about  the  buffet.  She  says 
she  told  him  she  wished  to  know  what  to  order 
‘  j’aimerai  souper.’ 

‘Ah!  ah!  au  nom  du  ciel,  je  vous  prie.’  She  did 
not  see  why,  but  said,  4  mais  il  faut  avoir  quelque  chose.’ 

‘  Un  the  coiffe,  tout  au  plus,  un  the  coiffe.’ 

She  was  very  much  puzzled.  Had  heard  of  many 

1  Madame  de  Meyendorf. 
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fashionable  things,  but  not  of  that.  However,  to  tetter 
le  terrain  ventured  upon  cinquante  poulets.  ‘  Ah  !  ah  ! 
l’horreur,  on  vous  ecorchera,  dix,  tout  au  plus.’  I  will 
tell  you  Vhistorique  of  the  case  to-morrow. 

Saturday. — Mine,  de  Flahault  pronounced  Lady 
Ailesbury’s  to  be  the  best  little  ball  that  had  ever  been 
given,  well  lit,  just  the  right  number  of  people,  cham¬ 
pagne,  pate  de  foie  gras ,  proving  Kodolphe  to  have  had 
no  finger  in  the  pie,  all  ages  prancing.  Georgy  relates 
with  a  look  of  rapture  and  emotion  how  she  heard 
‘  Lady  Georgiana  Fullerton  coming  down  stairs  ’ — 
sounds  unknown  on  these  shores. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  is,  I  hear,  much  annoyed  at 
Alexandre  having  broken  off  his  match  with  Mdlle. 
Dackenhausen.  At  best  an  imbecile,  and  I  fear  much 
worse. 

What  a  moment !  £  Un  paquet  qui  vient  de  Londres.’ 
Hid  it  walk  ?  Muller  cuts  a  string  and  two  rouleaux 
appear.  The  blue  is  so  lovely  that  I  joy  in  its  being 
mine.  Both  well  adapted  to  the  wearers.  As  the  pink 
is  not  too  glaring,  a  sort  of  old  Aurora  will  she  look. 
And  the  blue  so  refined  and  chaste  that  an  Abbess  might 

.  #  O 

wear  it  at  a  festival. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Paris :  March  12,  1841. 

My  dearest  brother, — I  write  because  I  am  so 
frightened  at  the  idea  of  your  punishing  me  by  a  long 
interval.  My  letter  will  be  triste;  we  can  think  of  little 
but  the  poor  unhappy  Flahaults.  Adele,  their  third 
daughter,  a  charming  girl,  is,  I  fear,  dying.  Richard 
Verity  was  called  in,  but  when  the  case  had  become 
ahnost  desperate.  It  is  a  terrible  tragedy.  Flahault 
is  scarcely  in  his  senses,  refuses  all  comfort ;  and  she  is, 
as  in  all  things,  the  very  reverse  of  him,  wretched  and 
alarmed,  but  feeling,  what  is  true,  that  his  giving  way 
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so  entirely  is  terrible  for  tlie  otlier  girls.  But  it  is 
impossible  not  to  feel  deeply  for  liim,  for  them  all.  He 
never  goes  to  bed,  but  remains  at  the  outside  of  her 
door  all  night.  There  was  a  slight  amendment  last 
night,  but  Verity  does  not  seem  to  think  she  can  live. 

I  am  very  good  for  nothing  after  my  long  grippe, 
and  on  a  day  like  spring  am  not  to  go  out.  But  I  am 
sitting  with  lilacs  in  my  alabaster  basket  opposite  my 
great  caa;e.  If  I  was  left  out,  a  beautiful  tableau  de 
genre.  All  your  presents  and  my  original  ones  living 
in  harmony  together,  all  coming  under  the  glass,  where 
they  have  a  garden.  In  the  middle  a  monticule  of 
sand  from  Havre.  Branches  of  millet  in  a  dark  blue 
vase  and  bulbs  of  light  blue  Bohemian  glass.  The 
veuve  is  like  a  giraffe  and  domineers  without  op¬ 
pressing. 

Lord  Palmerston  writes  to  Mme.  de  Lieven  in  great 
spirits,  and  says  the  marriage  1  is  approved  of  by  them 
all — twenty-five  years  old,  beauty,  talent,  has  loved  her 
for  near  three  years  (c’est  une  espece  de  roman). 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Paris  :  March  1841. 

Dearest  sister, — Adele  de  Plahault  is  calm  and  free 
from  pain,  but  her  case  is  considered  hopeless ;  only  a 
question  of  time.  I  am  miserable  about  them,  and 
Bichard  Verity  comes  from  thence  quite  beat  down  by 
the  scenes  he  has  witnessed. 

Politics  I  never  know  how  to  write  about.  The 
Whigs  seem  to  me  strong  in  their  stirrups.  When  the 
Government  does  right  it  is  triumphant  and  admix  able, 
when  wrong  lucky  and  undaunted,  so  I  have  ceased 
to  think  anything  can  overturn  them. 

I  hear  from  Vienna  that  Lord  Beauvale 2  was  seized 

1  Lord  Jocelyn  married  Lady  Fanny  Cowper  on  April  25. 

2  Lord  Beauvale’s  marriage  to  a  daughter  of  Count  Maltzahn. 
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with  gout  during  the  ceremony  and  cried  out  to  the 
clergyman,  4  Depechez-vous.’  He  was  taken  ill  after 
the  ceremony  and  fainted  away.  The  next  day,  instead 
of  the  great  festin  de  noces  which  had  been  prepared,  she 
dined  at  a  little  round  table  by  his  bedside. 

To  Lady  Carlisle } 

La  Jonchere  :  June  1841. 

Dearest  of  sisters, — Has  a  rumour  reached  you,  not 
of  my  falling  between  two  stools  but  off  one  ?  I  suffered 
much  pain,  did  myself  no  injury,  and  now  am  only 
desired  to  keep  quiet  on  my  couch. 

This  place  is  delicious,  the  beauty  beyond  descrip¬ 
tion,  an  excellent  house.  Granville  enjoys  it,  and  it 
agrees  with  him  admirably. 

Yesterday  Bulwer,  Greville  and  Heneage  dined  and 
slept  here.  Bulwer  most  agreeable  and  in  high  force. 
To-day  Charles  and  Mrs.  Percy  and  Plunket  dine  and 
sleep,  on  Priday  Greville  returns  with  Alava.  You  see 
our  genre  de  vie. 

Soult  menaced  resignation  upon  the  Duke  of  Orleans 
voting  against  him,  and  has  been  with  difficulty 
pacified,  principally  by  his  son  being  sent  for.  The 
offer  of  Vienna  is  to  be  made  to  him,  though  it  is  not 
easy  to  think  how  Metternicli  will  swallow  and  arrange 
about  his  title.  My  friend  2  of  the  Eue  St.  Florentin 
writes,  4  Elle  3  deraisonne  ;  il  est  tres  aimable.’ 

1  Lord  Granville  was  seized  with  a  paralytic  stroke  towards  the  end 
of  March,  from  which  he  gradually,  although  never  completely,  recovered. 
In  the  interval  between  this  illness  and  the  removal  to  La  Jonchere,  a 
place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Paris  which  Lord  Granville  hired,  Lady 
Granville  only  wrote  short  notes,  and  those  chiefly  referred  to  her  hus¬ 
band’s  state  of  health. 

2  Madame  de  Lieven. 

3  Madame  de  Flahault,  whose  husband  had  been  promised  the 
Embassy  at  Vienna. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

La  Jonchere  :  June  15,  1841. 

The  weather  is  becoming  fine  again,  and  Granville 
and  Georgy  are  delighted  with  the  beauty  of  their 
drives. 

Mr.  Percy  was  here  yesterday.  He  tells  us  his 
friends  count  upon  a  majority  of  seventy  in  the  new 
Parliament.  He  is  in  despair  to  hear  that  ours  reckon 
upon  one  of  eight. 

We  have  been  much  excited  about  dearest  Leveson. 
I  do  hope  there  will  be  no  contest  in  South  Staffordshire. 
Bridgnorth  is  also  a  most  exciting  interest,  but  I  fear 
in  spite  of  zeal  and  Marie,  who  must  be  a  charming  can¬ 
vasser,  that  there  is  a  formidable  power  against  them. 

I  pity  little  Lady  Sarah  Villiers  so  much,  as  I  think 
her  happiness  is  embarked  in  this  marriage.  I  am  told 
quil  riy  a  rien  desi  volage  as  this  youth,1  and  that  he  will 
not  commit  himself.  I  think  nothing  more  likely  than 
that  he  will  marry  somebody  else  when  they  get  him  to 
Vienna,  and  that  all  the  silence  in  the  world  will  not 
avail. 

The  Flahaults  are  much  annoyed  at  another  failure, 
and  this  after  the  long  wished  for  embassy  had  been 
given  and  accepted.2  I  think  they  will,  however,  behave 
quietly  and  understand  the  difficulty  that  seems  always 
imperative  when  there  is  a  question  of  touching  the  hero 
of  Manchester.3  We  heard  yesterday  that  his  son  is  to 
be  made  Hue  de  St.  Amand.  I  should  like  to  be  called 
Huchesse  de  la  Jonchere. 

I  think  my  brother  will  approve  extremely  of  this 
place.  He  does  not  mind  a  drive,  and  from  the  Hotel 
Sinet  it  is  an  hour  and  a  half.  We  could  lodge  him,  but  I 
fear  he  would  not  like  it,  as  the  bedrooms,  though  very 
clean  and  nice,  are  extremely  small.  But  what  he  would 

1  Prince  Nicholas  Esterhazy,  who  married  Lady  Sarah  in  February  1842. 

2  He  eventually  -was  appointed.  3  Marshal  Soult. 
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like  is  the  dry,  pure  air  and  high  situation.  They  are 
making  hay,  but  there  is  no  sting  in  it.  I  have  not 
smelt  it.  It  is  damp  brings  out  its  sweetness,  and 
its  mischief  is  merged  in  this  large  atmosphere. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

La  Jonchere  :  June  1841. 

The  day  before  yesterday  Madame  de  Flahault  came 
triumphant  with  the  election  news.  Yesterday  it  w'as 
not  so  cheering.  I  think  it  seems  doubtful  if  the 
majority  will  be  sufficient  to  enable  the  Tories  to  carry 
on  the  Government,  although  sufficient  to  make  it  im¬ 
possible  for  the  Whigs  to  remain  in. 

Do  you  know,  most  dear  sister,  that  I  cannot  resign 
myself  to  the  idea  of  losing  Morpeth’s  holiday  and  a 
chance  of  many  of  you  by  turns  ?  How  I  think  he  most 
especially  would  enjoy  this  place  !  The  day  before  yes¬ 
terday,  at  a  stone’s  throw  from  Paris,  we  drove,  through 
chestnut  woods  and  fields  of  waving  corn,  the  peasants 
in  their  bright  colours  cutting  wood,  and  making  their 
recolte  of  raspberries  perfuming  the  air,  to  les  Deux 
Moulins.  There,  from  one  of  those  grass  platforms  that 
look  as  if  the  fairies  had  made  them  to  dance  in  at 
night,  we  looked  down  upon  Versailles,  chateau  and 
town,  like  a  model.  I  pined  for  Morpeth.  And  again 
yesterday,  when  after  a  broiling  morning  we  drove  to 
the  broad  terrace  of  St.  Germain,  all  the  Sunday  people 
walking  with  their  children,  and  almost  sea  air  blowing 
upon  us.  Again  and  again  to  have  you  and  yours  here 
would  be  too  delightful. 

On  Saturday  we  came  home  to  other  pleasures.  The 
Plaliaults  just  arrived  from  Paris,  agitated  and  aggrieved, 
but  reasonable.  She  goes  with  her  girls  to  Ems  to-mor¬ 
row  ;  he  remains  here,  uncertain  what  awaits  him.  To 
dinner  came  Madame  de  Lieven,  Guizot,  Broglie,  and 
Bulwer.  She  was  enchanted  with  the  place,  and  pro- 
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voked  because  les  Francais  nont  pas  Vorgane  d’ admirer 
ce  qui  est  beau.  Tlie  fact  is  they  both  know  La 
Jonchere  intimately,  and  have  seen  the  Aqueduct  of 
Marly  and  the  Palais  de  St.  Germain,  and  that  she  was 
astonished  and  charmed  at  finding  herself  for  once 
devoted  to  the  beauties  of  nature,  sneering  at  politicians. 
They  all  stayed  till  nine,  and  were  very  agreeable. 
Guizot  anxious  to  do  well  for  Flahault,  but  not  prepared 
to  go  out  on  the  question,  curious  about  English  politics. 
De  Broglie  behaved  very  prettily,  though  not  naturally 
fond  of  the  Princesse. 

What  a  storm  we  had  last  night,  and  how  in  the 
midst  of  it  did  I  feel  at  this  height,  with  the  tops  of  the 
trees  bowing  all  round  us,  and  the  lightning  in  at  the 
countless  windows ! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

La  Jonchere  :  June  1841. 

My  own  beloved  sister, — Morpeth’s  speech  is  quite 
beautiful,  quite  perfect.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  his 
being  beaten,  I  can  of  his  being  out.  Mr.  Ptaikes  tells  us 
that  the  Duke  of  Wellinedon  writes  him  word  that  nobodv 

o  «/ 

can  foresee  what  will  be  the  result.  But  if  you  could 
imagine  to  yourself  what  a  beau  reve  it  is  to  me,  thinking 
of  having  Morpeth  here,  of  enjoying  with  him,  as  I  know 
he  would  do,  this  delicious  place,  you  would  understand 
my  being,  what  I  am  become,  terribly  selfish. 

All  you  tell  us  amuses  and  interests  us  so  much. 
Dear  Marie  is  a  most  zealous  friend.  Granville’s 
interest  about  English  politics  is  extreme,  and 
nobody  can  know  more  of  election  movements  than 
we  do. 

We  have  constant  society,  but  it  has  never  been 
oppressive.  Miss  Eaikes  has  been  staying  with  us  two 
days.  She  is  very  agreeable  and  a  great  favourite. 
Her  father  .brought  her  down  and  dined  the  first  day. 

VOL.  II.  Y 
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Plunket  came  with  them,  and  yesterday  Raikes  returned 
and  Lord  Alvanley,  who  was  quite  charming.  Le 
meilleur  enfant,  which  does  not  mean  homme,  but  I 
cannot  persuade  myself  that  he  is  not  much  altered  and 
that  he  will  end  by  being  a  very  good  as  he  is  a  most 
captivating  person.  Such  cleverness,  si  fin,  si  simple, 
without  one  grain  of  effort.  What  a  receipt  for  being, 
as  he  is,  quite  charming  !  I  am  a  little  in  love  with 
him.  Montrond  brought  him  here  but  returned  to 
Versailles.  He  is  coming  to  dine  here  some  day  next 
week. 

To-day  we  are  quite  alone.  Robert  k  erity  always 
comes  back  to  dinner  with  the  Paris  news,  and  Freddy, 
George  Stewart,  or  Fullerton  generally  go  there  in  the 
course  of  the  morning,  so  that  notes,  letters,  and  parcels 
are  always  arriving. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

LaJonchere:  1841. 

I  cannot  quite  bear  the  anxiety  about  Morpeth's 
election.  I  cannot  bear  his  not  being  whatever  he 
wishes  to  be,  and  his  beautiful  speeches  aud  perfection 
in  all  ways  deserve  success  wherever  and  whenever  he 
seeks  it. 

I  have  been  crying  because  he  is  lowest  on  the  first 
day’s  poll.  Recollect  I  am  in  a  poor  state  of  health, 
and  because  they  say  if  he  is  not  elected,  he  will  not, 
as  I  had  reckoned  upon,  be  able  to  come  here. 

I  do  abhor  politics,  elections.  This  lovely  place 
would  make  you  all  forget  them.  I  hear  Granville 
‘  Globe  ’  in  hand  :  ‘  I  never  saw  a  worse  statement.’ 
Freddy  :  ‘  Nothing  to  console  one.’ 

Here  is  the  courier  and  Mary’s  kind  letter.  I  had 
my  roar  out,  which  did  me  good.  I  feel  all  sorts  of 
wrong  thoughts.  I  never  could  bear  to  see  another 
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Wortley  again  as  long  as  I  live.1  Then  I  hoped  the 
most  dreadful  mischief  would  happen  in  Ireland.  That 
I  repented  of  as  soon  as  I  thought  it.  Then  I  felt  that 
I  would  not  listen,  did  not  care  about  Charles’s 2  success 
or  anybody’s.  There,  now  you  have  it  all. 

There  is  a  sentence  in  Mary’s  letter,  a  slight  distant 
hope  held  out  of  having  you  here.  She  says  truly, 
wliat  repose  and  enjoyment  awaits  that  adorable 
Morpeth,  and  to  become  anything  and  everything, 
when  those  poor  unfortunate  Tories  have  struggled 
through  their  weary  day. 

Granville  is  improving,  as  he  has  done  from  the 
first,  by  degrees,  not  perceptible  at  the  time.  He  now 
walks,  leaning  upon  an  arm,  and  his  general  health  is 
excellent. 

Yesterday  we  had  a  great  amusement.  ‘  Much  Ado 
about  Nothing,’  curtailed  into  what  might  have  been 
called,  4  Benedict,  the  Married  Man.’ 

The  play  was  admirably  acted  by — Leonato, 
Georgy  in  an  under  cap  of  Granville’s  with  tow 
whiskers,  beard,  side  curls  and  a  large  silk  dressing 
gowrn  ;  Hon  Pedro,  Freddy  well  got  up  in  his  own 
shirt-sleeves,  my  scarfs,  and  a  long  feather  in  a  silk  hat  ; 
Claudio,  Heneage ;  Benedict,  Plunket,  both  in  short  silk 
mantles  ;  Hero,  Georgy  again,  white  veil  and  natural 
flowers  ;  Ursula,  Freddy  again,  perfectly  well  dressed,  the 
image  of  Georgiana  Wortley  ;  Beatrice,  Miss  Eaikes, 
beautifully  dressed. 

They  had  arranged  a  bower  with  a  path  behind  it 
and  all  sorts  of  flowmrs  with  lamps. 

The  audience  sat  in  clover.  Granville  in  his  arm 
chair.  Doctor  Verity  and  I  in  perfect  ecstasies  on 
each  side.  Fullerton  perched  high  above  us.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Gene,  Mile.  Josephine,  Mr.  Muller,  Mrs. 

1  Lord  Morpeth  was  defeated  in  Yorkshire  by  Mr.  Wortley. 

2  Mr.  Charles  Howard  was  returned  for  Cumberland. 
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Hayes 1  forming  the  mass  of  the  audience.  Pray  re-read 
it  and  fancy  them. 

To-day  we  have  all  the  odious  papers  and  a  long- 
letter  from  Leveson.  One  from  Marie,  who  will  not  be 
moderate  in  opposition. 

The  Fullertons  and  Freddy  are  gone  to  church  in 
Paris,  and  to  take  back  our  prima  donna ,  who  to  our 
great  regret  is  going  to  Honfleur  to-morrow,  and  to 
England  afterwards.  I  hope  the  Tories  will  do  some¬ 
thing  for  Mr.  Eaikes. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

La  Jonchere  :  August  29,  1841. 

One  line  without  stopping  to  take  breath.  We 
hope  to  set  out  for  Nice  the  second  week  in  October. 
The  Fullertons  with  us.  Freddy  will  follow.  The 
Levesons  join  us  there.  We  shall  spend  the  early 
months  there  till  February,  and  then  we  hope  Pome. 
Naples  in  April.  What  happiness  if  you  are  coming  ! 
But  all  turns  upon  one  thing,  of  course,  how  Granville 
is  at  the  time. 

The  Carlisles  are  in  great  enjo}'ment  here  and 
perfectly  well.  To  picture  us,  I'heure  qii  il  est,  Lady 
Carlisle,  Mary  and  Harry  went  off  at  twelve  to  church 
at  Versailles,  and  then  they  are  to  see  in  detail  les 
Grandes  Eaux  play. 

Lord  Carlisle,  Granville  and  I  are  stepping  into 
another  caleclie  to  see  ‘  La  Fete  des  Loges  ’  at  St.  Ger- 
main.  We  come  home  to  find  Mme.  de  Lieven,  Mole, 
and  the  Pahlens,  who  dine  here. 

Bolton  Abbey  has  been  ecstasy  to  Fullerton, 
Frederick  Howard  and,  I  believe,  Louis  de  Noailles, 
and  we  have  eaten  up  nineteen  grouse  from  there  already. 


1  The  servants. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

La  Jonchere:  September  19,  1841. 

What  pleasure  it  was  to  receive  your  letter  to¬ 
day,  my  dearest  brother,  and  to  know  that  you  have 
received  all  our  letters  and  know  all  about  us,  and  mean 
to  be  of  us,  first  and  greatest  of  all  pleasures ! 
Fullerton  says  he  has  written  to  you  a  full  account  of 
everything. 

Mine,  de  Salvo,  nee  Claxton,  about  eight  and  twenty, 
lovely,  refined,  full  of  talent,  sense  and  goodness. 
She  would  marry  Salvo.  Que  voulez-vousf  She  has 
drawn  his  picture  and  hung  it  up  in  her  room,  and 
under  it  she  has  written,  ‘Mon  coeur  eprouve  ce  que 
ma  pensee  ne  peut  rendre.’ 

Till 1  goes  to  Nice  by  Granville’s  desire.  Kulbach 
leaves  behind  himhisfat  lame  old  black  terrier,  and  gladly 
accepts  the  role  of  travelling  tutor  to  Till.  You  wont 
like  him ;  he  is  ill-tempered,  misanthropical,  wrapped  up 
in  self,  and  it  is  only  to  Granville  that  he  behaves 
decently. 

I  have  the  best  account  of  Granville  to  give.  He 
walks  about  the  house  and  verandah,  only  leaning  on 
his  stick.  I  believe  we  shall  go  to  Paris  on  October 
11  to  your  rooms  in  the  Hotel  Sinet  for  four  or  five 
days,  then  to  Versailles  or  Fontainebleau  for  two  or 
three  days,  whilst  Kulbach  gives  up  the  two  houses. 
He  then  joins  us.  We  take  Pater,  (cook),  Charlemagne 
{chasseur),  and  Charles  (footman),  Francois  Eighi 
(courier).  We  mean  to  steam  part  of  the  way  and  to  go 
as  slowly  as  possible. 

We  have  the  Maison  Grilla,2  that  which  was  the 
Brownlows  and  Pembrokes.  Monsieur  La  Croix  has 
taken  it  for  us  and  is  slaving  for  us  at  Madame 
Graham’s  instigation. 


1  A  dog,  a  present  of  the  Duke’s. 


2  At  Nice. 


326  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1841 

The  Demidoffs1  are  at  Dieppe.  She  asked  Mme. 
Albufera  to  bring  her  here,  who  wrote  to  ask  me  if  she 
should.  Felix  Schwarzenberg  is  coming  here,  sent  by 
Metternich  to  be  chef  during  Appony’s  absence.  Mme. 
de  Lieven  wrings  her  hands  and  says,  ‘  II  n’y  aura  que 
des  gargons.’  Lady  Cowley  is  very  ill  and  Lord  Fitz¬ 
gerald  likely  to  come,  if  Feel  can  prevail  upon  him. 
Sir  Robert  Gordon  to  Vienna,  Sir  Charles  Bagot  to 
Canada,  are,  I  believe,  certain.  Morpeth  has  made 
another  most  beautiful  speech.  Leveson  is  elected 
without  contest  for  Lichfield.  Marie  writes  from 
Herrnsheim,  bored  to  death  and  longing  to  get  back. 
They  are  going  to  Brighton  for  a  fortnight  to  drink 
mineral  waters  and  to  see  Susy.  They  join  us  in 
November. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

La  Jonchere  :  September  24,  1841. 

This  letter  is  entirely  on  business,  dear  Grace,  first 
to  give  an  excellent  account  of  Granville,  and  to  say 
that  we  intend  to  set  out  about  the  15th. 

I  am  assured  that  Leveson  has  done  his  election 
matters  well.  Morpeth’s  retreat  is  beyond  all  praise. 
Lady  de  Grey  really  in  despair.  The  Beauforts  talked 
of  for  Vienna.  Paris  suspended  still.  A  report  that 
Peel  sent  to  offer  it  to  Lord  Beauvale.  The  Queen 
would  not  let  them  sit  at  her  round  table,  but  insisted 
on  whist.  Lord  Clarendon  says  4  she  might  as  well 
have  asked  some  of  them  to  play  on  the  German  flute.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

La  Jonchere  :  September  80,  1841. 

You  dearest  brother, — Letters  will  now  tumble  on 
you  like  the  river  at  Gastein.  Thanks  for  your  delicious 
acount  of  that  town. 

1  Count  Demidoff  married  in  1840  Princessc  Mathilde,  the  daughter  of 
Jerome  Bonaparte. 
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I  am  made  very  happy  to-day.  Eobert  Verity  will 
travel  with  us  to  Nice,  and  leave  us  only  -when  his 
uncle  Eichard  joins  us  there.  Eicliard  and  his  wife 
will  follow  our  fortunes,  independent  of  us,  but  always 
in  the  same  town  and  on  the  same  road,  to  and  from. 
You  do  not  know  what  a  comfort  this  is  to  me. 

The  Duchess 1  writes  from  Windsor  to  her  mama. 
The  Queen  in  a  muslin  frock,  all  kindness,  with  her 
beautiful  baby — a  little  low,  but  very  proper  in  her 
conduct.'2 

Morpeth  still  means  to  go  to  America.  He  says 
autumn  is  the  time  for  Niagara  and  the  forests. 

Lady  Sandwich  and  Walewski  are  just  come.  She 
says  Sir  Eobert  is  oppressed  with  claims.  Lord  Castle- 
reagh  says,  ‘  My  father  wishes  for  Earis,  and  he  must 
have  it ;  ’  Lady  Jersey,  ‘  Either  Earis  or  Vienna  will 
satisfy  us ;  ’  but  Lord  Cowley  told  Lord  Clarendon  he 
never  was  so  well  in  his  life,  so  it  wall  be  his. 

Monsieur  Demidoff,  it  is  said,  is  sent  for  to  his  native 
country,  where,  Mme.  Appony  says,  she  will  be  admitted 
en  famille ,  he  not  at  all.  How  cross  he  will  be !  and 
when  he  is,  they  say  he  beats.  She  is  a  very  fine  girl, 
I  think,  with  a  charming  countenance  and  frank 
manner. 

Flahault  dined  here  yesterday.  Mme.  de  F.  and 
the  girls  are  gone  to  England.  Elahault  told  me  that 
he  was  walking  round  Dessein’s  garden  at  Calais.  At 
a  window  was  a  woman  playing  with  her  parrot.  ‘  I 
cannot  tell  how,  but  she  was  si  cjentille ,  si  c/i  cLCieuse, 
that  he  called  his  girls,  and  they  remained  en  cachette, 
quite  riveted  with  this  little  scene.  The  window  shut. 
They  had  the  curiosity  to  inquire.  Mile.  Dejazet.3 

1  Duchess  of  Sutherland.  2  To  her  new  Ministers. 

3  The  most  amusing  actress  of  her  day. 
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To  Mrs.  Hamilton  Hamilton. 

Nice  :  November  28,  1841. 

Dearest  Mrs.  Hamilton,1 — We  left  La  Jonchere  with 
much  regret.  Our  journey  was  prosperous  as  far  as 
Lyons,  but  there  we  were  detained  nine  days,  and  in 
weather  that  made  us  all  feel  depressed — a  fog  like  a 
London  one,  and  the  vapours  arising  from  all  the  inun¬ 
dated  ground.  The  river  and  road  from  it  alike  im¬ 
passable.  When  we  embarked  at  last,  we  felt  as  if 
escaping  from  prison.  When  we  arrived  at  Valence, 
breathing  light  air  and  the  sun  shining,  I  cannot  tell 
you  what  was  the  renovating  feeling.  All  the  rest  was 
delight.  Avignon,  Erejus,  the  first  view  of  the  Mediter¬ 
ranean,  the  beautiful  Estrelles,  two  days  of  repose  in 
Lord  Brougham’s  excellent  house  at  Cannes,  and  then 
a  beautiful  day’s  drive  here. 

And  now,  dearest  Mrs.  Hamilton,  how  difficult  it 
is  to  write  to  one  to  whom  all  used  to  be  said  with 
such  pleasure  and  sympathy,  to  drop  out  what  used 
to  be  poured,  to  know  neither  where  to  begin  or  how 
to  stop. 

Of  politics,  on  Lord  Clarendon’s  authority  in  a  letter 
just  received,  there  is  a  dead  lull.  The  Queen  and  her 
magnificent  baby  are  perfectly  well.  Sir  Eobert  has 
not  let  out  a  plan  or  intention. 

Nice  swarms  with  English,  but  we  know  scarcely 
any  of  them. 

1  Her  husband  was  Charge  d’ Affaires  under  Lord  Granville  at  Paris  and 
had  been  transferred  to  Rio.  Lady  Granville  entertained  a  warm  friendship 
for  his  wife. 
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To  Mrs,  Hamilton  Hamilton. 

Nice:  January  4,  1842. 

Tlie  new  year,  dearest  Mrs.  Hamilton,  lias  already 
made  me  two  presents.  Susy  has  a  fourth  girl,  and  is 
going  on  well.  Freddy  is  arrived  in  high  health  and 
spirits. 

The  calamity  of  the  poor  Grahams  has  been  generally 
felt.  She  was  driving  with  her  baby,  when  he  was 
seized  with  apoplectic  convulsions,  and  in  a  few  hours 
all  was  over-  Madame  de  Lieven  says :  ‘  On  ne  salt 
pas  de  quoi  se  rejouir  dans  la  vie.  L’arrivee  de  cet 
enfant  a  sans  doute  ete  le  plus  beau  jour  de  la  vie  de 
cette  femme ;  pendant  un  an  un  bonheur  inconnu,  in¬ 
comparable — et  puis  !  ’ 

Douglas  was  at  Paris,  going  little  into  society, 
looking  fat  and  well.  Madame  de  Talleyrand  in  radiant 
beauty,  the  Castellanes,  Monsieur  de  Maistre,  Governor 
of  the  place,  Leon  de  Narishkin,  and  my  brother  dined 
here  yesterday.  Both  the  men  are  agreeable,  the 
Bussian  particularly. 

The  5th. — The  Carnavcd  is  exerting  itself.  There 
was  a  fancy  ball  at  Madame  de  Talleyrand’s  the  other 
night,  and  there  is  another  given  by  half  a  dozen  people 
the  day  after  to-morrow.  My  brother  has  been  entreat- 
ino’  Georgy  to  go  in  costume.  She  has  at  length  con¬ 
sented  to  order  a  cap  and  apron,  and  he  means  to  say 
she  is  a  Derbyshire  peasant. 
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The  christening  1  is  the  great  topic  of  the  day  in 
England  en  attendant  the  meeting  of  Parliament.  The 
Duchess  of  Northumberland,  Lady  Lansdowne,  and  the 
Duchess  of  Sutherland  are  to  be  the  only  women  invited. 
The  blue  riband  vacant  by  Lord  Westmorland’s  death  is 
not  yet  given.  The  Duke  of  Beaufort  is  much  annoyed 
at  its  not  being  yet  offered  to  him ;  the  Duke  of  Buck¬ 
ingham’s  claim  being,  it  is  supposed,  in  the  way.  The 
Duke  of  Cleveland  is  so  ill  that  it  is  thought  they  are 
waiting  to  give  the  two  at  once.  Lord  Clarendon  writes 
me  word :  4  Lady  Westmorland  is  at  the  Bedford  Hotel 
at  Brighton,  and  has  told  the  waiter  that  she  means  to 
be  a  disconsolate  widow,  and  is  determined  never  to  be 
happy  again.’ 

The  English  are  getting  up  a  ball  given  in  honour 
of  the  christening.  George  Stewart  is  disputatious  and 
dictatorial  upon  the  questions  of  what  is  fitting  or  not. 
It  is  one  of  the  peculiar  attractions  he  has  in  societv, 
to  be  both  without  any  shade  of  temper  or  malevolence. 
He  provokes  but  does  not  offend,  always  stirring  the 
cup  but  never  putting  any  bad  ingredient  in  it.  Freddy 
is  on  the  committee.  Richard  Verity  has  just  made 
them  happy  by  his  adhesion,  and  a  deputation  is  now 
gone  to  my  brother.  The  resident  nobility  are  4  indeed 
truly  glad  to  see  this  loyal  spirit.’  It  is  hoped  Lord 
Adam  Loftus  will  be  sober,  and  that  the  authorities  of 
the  town  will  allow  the  theatre  to  be  floored. 

Paris,  we  are  told,  is  colder  than  ice;  but  the 
Carnaval  tres  anime.  The  Duke  of  Orleans  extremely 
Say  dancing  and  concerts.  Madame  de  Montmorency 
has  given  a  ball  in  her  beautiful  new  house.  The  poor 
Cowleys  in  the  meantime  are  suffering  from  the  mean¬ 
ness  of  the  English  Government,  inconceivable  in  Tories 
as  it  was  in  Whigs.  All  they  direct  to  be  done  is  the 
doing  up  the  rez  de  chaussee. 

Of  the  Prince  of  Wales. 


i 
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January  29th. — I  will  wind  up  my  letter  with  news 
received  from  London  yesterday.  Lord  John  is  in  good 
heart  and  expects  much  fun  for  the  party,  and  perhaps 
some  little  benefit  to  the  country.  The  reports  about 
Sir  Eobert’s  intentions  are  never  two  days  the  same. 
The  Le  Greys  are  said  to  dislike  Ireland ;  he  the 
expense,  she  the  bore,  neither  having  the  sense  to  hold 
their  tongues.  I  hear  that  Esterhazy  has  again  put  off 
arriving,  and  that  Lady  Jersey  has  kept  fixing  the  day 
and  inviting  all  London,  ‘  just  as  people  ring  the  bell  and 
order  the  dinner  to  make  the  guests  who  are  late  arrive.’ 

God  bless  you,  dearest  Mrs.  Hamilton.  My  hus¬ 
band’s  best  remembrance  to  you  both. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Milan  :  May  31,  1842. 

My  dearest  brother, — You  cannot  know  the  pleasuie 
hearing  from  you  gives.  I  certainly  know  no  pleasure 
greater  than  that  of  so  many  that  I  love  being  all 
assembled  in  one  place,  and  hearing  of  them  from  each 
other,  and  your  letters  are  epochs  in  my  life. 

Dogs. — Till  is  too  clever,  too  pleasant,  improves 
daily  in  comprehension,  and  from  the  cooks  and  laquais 
de  place  sitting  in  a  row,  when  he  gets  into  the  carriage, 
to  the  Seaford  family,  the  idol  of  everybody.  Lady 
Seaford  has  begged  me  to  ask  you  for  a  descendant  of 

Boney. 

Bulwer’s  escape  was  like  Doctor  Beamish  s.  1  e 
says  :  ‘  I  was  to  have  dined  at  the  Boix  at  half-past  six, 
did  not  reach  Paris  till  half-past  ten,  during  which 
time  they  must  have  fancied  me  one  of  those  curious 
calcined  creatures  which  Majendie  wishes  to  preserve. 

Why,  did  not  I  at  Tixal  translate  the  ‘  Ideale,’ 1  and 
read  my  translation  to  Francis  Egerton,  by  that  means 
persuading  him  to  learn  the  tongue  ?  If  I  had  not  lost 

1  A  poem  of  Schiller’s. 
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the  copy,  would  not  I  send  my  poem  to  prove  my 
words  ?  It  is  a  proof  that  then,  as  now,  I  think  it  the 
most  beautiful  thing  I  ever  read  in  any  language. 

The  Seafords  set  out  for  Turin  at  six  this  morning, 
the  Fullertons  at  twelve,  for  an  early  dinner  at  Lecco, 
and  a  charming  evening  drive  to  Varenna. 

Yesterday  the  Confalonieris,  Abercromby,  Trecchi, 
and  Felix  Schwarzenberg  came,  p.p.c. 

I  am  just  been  to  a  sort  of  Passage  Panorama,  and, 
being  generously  inclined,  bought  fairings  for  the 
family.  A  book  of  poems  for  Dody,  Bulwer’s  ‘  Zanoni  ’ 
for  George,  two  little  volumes,  Schiller’s  ‘  Gedichte,’  for 
Freddy,  and  a  map  of  Hamburg,  all  the  poor  burnt 
part  blazing  in  bright  red,  for  my  husband.  And  here 
I  am,  very  hot  indeed.  At  five  we  have  a  roasted  goose 
and  beef  steaks  for  dinner,  and  at  six  we  hurry  to  the 
Corso.  It  is  beautiful  to  see.  Such  pretty  women  in 
such  smart  equipages,  and  the  Vice  Hoi's  carriage  and 
six,  with  liveries  that,  though  a  darker  yellow,  make  me 
think  of  yours.  Mine.  Terzi  took  Lady  Dalrymple  out 
to  drive,  engaging  her  to  dismiss  her  remise.  At  the 
entrance  of  the  Corso  the  axletree  refused  to  move,  and 
there  they  sat  till  a  friend  picked  them  up.  Mile.  Terzi 
is  in  great  beauty.  They  go  to  Paris  on  Saturday. 

To  the  Duke  op  Devonshire. 

Stuttgard  :  June  16,  1842. 

Think  of  us  in  this  clean,  broad,  tranquil  town, 
where  we  have  a  sort  of  a  palace,  Hotel  Margratli,  and 
where  we  rest  to-day.  We  send  Kulbach  on  to  have 
house  prepared  for  us  at  Wildbad,  where  the  Fullertons 
aie  to  arrive  to-morrow,  the  Levesons  and  Pi  ward  on 
the  20th.  ,  I  am  all  fury  and  dread  at  the  idea  of  Lord 
Shelburne’s  mastiff. 

Why,  to-morrow  is  the  17th,  and  on  the  same  day 
we  step  into  our  respective  baths.  Granville  is  ex- 
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tremely  well.  Sometimes  I  think  if  ?  if  only  ?  you 
were  to  follow  your  fancy  and  with  three  days’  steaming 
come  and  look  at  the  juste  milieu  moyen  between  Buxton 
and  Gastein  P 

Marie  writes  :  ‘  Lord  Shelburne  is  coming  with  an 
immense  retinue,  composed  of  bipeds  and  quadrupeds. 
Oh,  the  vile  mastiff !  and  what  is  become  of  that  J ack 
the  house  built  proceeding  P  Stephen  1  to  Castellane, 
Castellane  to  me,  I  to  Leveson,  Leveson  to  Shelburne 
warning  him  off  the  premises. 

We  shall,  I  hope,  stay  along  time  in  the  Wurtemberg 
dominion.  Yesterday  we  drove  after  an  early  and  ex¬ 
quisite  repast  to  the  gardens  and  saw  much  sport. 
The  King  and  the  Princess  of  Orange  2  taking  a  com¬ 
fortable  walk  together.  Then  Neipperg  the  gendre , 
married  to  the  second  daughter,  a  good-looking  man. 
Then  Count  Buhl  in  a  large  vehicle,  Sir  George  Shee 
in  a  phaeton,  and  Mr.  Wellesley,  walking  and  stalking 
up  and  down. 

This  morning  I  followed  a  most  distinguished-look- 
incr  blowen,  such  a  maintien  and  walk,  like  Dino  and 
Orleans  in  her  go.  Wondered,  till  I  saw  the  sentinel 
salute  her,  then  I  started,  looked  at  her  face,  called 
4  Till,  venez  ici,  monsieur.’  She  turned  upon  me,  a  fat 
resemblance  of  the  do  cte  Selene  j  nothing  pretty,  but  the 
perfection  of  grace  and  manner.  Orange  it  was  again, 
out  shopping,  in  a  green  veil  and  coloured  muslin  frock. 

God  bless  you.  My  love  to  every  stone  and  rivulet. 
All  the  Splugen  is  like  the  robbers’  stone  and  four 
mile  walk 4  on  a  gigantic  scale,  beautiful  beyond  measure. 


1  Stephanie,  Dowager  Duchesse  de  Bade.  She  was  a  Beauharnais. 
Napoleon  adopted  her  and  married  her  to  the  Grand  Duke. 

2  The  Princess  of  Orange  was  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  Wur- 

tiGinbcp^* 

3  A  Princess  of  Wurtemberg  and  aunt  of  the  Princess  of  Orange. 

She  was  married  to  the  Grand  Duke  Michael,  youngest  son  of  the 
Emperor  Paul.  4  At  Chatsworth.  ' 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Wildbad  :  July  20,  1842. 

All  our  thoughts  have  been  at  Paris  for  the  last 
days.  Never  was  there  a  more  horrible  and  unlooked- 
for  event.1  ‘  L’affliction,  la  consternation  est  grande, 
le  regret  le  plus  sincere.  Une  grande  sympathie  pour 
les  pauvres  parents  et  une  grande  inquietude  pour 
l’avenir.  Les  Chambres  sont  convoque.es  pour  le  26. 
On  y  portera  une  loi  pour  regler  la  regence.  Ce  sera, 
j ’imagine,  le  Due  de  Nemours.  II  y  aura  des  obseques 
solennelles  a  Notre-Dame,  et  puis  le  Eoi  conduira  le 
corps  a  Dreux.  II  y  aura  des  receptions  chez  le  Eoi  pour 
les  corps  constitues,  receptions  muettes.  On  le  saluera. 
LeEoi  est  plus  affaisse  que  la  Eeine.  L’exaltation  pieuse 
soutient  la  Eeine,  mais  la  desolation  la,  partout,  est 
immense.  C’est  un  grand  moment  pour  ce  pays-ci. 
Tout  le  monde  sent  cela,  et  tout  le  monde  est  serieux. 
Quel  sort !  Quel  inexplicable  decret  de  Dieu  !  LTn 
accident  si  simple  avoir  des  consequences  aussi  enormes  ! 
Car  regardez  le  gouffre  que  cela  laisse  a  cote  du  trone. 
Une  dynastie  qui  commence  se  trouver  a  la  veille  d’une 
regence  !  ’ 

O 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire-. 

Herrnsheim  :  August  1842. 

In  a  small  but  very  pretty  luxurious  drawing-room, 
Marie,  dressed  at  three  o’clock,  with  long  curls  and  in  a 
light  blue  gown.  Why  P  To  go  across  the  court  and 
small  flower  garden  to  an  orangerie,  where  sits,  in  a  light- 
coloured  smock  frock  and  black  tie  round  his  throat, 
Herr  Peters,  a  young  promising  artist — not  a  charity. 
Why  ?  To  make  a  drawing  of  the  said  Marie  at  her 
spinning  wheel,  where  she  spins,  like  a  real  Deutsche 
Hausfrau,  yards  of  linen  thread.  I  am  proud  of  the 

1  The  death  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  accidentally  killed  by  a  fall  from  his 
carriage.  The  following  account  was  received  from  the  Princesse  Lieven. 
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way  with  which  she  has,  with  a  fairy’s  wand,  that  is 
with  taste  and  skill,  made  herself,  of  an  unbuilt  house 
and  small  pavilion,  a  delicious  country  house,  where 
she  can  receive  whom  she  pleases.  This  orangerie  she 
has  converted  into  a  drawing-room,  and  I  had  no  rest 
till  the  Baron  von  Venningen,  our  intime  and  constant 
guest,  a  great  friend  of  her  father’s,  with  true  chivalry 
and  zeal  drove  off  and  fetched  from  Mannheim  some¬ 
body  capable  of  making  me  a  drawing,  which  I  beg  you 
will  graciously  receive  when  Susy,  who  sets  out  for 
England  on  Saturday,  leaves  it  at  your  door. 

I  am  so  grateful  to  you  for  your  kindness  to  Freddy 
and  the  promised  week  at  Chats  worth. 

I  have  just  had  a  letter  from  Paris.  Guizot  seems 
on  his  legs  again,  after  a  violent  tremblement  de  terre,1  and 
will  go  on  for  some  time  longer.  4  Did  I  tell  you  I  saw 
Lady  Beauvale  P  Elle  a  tout  ce  qiiil  faut  pour  etre 
belle ,  and  there’s  an  end  of  it ;  mais  elle  est  vraiment 
charmante ,  douce ,  modeste.  Elle  adore  son  mari ,  ce 
qui  a  Fair  un  peu  drble,  et  il  a  lair  gracieux  et  bon 
pour  elle  l 

11th. — The  Rivers’s  and  Fullertons  returned  at 
nine  yesterday  evening,  the  latter  having  dined  with 
Stephen.  A  great  German  repast  of  black  entrees, 
hams,  sausages,  and  heavy  puddings  at  two  o’clock.  The 
Palace  beautiful  and  magnijique.  The  reception  of  them 
rapturous.  Stephen  in  tearing  spirits. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Herrnsheim :  August  1842. 

My  dearest  brother, — How  terrible  the  disturbances 
are  !  Derbyshire,  I  trust,  is  quiet. 

Lowndes  is  here,  and  I  have  the  happiness  of  seeing 

1  A  trial  of  strength  took  place  between  the  Ministry  and  Opposition 
on  the  question  of  the  election  of  a  President  for  the  Chamber  of 
Deputies,  when  Monsieur  Guizot  was  nearly  defeated. 
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that,  however  annoying  and  unsatisfactory  the  business 
may  be  that  occupies  Granville  for  hours,  his  health 
does  not  suffer,  and  he  bears  the  intense  heat,  that 
knocks  us  all  down,  better  than  any  of  us.  This  is 
doubly  delightful,  because  Kobert  Verity  has  left  us, 
and  a  German  doctor  at  Worms  would  be  our  only 
resource  if  he  was  unwell. 

How  hot !  but  how  delicious!  We  sat  out  of  doors 
till  ten  o’clock  yesterday  evening. 

Leveson  returned  from  the  AVorms  station  at  that 
hour,  without  Douglas,  who  had  announced  himself  as 
coming  by  that  conveyance.  He  is  at  Baden. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Herrnsheim  :  August  27,  1842. 

We  were  out  yesterday  in  the  carnavalette  in  a  tour- 
mente.  The  coachman  could  scarcely  see  or  sit ;  the  dust 
hid  everything  a  yard  beyond  the  ground.  It  was  in¬ 
stantaneous  and  impetuous.  We  knew  the  Levesons, 
Shelburne  and  Fullerton,  were  gone  to  take  a  row  in 
the  Lorelei.  The  half  hour  was  anything  but  pleasant. 
Eobody  the  worse.  The  boatman  warned  them  just  as 
they  were  stepping  in,  and  we  are  all  as  fresh  as  larks 
in  the  delicious  cooled  atmosphere. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Herrnsheim  :  August  29,  1342. 

It  was  a  great  delight  to  hear  from  you  again,  my 
dearest  brother,  and  I  long  to  know  that  you  have  not 
been  the  worse  for  your  exertions.  I  see  you  all  at 
Bolton  as  plain  as  if  I  had  been  there.  I  should  have 
liked  to  have  been  of  the  rubber. 

Scene  :  a  small  drawing-room.  Lord  Granville  in  a 
large  armchair  in  the  window,  reading  the  life  of  Sir 
Samuel  Eomilly.  Lady  Seaford  in  an  adjoining  one, 
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listening  attentively  to  Mme.  de  Flahault,  who  is 
relating  many  anecdotes  and  trials  not  yet  before  the 
public.  She  is  much  softened  in  manner,  very  much 
subdued  in  spirits,  very  agreeable,  and  a  handsome 
woman,  the  asperity  of  the  countenance  gone,  and  the 
finest  teeth  in  the  world.  Leveson  as  comfortable  as  if 
he  was  in  bed,  rolled  up  in  a  large  fauteuil  couch,  not 
listening  to  Emily  Hardy,  who  never  ceases  talking  to 
him  for  one  minute.  Miss  Hardy  and  Mile,  de  Flahault, 
who  is  much  prettier  than  ever,  walking  up  and  down 
a  large  sort  of  court  before  the  windows.  The  Fla- 
haults  go  to  Darmstadt  at  one. 

Herrnsheim  is  extremely  gay  ;  very  piquant. 

31st. — The  first  rainy  day  since  we  have  been  here. 
The  Flahaults  went  yesterday,  the  Seafords  to-day. 
The  Badens  returned  yesterday  from  Baden,  and  are 
again  settled  at  Mannheim  for  a  few  days. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Augsburg :  September  19,  1842. 

Here  we  are,  dearest  brother,  almost  at  the  end  of 
the  first  volume  of  our  journey,  and  most  successful 
has  it  been.  The  most  perfect  weather,  excellent  inns, 
and  Granville  extremely  well.  Heidelberg  to  Heilbronn 
and  Geissengen  are  almost  more  beautiful  than  any¬ 
thing, 

We  rail  to  Munich  to-morrow,  settle  ourselves  in  the 
Cour  de  Baviere,  and  wait  there  for  Levesons,  Fuller¬ 
tons,  and  O’Grady,  who  will  all,  I  hope,  be  arrived  so 
as  to  enable  us  to  set  off  for  Florence  about  the  1st  or 
2nd  of  October.  It  has  been  great  happiness  to  have 
Dody,  and  nothing  could  equal  my  surprise  at  the 
change  except  my  delight.  Fullerton  is  far  from  well, 
and  Italy  has  been  advised  by  doctors  and  friends,  by 
all  but  Georgy  and  myself,  for  we  thought  it  so  little 
possible  that  the  idea  had  never  crossed  us.  You  may 

VOL.  II.  z 
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judge  of  the  reprieve  at  the  very  moment  of  parting. 
I  sometimes  think — yes,  upon  my  honour,  I  do  that 
you  will  come  when  you  have  done  Ireland. 

Granville  has  found  you  out  in  the  Fremdenbuch, 
and  all  our  friends  and  relations  by  turns. 

I  will  write  from  Munich.  Pray  read  two  tiny 
volumes,  ‘  Le  Phin,  par  Victor  Hugo.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Verona :  October  14,  1842. 

I  hope  the  details  of  our  journey  have  reached  you, 
my  dearest  brother,  as  I  have  begged  my  sister  to  keep 
you  informed  of  them.  She  will,  I  trust,  have  told  you 
how  enchanted  Freddy  was  with  the  beauty  of  Chats- 
worth. 

Our  summer  here  is  delicious.  Yesterday  we  sat 
in  the  market-place — the  prettiest  I  ever  saw — and 
to-day  we  have  been  out  all  day  en  caleche,  acknow¬ 
ledging  the  amphitheatre  (all  I  could  do),  enraptured 
with  the  six  portes ,  and,  above  all,  the  Tombs  of  the 
Scaligers. 

To-morrow  we  go  to  Mantua,  the  next  day  to 
Modena,  and  so  on.  Our  next  halt  will  be  at  Bologna. 
The  Castellanes  rushed  into  our  rooms  this  morning  on 
their  way  to  Eome.  They  had  been  to  the  Villa  Melzi 
and  found  the  pair 1  alone.  Her  manner  charming, 
doing  the  honours  of  her  house  a  ravir,  all  queerness 
gone  and  health  restored.  The  house  luxurious,  music 
on  the  lake,  the  little  Duke  charming.  Who  is  Gio¬ 
vanni,  a  man  like  Lowndes,  whom  we  found  basking, 
not  beaming,  at  the  little  town  of  Levis  ?  He  enquired 
fondly  after  our  healths,  said  he  was  come  in  eight  days 
from  London  to  see  his  father,  but  that  he  could  not 
bear  it;  it  was  beyond  him  to  stay;  he  must  hurry  back. 

1  The  Due  and  Duchesse  de  Melzi.  She  was  nee  a  Brignole,  and  a 
cousin  of  Lady  Leveson. 
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We  imagined  he  said  he  had  lived  with  the  Sutherlands 
and  was  now  at  the  head  of  the  Victoria  Station.  But 
he  talked  indistinctly  and  rapidly,  and  the  only  thing 
obvious  was  that  he  thought  Levis  dull  after  Stafford 
House  and  the  Brighton  Railway. 

We  think  the  Levesons  must  be  wishing  the  Crown 
Prince  of  Bavaria  joy  of  his  marriage,  and  we  do  not 
much  expect  to  see  them  before  Borne.  Mme.  de  Dal- 
berg  is  waiting  impatiently  for  them  at  Bologna,  where 
the  hill  upon  which  she  and  her  sister  Marescalchi 
perch  has  been  inundated  at  its  base,  and  they  were  as 
if  blockaded  for  some  days.  How  wildly  they  must 
have  stared  at  one  another  ! 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome :  November  2,  1842. 

We  arrived  at  five  o’clock  yesterday  after  four  long 
days.  Sienna,  Badicofani,  and  Viterbo.  We  are  in  an 
excellent  apartment  at  Czerny’s  Hotel,  all  of  us  quite 
well.  The  weather  like  a  very  beautiful  2nd  of  June 
in  the  North. 

The  entrance  into  Borne  charmed  me.  I  felt  at 
once  I  should  like  it  as  much  as  I  disliked  Florence. 
The  brilliancy  of  the  weather  and  animation  of  the 

scene _ All  Saints’  Day — added  their  influence.  This 

morning  Granville  and  I  have  been  sauntering  in  the 
Place  d’Espagne,  looking  at  distant  bits  of  beauty, 
snubbing  friars  and  beggars,  admiring  on  the  broad 
stairs  the  most  picturesque  of  men,  selling  and  combing 
the  most  intelligent  poodles.  The  Fullertons,  George 
Stewart,  and  Kulbach  house-gazing.  Our  disappoint¬ 
ment  is  that  the  Karolys  took  the  Villa  Aldobrandini 
the  day  before  we  arrived.  There  are  objections  to 
almost  all  the  others.  In  short,  we  are  going  to  make  a 
errand  effort,  under  the  chaperonnage  of  Brook  Greville, 
to  see  if  Mr.  Mills  will  let  us  La  Villa  Spada,  on  the 
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Mount  Palatine.  He  did  once,  ten  years  ago,  to 
the  Puseys.  If  not,  I  almost  think  we  shall  remain 
here. 

3rd. — Mr.  Mills  told  Brook  Greville  the  letting  his 
house  was  impossible.  We  have  one  more  to  look  at, 
which  was  the  Princesse  Pauline’s,  but  I  expect  to  bide 
here. 

Drive  with  us  on  a  glorious  summer  day  down  the 
Corso,  by  the  ruins  of  the  Temple  of  Peace,  the  Coli¬ 
seum,  Arch,  etc.,  to  Mr.  Mills’s  garden,  all  full  of  roses, 
Cape  jessamines  and  heliotropes ;  himself  and  Lady 
Charlotte  Bury  driving  off  from  his  door  rather  dam¬ 
aging  the  effect.  There  we  walked  and  sat,  and  home 
again,  going  on  our  way  to  the  Mount  Quirinal  and  to 
the  Pincio  to  see  the  sun  set. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  November  15,  1842. 

My  dearest  brother, — Till  is  well,  but  detests  Pome. 
He  despises  the  people,  abhors  the  beggars.  He  has 
no  preserves,  no  small  woods  or  wide  meadows  to 
hunt  in. 

I  am  very  much  pleased  here.  We  have  space  and 
air  to  my  heart’s  content,  less  sun  than  we  could  wish, 
but  excellent  fire-places,  and  the  house  perfectly  solid 
and  thick-walled.  A  fresh,  clean  atmosphere  like  a 
country  house  in  England,  and  a  staircase  that  is  hardly 
ascent,  though  it  lands  one  at  its  top. 

My  fancies  are :  the  Villa  Mattei,  with  the  sun 
setting  over  the  wall  covered  with  roses  ;  Mr.  Mills’s 
Villa,  where  we  are  going  this  afternoon,  has  rather  too 
much  brick  and  ireillage,  though  his  view  beats  all. 

The  Mount  Janiculum,  with  a  drunken,  rickety, 
laquais  de  place,  who  points  out  the  domes  more  patiently 
than  the  sober  do. 
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Tlie  grass  before  the  San  Giovanni,  with  the  path  to 
the  convent  and  distant  aqueducts. 

The  Pincio  every  day  from  twelve  till  two.  There 
we  sit  and  look  at  St.  Angelo,  standing  black  out  of  the 
light  background,  and  St.  Peter  in  his  glory.  Lady  Susan 
Percy  and  her  white  Spitz,  and  Maurice  de  Noailles  and 
his  wife. 

I  was  glad  to  hear  a  good  account  of  Lord  Melbourne 
to-day.  Lord  Glenelg  had  heard  from  Lady  Holland. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  November  25,  1842. 

i 

My  dearest  brother, — The  most  distant  hope  of 
seeing  you  is  delightful.  We  have  taken  this  charming 
house  for  five  months,  and  in  the  middle  of  May  we  talk 
of  going  to  Naples.  The  real  reason  for  being  delighted 
at  having  taken  it  is— do  I  live  to  utter  it  P — the  climate. 
Oh  !  if  you  could  hear  Granville  !  He  declares  that  it 
is  inferior  to  a  winter  in  England,  greater  and  much 
more  sudden  changes  from  muggy  warmth  to  piercing 
cold,  and  sunless  excepting  for  one  bright  week  from 
the  twelfth  to  the  eighteenth,  when  it  was  heavenly  to 
live  and  breathe.  We  shall  see  ;  it  may  improve. 

Our  young  liked  a  dinner  at  the  Dorias,  a  select 
blue  party  at  Lady  Davy’s,  and  a  mob  at  Torlonia ;  all 
amusing  in  their  way.  You  know  by  sight  the  Eoman 
people,  the  Murillos  in  the  streets,  the  Bulls  in  the 
churches,  the  hideous  aristocracy  on  the  Corso,  the 
Cardinals  in  their  coaches.  If  you  wish  to  peep  be¬ 
hind  my  spectacles  at  any  of  the  sights,  Lady  Carlisle 
possesses  my  4  Walk  through  Borne.’  There  are  moments 
when  I  sigh  for  you,  bits  that,  like  jokes,  we  both  take 
in  with  the  same  keen  enjoyment.  You  have  no  idea 
of  the  amusement  of  reading  De  Brasses  1  over  again 
here.  His  levity  is  atrocious,  his  want  of  principle 

1  Lettres  Historiques  et  Critiques  sur  Vltalie. 
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revolting,  and  yet  his  fun,  his  perfect  simplicity,  his 
good-natured  malice  and  joyous  recklessness,  make  him 
an  enchanting  companion. 

26th. — We  picked  the  Levesons  up  on  the  bridge  and 
have  found  them  a  lodging  just  over  the  way.  Douglas  1 
has  written  to  Charles  Gore  that  he  is  the  happiest  of 
men  and  Princesse  Marie  the  most  perfect  of  her  sex. 
She  has  written  to  her  friends  that  she  discovers  new 
virtues  in  him  every  day.  Charteris  is  coming  im¬ 
mediately  to  remain  here. 

Those  trifles  China  and  India  occupy  and  interest 
Granville  beyond  measure.  Leveson  was  all  on  fire 
when  he  heard  it,  and  so  rejoiced  for  Lord  Pam’s  fame, 
though  he  has  not  the  pleasure  of  being  in  for  it.  But 
how  great  and  glorious  it  is ! 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  December  9,  1842. 

Our  house  is  delightful,  though  with  little  sun. 
Granville’s  end  of  the  long  room  has  it  all  the  morning 
from  nine  till  eleven.  It  is  a  great  object  to  us  to  be 
so  central,  and  society  is  thus  easy  and  pleasant.  To 
have  constant  early  visits  would  not  be  possible  on  a 
distant  hill. 

If  you  want  my  sights,  vide  Lady  Carlisle,  but 
accept  a  few  pencillings  by  the  way.  The  Ludovisi 
gardens  and  villa.  The  American  oak  and  that  par¬ 
ticular  ilex  wood  that  makes  a  green  canopy  over¬ 
head  and  the  old  twisted  supporters  underneath,  with 
old  vases,  seats,  and  sarcophagi.  The  retreat  the 
sickliest  spot  in  Pome  and  the  most  enchanting 
December  walk.  Then  do  you  know  one  figure  sitting 
in  the  ceiling  by  Guercino,  not  the  Aurora  ? 

Abdys  and  Mestscherkis  and  a  few  old  generals  play 

1  The  son  of  the  Duke  of  Hamilton,  who  was  engaged  to  the  Princesse 
Marie  of  Bade. 
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about  the  churches  and  ruins  and  give  a  faux  air  of 
Nice.  Spencer  Perceval  is  very  agreeable  and  gay,  but 
Mr.  Calcraft  tells  me  that  he  is  still  as  odd  as  ever  in 
opinion.  ‘  Goes  about  and  is  all  animation  and  spirits, 
but  he  is  an  angel  of  some  church  in  Southampton,  and 
goes  over  whenever  Henry  Drummond  says  he  is  wanted 
there.’  Did  you  see  Gibson’s  ‘  Triumph  of  Psyche  ?  ’ 
Never  did  I  see  anything  so  lovely. 

The  Cadogans  are  coming  to  the  Palazzo  Chigi, 
immense  and  the  aspect  full  south,  but  comfortless  as 
to  want  of  fireplaces  and  engagements.  In  short,  the 
complaints  of  others  make  us  still  more  satisfied  with 
ourselves. 

But  here  comes  Frederick  Cadogan,  the  songster, 
and  Lady  Acton  1  with  Monsieur  Spada  in  her  hand, 
and  I  must  bid  you  good  night. 

10th. — Fullerton  and  I  are  going  to  hunt  for  ivy  with 
yellow  buds,  to  be  found  between  Cecilia  Metella’s  tomb 
and  the  bridge  of  Nomentana,  supposed  to  have  been 
brought  from  Greece  by  Adrian.  The  only  representa¬ 
tion  of  it  is  in  a  mosaic  at  the  Vatican,  the  pendant  of 
Pliny’s  doves,  where  there  are  two  masks,  one  crowned 
with  ivy  with  yellow  buds.  A  pleasant  little  cliasse. 
The  said  Mr.  Fullerton  is  on  the  point  of  yielding  to 
Lord  Cadogan’s  earnest  solicitations  to  go  partners  with 
him  in  the  purchase  of  a  bit  of  land  at  Tarquinia  or 
Faleria,  where  they  are  to  dig  and  share  what  they 
find.  We  think  it  will  be  awful  when  the  moment 
comes  of  dividing  the  spoils — to  whom  the  jug,  to  whom 
the  arm. 

I  am  told  that  Miss  Lawley  is  engaged  to  Jem 
Wortley,  and  Lord  Coke  to  Miss  Whitbread. 

We  are  going  to  meet  the  Levesons  at  the  Baths  of 
Titus,  to  walk  from  thence  to  see  the  Moses  in  San  Pietro 
in  Vincoli. 

1  The  widow  of  Sir  John  Acton,  the  Neapolitan  Prime  Minister. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  January  2,  1843. 

You  will  have  heard  from  my  sister  of  our  proceed¬ 
ings,  my  dearest  brother.  You  will  have  seen  that, 
after  the  too  great  delight  of  seeing  Granville  to  all 
appearances  perfectly  well,  we  had  a  lesson,  for  which 
I  am  deeply  grateful.  He  is  now  going  on  quite  well, 
the  only  difference  being  that  he  feels  himself  rather 
less  strong  in  walking,  and  that  he  consents  to  give  up 
reading,  outing,  and  all  that  can  fatigue  or  excite. 

You  are  most  kind  about  Chiswick,  but  no.  My 
great  wish  is  our  house  in  London,  and  then  to  go  to  all 
your  Palazzi  and  abroad  again  if  necessary. 

Frederick  Cadogan  sings  like  an  angel.  The  girls, 
admirable  artists  and  good  girls,  seem  perfectly  happy. 
Potemkin  and  Lambruschini  called  to  say  that  the 
Huchesse  de  Leuchtenberg  1  was  extremely  anxious  to 
make  our  acquaintance.  The  lawless  distich  came 
into  my  head  :  ‘  The  devil  take  Hyde  and  the  Bishop 
beside,  but  go  I  did,  to  make  Granville’s  excuses,  robe 
montante  sans  ceremonie.  I  found  a  little  woman  with 
long  fair  curls  and  red  velvet  cloak,  trimmed  with 
magnificent  fur.  If  you  wish  to  see  her  plainer,  take 
Princesse  Theodore  de  Bauffremont  and  Mme.  de 
Courval,  mix  them  in  equal  proportions,  and  take  care 
not  to  drop  any  of  the  dignity  and  high  breeding  of  the 

Daughter  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas.  Her  husband  was  the  son  of 
Eugene  Beauharnais. 
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one  or  tlie  brusque  familiar  garrulity  of  the  other. 
Very  civil  to  me,  taking  my  hand,  asking  after  you  and 
dying  to  go  to  England.  I  think  her  a  very  amusing, 
charming  little  autocrate.  Her  life  is  very  Eussian  ;  she 
sight- sees  from  the  dawn  of  day,  goes  to  bed  mean- 
whiles,  dresses  in  a  robe  de  chambre  for  dinner  and  goes 
to  bed  immediately  after.  She  has  three  maids,  who 
are  waited  upon  by  seven  housemaids.  When  Marie 
was  introduced  to  her,  she  said,  ‘  Who  are  you  ?  ’ 
Marie,  almost  choked  by  her  quarters,  did  not  answer, 
upon  which  she  reiterated,  ‘  But  what’s  your  name  ?  ’ 

The  joke  about  the  Torlonia  marriage  is  that  they 
have  put  the  old  capital  upon  a  new  column,  Princi- 
pessa  Alessandro  Torlonia,  nata  Colonna. 

We  have  a  new  great  pleasure.  Signor  Moroni, 
Marie’s  singing  master,  plays  divinely,  and  her  lessons 
in  the  evening  are  little  concerts  and  make  variety 
without  ceremony. 

Hayes  is  charming  with  a  passing  curtsey — ‘  V ery 
pleasant  on  the  Pinch  this  morning,  Milady.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome :  January  10,  1843. 

I  wish  I  could  help  writing  to  you  so  often,  my 
dearest  brother,  but  how  is  it  possible?  It  is  not 
merely  my  gratitude  for  your  letters,  my  avidity  for 
more;  it  is  the  positive  delight  of  receiving  them, 
accompanied  with  a  longing  to  answer,  ask,  and  talk, 
which  it  is  the  peculiar  charm  of  your  letters  to  give. 

Scene  :  The  long  drawing-room,  three  fire-places 
blazing,  which  made  Granville  and  myself,  sitting  by 
one  of  them  in  two  arm-chairs,  very  comfortable  in  spite 
of  the  intense  cold  of  the  weather.  Heyday  !  What  is 
this?  Clatter,  shake.  We  rush  to  the  window.  A 
violent  storm,  large  hail-stones,  thunder-claps  and  vivid 
flashes  of  lightning.  The  door  opens,  and  Kulbach,  with 
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December  26  in  his  hand,  and  what  a  moment  for  it ! 
and  how  we  did  enjoy  it  back  in  our  arm-chairs!  I 
have  since  read  it  again  and  again  and  once  more  to 
Granville.  You  give  us  such  new  lights  and  objects. 
We  have  scarcely  seen  any  of  the  pictures  and  statues 
you  mention. 

Poor  Mme.  Zavadowska  !  She  has  just  lost  her  son, 
her  only  child  I  believe,  at  Naples.  I  have  only  heard 
the  sad  event ;  nothing  about  her  since  she  left  Pome 
many  weeks  ago. 

Think  what  a  comfort  it  is  to  have  our  quiet  and 
far  niente ,  where  il  suffd  de  regarder  pour  sinstruire. 
The  Tasso  oak  is  utterly  destroyed,  the  Colonna  pine 
one  half  blown  down.  We  are  going  immediately  to 
Monte  Mario.  Oh,  the  Priorata  di  Malta  !  and  the  view 
of  St.  Peter  from  the  Pamfili !  Fullerton  is  going  with¬ 
out  loss  of  time  to  the  palm  trees,  and  Granville  means 
to  walk  the  first  fine  day  in  the  cloisters  of  Santa  Maria 
degli  Angeli.  We  shall  turn  our  attention  that  way 
and  to  the  pictures  and  statues  by  degrees,  piano , 
pianino.  Fullerton  adores  St.  Pietro  di  Montorio. 
We  have  only  driven  to  the  green  before  it,  drinking 
in  its  glorious  universal  view.  We  have  been  to 
the  Villa  Albani,  not  within  it,  but  the  garden  is 
delightful. 

Charteris  dined  here  yesterday  for  the  last  time. 
We  shall  miss  him  very  much.  He  goes  to-day  to 
Naples. 

I  went  to  Stordogni  yesterday,  and  saw  the  lovely 
little  cast  of  Gibson’s  ‘  Psyche.’  I  have  ordered  one  for 
you.  Gibson  has  made  six  of  the  last  groups,  and 
Torlonia  has  one  and  the  Grand  Duke  of  Russia 
another.  The  novelties  here  are  now  things  made  from 
designs  by  Michel  A.ngelo  Gaetani,1  and  said  to  be  equal 
to  Benvenuto  Cellini,  which  I  much  doubt.  There  are 

1  Brother  of  the  Duca  de  Sermoneta. 
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leaf-openers,  one  an  angel,  another  a  devil.  Castellani 
makes  them  in  silver  for  a  hundred  francs  each.  Being 
penurious,  I  am  going  to  present  myself  with  one  of 
each  in  bronze.  The  original  casts  are  at  a  German 
sculptor’s,  whom  it  is  a  pleasure  to  employ.  He  had 
been  one  of  the  cleverest  and  most  famous  here,  but 
from  domestic  calamities  has  fallen  into  great  distress. 
And  who  should  he  be  but  the  very  Eohrich  you 
name  in  your  letter.  His  rulers,  merely  a  bas-relief, 
are  said  to  be  beautiful.  Fullerton  tears  his  hair — he 
ought  not,  for  it  is  growing  scarce — over  one  Lady 
Davy  had  bought.  Castellani  has  also  made  the  bell 
that  is  in  Eaphael’s  picture  of  Leo  X.  Lord  Cadogan 
has  bought  one  of  Eohrich  in  gun  metal.  Then  there 
is  Ariosto’s  inkstand,  which  Mr.  Fullerton  loves,  but 
some  say  it  is  not  a  very  pretty  one.  The  great  work 
of  modern  art  began  and  talked  of  is  Imhoff’s  4  Agar.’ 
Ask  Charteris  about  it  when  he  has  the  happiness  of 
seeing  you. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome:  January  16,  1843. 

I  have  an  irresistible  wish  to  write  to  you,  dearest 
brother,  because  I  cannot  vent  myself  to  anybody  who 
quite  understands  me,  and  I  think  you  will.  Little  Till 
is  dead  after  two  days  of  very  great  suffering.  The 
servants  are  all  in  tears  ;  everybody  was  fond  of  him. 
You  do  not  know  what  a  pleasure  is  gone  out  of  our 
days.  We  had  made  him  such  a  pet,  amusement  and 
companion,  that  we  shall  miss  him  more  than  I  can  say. 
They  are  all  sorry,  but  nobody  can  quite  enter  into  my 
feeling  about  it,  and  my  great  object  is  to  hide  it.  He 
is  linked  with  so  many  thoughts  and  moments,  and  I 
had  such  a  pleasure  in  seeing  what  a  very  great  amuse¬ 
ment  he  was  to  Granville.  There  never  was  such  an 
engaging  little  creature. 


348  LETTERS  OF  HARRIET  COUNTESS  GRANVILLE  1843 

And  then  the  very  thing  of  not  being  able  to  make 
anyone  understand,  and  therefore  endeavouring  to  sup¬ 
press  how  very  much  I  am  grieved  about  it,  makes  it 
worse.  Pray  do  not  answer  this ;  I  write  it  only  for 
my  own  comfort,  and  I  have  the  conviction  that  you 
will  entirety  understand  what  is  reason  and  what  is 
folly.  Believe  me. 

It  is  odd  that  writing  this  has  enabled  me  to  appear 
what  I  wish  to  be. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome :  January  20,  1843. 

It  is  very  odd.  I  felt,  when  I  last  wrote,  ashamed 
of  being  so  sorry,  afraid  of  being  thought  to  have  been, 
which  I  was,  crying  all  day,  and  I  have  been  comforted 
by  the  excessive  kindness  and  sympathy  people  have 
shown. 

I  am  happy  to  tell  you  that  Granville  and  Georgy 
are  both  well,  and  that  to-day  we  have  a  day  that  can 
hardly  be  surpassed  by  any  day  in  the  year  anywhere — 
soft,  warm,  nothing  cold,  nothing  oppressive,  too 
delicious.  Monte  Mario  was  in  glorious  beauty,  seen 
by  Body,  Granville,  and  myself  for  the  first  time. 
Hayes,  a  fling,  pointed  out  a  snow  mountain.  ‘  Is  that 
in  Italy,  Milady  ?  ’ 

The  yellow-berried  ivy,  clustering  over  a  tall  tomb 
near  that  of  Cecilia  Metella,  is  beautiful.  Ask  Paxton 
what  is  the  Chysocarpia  he  mentions  in  his  dictionary 
as  Indian  under  the  head  of  ‘  Edera.’  This  is  said  to  be 
from  Greece.  Is  it  not  the  same  ? 

Charteris  writes  to  me  from  Naples  that  it  is  as 
odious  as  Pome  is  charming.  Twenty  degrees  warmer, 
but  very  relaxing.  The  town  Birmingham.  Storms 
raging  at  sea,  society  raging  on  land  in  all  its  gossip 
and  scandal.  Lord  Cantelupe  the  Apollo  of  the  place  ; 
four  ladies  so  in  love  that  he  cannot  tear  himself 
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away.  Mesdames  Paid  and  Hatzfeldt  among  the 
number. 

The  Levesons  heard  Clara  Novello  last  night  at 
the  Opera,  in  the  ‘Puritani.’  Nothing  ever  equalled 
the  furor  of  applause,  wreaths,  nosegays.  She  was 
dragged  home  in  a  car,  all  surrounded  by  people  with 
torches. 

And  this  is  all  I  can  think  of.  Tenderest  love  to 
Freddy. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome :  February  1843. 

Most  dear  brother, — Glorious  summer  almost  is 
come.  Granville  is  well.  The  Corso  in  full  force,  but 
I  have  taken  the  opportunity,  was  in  bed  all  yesterday, 
and  am  now  only  just  able  to  get  up. 

Monsignor  Spada,  a  great  friend  of  mine,  who  has 
got  us  orders  and  permissions  without  end,  would  expire 
of  joy  if  his  friend  the  sous-secretaire  could  obtain 
what  is  written  on  the  card.1  I  know  not  if  the  thing  is 
easy.  I  think  it  rather  an  audacious  demand,  but  the 
manner  made  it  suppliant. 

The  Grand  Duchess  is  come  back.  She  has  affronted 
the  Neapolitans  by  her  odd  sayings.  To  the  Duchess 
de  Montebello,  £  Is  your  father  an  Englishman  ?  is  he  a 
gentleman  ?  ’  This  last  shot  to  the  4  nata  Jenkinson,’ 
doubly  primed.  Charteris  is  waiting  at  Lady  Anne 
Anson’s  feet.  He  has  written  to  his  father  for  his 
consent.  They  say  such  love  was  never  seen.  The 
Normanbys  are  in  high  spirits  and  he  looks  quite 
well,  and  what  pleases  me  to  see,  they  appear 
extremely  fond  of  each  other.  They  dine  here  again 
to-day  and  go  to  Naples  to-morrow.  We  have  the 
Chesterfields,  Paul  Esterhazy  and  Alfred  Montgomery 
to  meet  them.  The  Carnaval  rages.  Georgy  is  the 

1  For  admission  and  entertainment  at  Chatsworth. 
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most  Amazonian  of  women  ;  Lady  Chesterfield’s  balcony 
is,  however,  desperate  also.  Lords  Chesterfield,  Cante- 
lupe,  Leveson,  Esterhazy,  Fullerton,  and  F.  Cadogan 
have  ordered  a  car,  and  there  are  to  be  great  doings  on 
Thursday. 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  I  rejoice  the  winter  is 
over.  I  have  not  talked  of  it,  but  I  cannot  say  how 
trying  I  have  thought  the  climate. 

Mme.  Potemkin’s  fancy  ball  for  the  Grand  Duchess 
on  Saturday  is  to  be  tres  anime.  Marie  goes  in  a 
Tyrolese  peasant’s  dress,  given  her  by  her  mother. 
Lady  Chesterfield,  Georgy,  and  the  Cadogans  powdered, 
Louis  XIV.  Our  men  sup  at  the  Prince  of  Hesse’s  this 
evening. 

I  have  a  small  oil  picture  of  Till  by  Buckner,  but  it 
makes  me  miserable  to  look  at  it.  It  was  painted  after 
his  death.  Leveson  had  agreed  to  have  him  done  as  a 
cadeau  to  us,  the  very  day  that  the  poor  little  dog’s 
dead  body  was  carried  to  him,  and  do  you  know 
that  the  other  dogs  (Leveson’s  and  Kulbach’s)  who 
saw  the  helper  in  the  house  carry  out  the  body,  flew 
at  him  for  three  days  after  with  quite  alarming 
fury  P 

Lord  Chesterfield’s  hounds  have  arrived. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire . 

Rome :  March  3,  1843. 

% 

What  can  I  say,  how  begin,  how  end  ?  I  wait,  best 
and  kindest  of  brothers,  to  tell  you  all  that  your  gift 1 
bestows.  Granville’s  delight  is  to  alarm  me,  to  tell 
me  that  it  is  still  uncertain,  that  the  Peverend  may 
be  taken  ill  and  be  unable  to  start.  We  drove  yes¬ 
terday  to  meet  the  hounds  on  the  Ponte  Molle,  and  we 
did  peep  into  the  carriages  and  wonder  over  return 
horses. 

1  The  Duke  made  them  a  present  of  another  dog. 
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4th. — We  have  had  torrents  of  rain,  and  this 
morning  a  fall  of  snow.  We  see  in  the  papers  that 
between  Calais  and  Paris  there  has  been  forty  feet 
depth  of  snow.  Oh  !  brother,  brother,  E.  E.  E.  and  his 
precious  freight !  Everything  is  prepared.  Darling 
Till’s  basket  new  lined,  and  a  new  red  collar,  which  he 
had  only  worn  half  a  dozen  times.  His  name  is  to  be 
Tiber.  Leveson  says  a  famous  breed  ought  to  carry  the 
first  letter  on. 

I  will  try  and  divert  my  thoughts.  Lady  Powers- 
court  is  still  pretty,  but  altered,  I  am  told,  the  resplen¬ 
dency  gone.  They  dine  here  to-morrow.  Her  draw¬ 
back  is  that  she  loves  to  sing  with  no  voice  at  all,  and 
without  the  slightest  knowledge  of  music,  but  the  piano¬ 
forte  she  reluctantly  leaves.  Mrs.  Elliston  is  said  to  look 
wonderfully  young  and  well.  Kitty  Oranmore  is  the  best 
creature  going,  just  like  she  was,  only  a  most  luxuriant 
wig  of  innumerable  ringlets,  put  on  with  as  little  pre¬ 
tension  as  a  bonnet,  fidgets  the  beholder.  Miss  Browne 
appears  to  be  a  very  agreeable,  clever  girl.  They  are 
miserable  just  now,  because  their  youngest  son  and 
brother  Henry,  a  beautiful  boy,  is  on  the  eve  of  engag¬ 
ing  himself  to  a  young  lady,  who  is  very  handsome, 
older  than  him,  a  case  of  desperate  love  on  both  sides. 
They  say  she  is  perdue  de  reputation  ;  he  says  she  is  a 
wronged  angel.  Kitty  hopes  his  uncle  the  Bishop  of 
Tuam  will  carry  him  off  by  force.1 

I  wish  you  had  just  seen,  as  I  have  in  my  drive, 
the  mountains  round  the  Campagna  covered  with 
snow,  the  sun  gleaming  on  them.  4  But  where  is  Mr. 
Ehodes  ?  ’ 

7th. — The  Careme  has  brought  quiet;  our  people 
are  gone  to  drink  tea  with  Latour  Maubourg. 

11th — Great  news.  Backhouse  has  had  a  letter 
from  Mr.  E.  E.  on  the  road.  He  expects  him  to-day  or 

1  They  did  not  marry,  and  he  died  the  next  year. 
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to  morrow,  and  desires  to  find  him  deux  lits  de  maitre. 
We  think  one  must  be  for  Tiber. 

Everything  is  prepared,  and  a  small  negress  to  wait 
upon  him  and  teach  him  all  Till’s  tricks,  of  which  she 
is  perfectly  mistress.  This  negress,  born  at  Herrnsheim, 
by  name  Seppia,  is  a  half-sister  of  Yar’s,  jet  black,  very 
small  and  short-haired.  A  German  would  say  of  her 
that  she  has  threads  in  her  hands,  sees  the  wind  go 
down  the  street  and  hears  the  flies  when  they  cough. 
I  quote  from  memory,  so  I  may  be  inaccurate.  Her 
voice,  manner,  and  shape  exactly  like  Till’s.  We  are 
extremely  fond  of  her,  but  she  is  not  possible  as  a 
constant  companion,  as  a  drawing-room  favourite,  or 
ever  to  be  trusted  when  strangers  are  by.  She  is,  to 
begin  with,  like  a  little  hyena.  There  is  something  in¬ 
credibly  vicious  and  malicious  in  the  way  she  turns  up 
her  nose  and  shows  her  teeth,  when  anybody  but 
Granville  or  myself  speaks  to  her,  and  she  is  then, 
alas!  so  incorrigibly  dirt}"  in  her  habits.  We  hope, 
that  as  Tiber’s  maid,  she  may  learn  sweetness  and 
decorum. 

We  had  the  Oranmores  the  other  evening-,  and  I 
never  saw  people  so  pleased,  especially  as  she  had 
with  her  the  youngest  son,  listening  attentively  to 
Marie,  while  Miss  C.  was  warbling  to  a  party  at  the 
Villa  Strozzi,  which  I  am  told  she  does  like  a  night¬ 
ingale. 

12th. — I  write  to-day  under  the  influence  of  con¬ 
tinual  rain  dropping  on  my  spirits,  and  everything 
would  seem  dim  if  I  had  not  the  happiness  of  seeing 
my  dearest  Granville  continue  so  well  in  spite  of  it. 

I  heard  from  Robert  Verity  yesterday  of  Lady 
William  Bentinck  ‘  having  been  struck  with  paralysis, 
her  case,  inflammation  of  the  head,  having  been  mis¬ 
taken  for  nearly  two  months.  We  have  now  just  a 
faint  glimmering  of  hope.’  I  have  a  very  affectionate 
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regard  for  her,  and  wliat  a  loss  her  unbounded  kind¬ 
ness  will  be  to  hundreds  ! 

Charteris  has  written  to  Paul  Esterhazy  to  desire 
him  to  contradict  the  report  of  his  marriage. 

We  went  yesterday  to  see  the  petit  St.  Andre  du 
Noviciat  de  Jesus ,  eglise  qui  est  un  chef  d'oeuvre  de  minia¬ 
ture  et  de  ban  gout,  escept  some  sprawling  figures  of 
angels  and  saints,  white,  stuck  about  the  ceiling.  It  is 
one  of  the  tre  capi  d’ opera  de  ce  pays-ci. 

Among  the  arrivals  at  Meurice’s  Hotel  in  4  Gali- 
gnani’s,’  the  Eev.  E.  Bhodes  and  H.  Gossip.  Dicky 
Gossip  is  the  man,  deny  it  if  you  can,  who  takes  care 
of  the  small  son  of  Boney.  Unless  the  charms  of  Paris 
are  irresistible,  they  must  be  here  in  a  minute. 

I  believe  Lady  Cowley’s  unpopularity  to  be  chiefly 
with  those  who  are  offended  by  her  reforms  in  society, 
which  all  tell  me  have  been  very  great  improvements. 
She  is  a  hundred  times  a  better  ambassadress  than  I 
was,  perhaps  a  more  stormy  blowen. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Rome :  March  14,  1843. 

It  must  have  astonished  Mons  Sacer  to  see  the 
hunt — exactly  like  Epping,  I  am  told. 

21st. — A  long  pause,  during  which  I  have  received 
your  long  and  most  interesting  letter.  I  think  I  have 
little  to  record  beside  the  Duke  of  Manchester’s  death 
on  Saturday.  He  suffered  severely  for  two  days,  but  I 
have  not  any  exact  idea  of  what  his  complaint  was. 

All  the  accounts  from  Trentham  interest  me,  but 
principally  the  general  opinion  of  the  Duke’s  good 
health,  next  the  beauties  of  the  garden.  There  is  no 
saying  how  true  it  is,  4  How  much  more  I  shall  like 
ever3rthing  with  my  Boman  eyes  !  ’  I  feel  a  remem¬ 
brance  of  many  things  in  England  vivid  and  enchant¬ 
ing,  which  I  never  had  observed  till  I  saw  things  here. 

VOL.  it.  a  A 
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Your  political  news  is  devoured  by  Granville. 
Charteris  has  left  Naples  and  there  are  many  reports. 
He  will  be  in  London  before  this  letter,  so  Freddy  at 
least  will  know  all  about  it.  We  are  all  well,  inhaling 
spring,  and  Georgy  up  and  down  again,  to  the  tops  of 
steeples  and  galleries  and  bottoms  of  catacombs  and 
excavations.  We  have  been  to  see  the  beautiful  little 
church  of  Santa  Vittoria,  with  Bernini  s  statue  of  Santa 
Teresa,  full  of  feeling  and  affectation.  Our  walks  and 
drives  are  now  enchanting.  Flowers  and  trees  all  think¬ 
ing  of  bursting  out.  And  my  brother  has  sent  us  such 
a  live  plaything,  such  an  enchanting,  coaxing  little  dog. 
Leveson  and  George  started  at  seven  this  morning  for 
Naples.  On  the  28th  Marie  goes  from  hence  to  meet 
them  at  Civitk  Yecchia,  and  Granville  and  I  meditate 
going  there  also  to  see  them  embark. 

Granville  says  we  shall  be  in  about  a  week  at 
Florence,  whither  next  I  know  not.  The  slow,  lingering, 
dawdling  journey,  in  delicious  weather,  a  doctor  with 
us,  Tiber  in  the  travelling  basket,  the  Fullertons  on 
and  about,  the  point  de  vue  home.  Nothing  can  be 
more  delightful  to  me  than  the  prospect. 

Everybody  we  know  well  gone  or  going — Mrs. 
Huskisson,  Morleys,  Normanbys,  Lord  Glenelg,  Mr. 
Hay,  Chesterfields,  Powerscourts,  Castellanes,  Odiers. 
We  have  little  beyond  Cadogans,  Lady  Davy  and  Mr. 
Bentinck,1  Lady  Frederick’s  son,  who  dines  with  us 
to-morrow.  The  Italian  part  of  the  society  is  breaking 
up.  Those  we  know  best,  Dorias  and  Cliigis,  are  over¬ 
whelmed  with  the  sudden  death  of  Doria’s  sister,  wife 
of  the  eldest  Chigi,  leaving  seven  children,  only  thirty, 
scarcely  supposed  to  be  ill. 


1  The  Right  Hon.  George  Cavendish  Bentinck. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  March  24,  1843. 

Here  am  I  at  my  writing  table,  Marie  packing  up 
with  vehemence,  as  Leveson  is  gone  to  Naples  to  meet 
her  at  Civita  Yecchia  on  Wednesday,  where  they 
embark  for  Genoa  on  the  first  instance.  Georgy  and 
Mr.  G.  F.  Bentinck  talking  Church  architecture  over 
their  cups — of  tea ;  Granville  uncommonly  well,  dis¬ 
cussing  the  affairs  of  the  Scotch  Church  with  Calcraft, 
and  Fullerton  by  the  fire,  and  in  a  large  basket,  new 
lined  with  a  handsome  chintz,  the  little  darling,  en¬ 
gaging  delicate  Tiber,  who  is  the  greatest  love  that  was 
ever  seen. 

Direct  your  next  letter  to  Florence.  We  talk  of 
setting  out  on  the  10th  and  remaining  some  days  there. 
What  paper  you  write  on  is  a  matter  of  indifference  to 
me.  When  thin  I  insinuate  a  sheet  between  your 
pages,  which  gives  immediate  solidity  to  the  hand  and 
facility  to  the  eye. 

The  whole  account  of  Nice  amused  us  beyond 
measure.  The  balance  is,  I  think,  decidedly  in  favour 
of  Nice  as  to  pleasure  and  enjoyment,  Borne  as  to 
attraction  and  moments  of  gasping  for  breath  delight. 
It  is  so  difficult.  Place  all  for  the  latter,  but  their 
accidental  circumstances  all  for  former.  Yourself  (were 
you  ever  called  an  accidental  circumstance  before  ?) 
living  in  the  country  instead  of  in  the  middle  of  a 
town,  the  sea,  German  backgammon,  Freddy,  the 
novelty  of  Italian  scenery,  cactus  hedges,  olive  groves, 
flowers,  sun.  Here  the  sort  of  nameless  dreamy  charm, 
the  views  of  Borne  from  the  different  heights,  the  in¬ 
comparable  fineness  of  fine  days,  the  populace,  the  bits 
and  corners,  le  mura  e  i  sassi,  your  letters,  Tiber’s 
arrival.  Sum  up  and  throw  in  first  and  foremost 
Granville’s  immeasurable  preference  for  Nice. 


A  A  2 
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Seppia  is  Var,  beautifully  made,  swift  as  the  wind, 
and  her  habitual  attitude  debout.  Her  residence  is 
upon  Granville’s  great  coat  and  cloak,  where  she  waits 
for  the  rapturous  hour  of  going  out,  when  she  runs 
after  the  carriage  all  the  way  ;  Tiber  only  getting  out 
with  us  when  we  walk,  or  by  the  great  King,1  when  we 
sit  and  look  on.  I  wish  you  could  hear  Granville, 
Dody,  and  him  conversing  at  this  moment,  or  see  him 
when  he  calls  us  in  the  morning.  He  begins  to  know 
us  all  in  different  relations.  All  the  most  coaxing 
tender  ways  with  Granville ;  pert  to  Dody ;  hates 
Kulbach  because  of  the  spoonful  of  castor  oil  the 
morning  after  his  journey. 

I  did  not  comment  on  Lady  Morlev,  because  she  is 
the  one  least  to  admit  of  discussion.  She  seems  good 
and  sensible  and  has  an  excellent  manner  with  him. 

To  the  Duke  oe  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  March  31,  1843. 

My  dear  Grace, — Would  that  I  could  write  like 
you  or  Dickens!  How  either  of  you  would  do  justice 
to  yesterday,  the  most  dramatic  day  I  ever  passed ! 

At  half-past  eleven,  as  usual,  we  went  out,  and  our 
first  business  was  to  leave  two  invitations  for  Messrs. 
Kiiodes  and  Gossip  to  dinner  on  Monday. 

From  thence  we  went  to  Gibson’s  and  found  him  at 
home.  He  said  he  seldom  made  busts,  hating;  to  do 
them,  but  that  he  wished  to  show  us  one  he  had  just 
finished  for  Lord  Kilmorey.  Grazia,  the  famous 
model,  a  Homan  peasant.  We  climbed  up  a  narrow 
ladder  into  his  workroom,  and  beautiful  the  bust  is. 
On  turning  my  head,  I  saw  close  to  me  an  immense 
mass  of  terra  cotta.  I  felt  puzzled,  and  my  thoughts 
went  quick.  In  a  niche  near  the  summer  parlour  at 
Chiswick— -Duke  of  Sussex — the  Emperor  Yitellius. 

1  The  chasseur,  whose  name  was  Charlemagne. 
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Lady  G. :  Mr.  Gibson,  who  is  this  ?  It  is  im¬ 
possible,  but  if  it  was  not,  I  should  say  it  was  Mr.  - - 

Mr.  Gibson  :  Eeeston  Bliodes,  Lady  Granville.  It  is 
a  very  remarkable  head. 

Lady  G.  :  It  is  a  very  fine  bust,  only  I  could  never 
have  believed  when  I  saw. 

Gibson  :  No,  one  would  not.  He  is  a  very  remark¬ 
able  man ;  he  comes  with  his  pockets  full  of  his  own 
poetry,  and  he  reads  aloud  to  me  while  I  work.  Some 
of  it  appears  good,  but  there  is  a  great  quantity  of  it. 

We  drove  to  the  Villa  Borghese.  As  we  turned 
out  of  the  Gate  del  Popolo,  our  coachman  drove  us 
rapidlv  up,  contra  le  murci,  to  avoid  the  shock  of  the 
black  carriage  horses,  harness,  pole  and  all,  who  were 
coming  plunging  and  dashing  through  the  Borghese 
Gate. 

We  drove  on  anxious.  On  the  top  of  the  hill  a 
crowd  was  gathered,  increasing  every  moment.  WM 
stopped.  The  beautiful  Mine.  Crisi,  as  pale  as  death, 
told  us  she  had  seen  a  terrible  accident — a  carriage 
overturned,  a  woman  she  believed  to  be  English  thrown 
out  and  dangerously  hurt. 

Soon  after  Prince  Borghese  and  Colonel  Caldwell 
came  to  us.  The  lady  was  supposed  to  be  dying,  her 
spine  hurt,  and  she  quite  senseless. 

At  this  moment  emerged  from  the  crowd,  some¬ 
thing  Johnsonian,  pastoral,  something  I  felt  I  knew, 
but  could  not  immediately  put  a  name  to.  My  dear 
brother,  poor  Mr.  Beeston  Bhodes,  in  a  large  white 
straw  hat,  his  hands  bleeding  and  terribly  nervous. 
He  had  met  with  a  family  of  intimate  friends,  the 
Empsalls,  from  somewhere  near  Doncaster.  He  had 
asked  this  poor  lady  to  drive  with  him,  her  three 
daughters  following  in  her  carriage.  The  accident 
happened,  and  she  was  thrown  out  into  a  ditch,  and  he, 
with  his  immense  weight,  upon  her.  Doctor  Kipoch 
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came ;  she  was  put  into  a  litter,  and  we  took  him 
home. 

To-day  the  poor  lady  is  pronounced  not  quite  out 
of  danger.  Mr.  Rhodes  has  had  leeches  applied,  and, 
although  shook,  is  not  in  any  way  damaged. 

He  showed  much  feeling  during  our  drive  home, 
did  not  know  how  ill  she  was,  yet  much  alarmed  about 
her,  mixed  with  much  oddity.  ‘  No  Torlonia  to-night. 
I  am  an  unfortunate  man.  I  tumbled  out  of  the 
rumble  the  day  before  I  reached  Florence.  Poor  Mrs. 
Empsall,  I  am  sure  it  is  nothing  serious.  I  have  made 
my  will  a  short  time  ago  and  have  left  your  brother  a 
diamond  snuff-box,  as  a  testimony  of  gratitude  and 
admiration  for  his  noble  character.  I  have  hurt  the 
muscle  of  my  thigh.’ 

My  next  letter  will  contain  an  account  of  Monday’s 
dinner. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rome  :  April  15,  1843. 

My  dearest  brother, — I  sing  Tiber.  There  never  was 
such  a  darling.  Beautiful  I  think,  caressing,  soft,  help¬ 
less,  and  yet  with  a  spice  of  the  family  temper,  which 
prevents  insipidity.  Desperate  volitions  exerted  with 
the  utmost  gentleness,  a  quiet  little  fury  now  and  then. 
Oh  !  there  never  was  such  a  love  of  a  dog.  You  know 
that,  from  our  peculiarity  of  our  never  letting  our  little 
Blenheims  out  of  our  sight  they  have  immense  advantages. 
We  do  not  attempt  education;  all  our  care  goes  to  health, 
and  the  success  is  perfect.  He  is  plumping  up,  his  coat 
glossy,  his  paws  beginning  to  flounce  and  furbelow,  his 
cough  gone.  I  took  him  to  Gott,  who  said  as  Gibson 
had  done,  ‘  What  a  beautiful  little  dog,  exactly  like  one 
his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  had  here  !  ’  ‘  He  gave 
it  me.’  ‘  Do  I  see  Lady  Granville  P  ’ 

Brother,  you  will  be  jealous,  you  must  expect  it ;  he 
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beats  them  all  hollow — much  more  like  Boney  1  than  Till. 
No  accomplishments,  it  is  true,  but  such  quickness  of 
comprehension,  and  when  he  walks  with  ns,  such  ‘  let 
observation  with  extensive  view.’  And  then  his 
beauty  where  he  is  in  action,  when  he  sees  a  lizard  on 
the  wall,  or  a  crow  in  the  heavens. 

When  you  receive  my  bits  of  Tasso’s  oak,  give  the 
one  you  like  least  to  Charles  Percy,  who  wrote  me  a 
lament  on  the  fall  of  that  tree. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Florence  :  April  25,  1843. 

The  severities  of  spring  after  a  summer  journey  are 
so  great  here  that  we  all  feel  them  in  different  degrees. 

27th. — Since  which  sentence  I  have  been  in  bed  with 
cold  and  sore  throat,  and  extinction  de  voix.  Still  in 
that  retreat,  but  almost  well. 

Ehodes  detested  Tiber,  who  howled  and  squeaked 
all  the  way,  and  whenever  he  did  was  violently  shaken 
in  his  basket  by  the  Colossus.  When  they  reached 
Meurice’s  Hotel,  no  Tiber.  Then  came  mental  agitation 
of  the  severest  sort.  ‘  I  thought  I  should  have  died  of 
it,  but  Monsieur  Meurice,  a  most  excellent  man,  kindly 
soothed  me  by  sending  off  a  messenger  to  Beauvais, 
and  back  flowed  the  Tiber  to  his  uneasy  bed,  having- 
preferred  the  inn  at  that  town,  where  he  was  found  com¬ 
fortably  settled.  My  love  to  Var.2  What  a  dear  she 
must  be !  And  I  long  to  introduce  the  different  members 
of  the  family  to  each  other.  If  I  were  you,  I  should  cer¬ 
tainly  buy  Boney  a  wife.  What  is  to  become  of  us  it 
the  breed  fails  ?  Think  what  a  charm  even  the  illegiti¬ 
mate  grandchildren  possess  !  I  only  wish  one  thing,  that 
you  could  see  Tiber  with  the  flies.  They  terrify  him, 
but  his  ways  with  them,  and  his  plunge  under  the  car- 

1  A  Blenheim.  Landseer  inserted  his  portrait  in  his  picture  of  the 
poodle  in  the  character  of  a  Judge. 

2  A  descendant  of  Boney,  but  not  thoroughbred. 
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riage  seat,  his  peeping  out  to  see  if  the  enemy  is  gone ! 
What  a  gift  you  have  bestowed  ! 

The  Hollands  have  a  delicious  house,  luxuriously 
furnished,  like  an  Eastern  tale  ;  parroquets  nodding  and 
curling  their  pea-green  heads,  nightingales  singing  in 
their  recesses,  galleries,  verandahs,  all  the  possibilities 
of  a  hot  climate,  not  available  now.  He  is  better,  but 
has  been  very  seriously  ill.  She  poorly,  and  much  out 
of  spirits.  They  are  much  occupied  with  Lady  Orford, 
and  her  daughter  Lady  Dorothy,1  the  prettiest,  most  cap¬ 
tivating  little  creature  I  ever  beheld.  ‘Fun  in  her  eye, 
and  mischief  in  all  her  thoughts.’  The  only  day  I  was 
out,  she  rode  up  to  me  with  General  Ellice,  hung  over 
with  flowers,  a  large  straw  hat  with  a  red  riband  round 
it,  and  a  bunch  of  peacock’s  feathers  on  the  side  of  it. 
Her  habit  quite  open,  and  little  gauntlets,  to  be,  as  she 
said,  like  the  Life  Guards.  We  were  all  enchanted  with 
her. 

Our  plans  are  unfixed,  but  Turin  will  be  our  next 

gite. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Florence  :  April  29,  1843. 

I  have  no  thoughts  of  going  yet,  but  I  think  it  will 
amuse  you  to  note  down  what  I  shall  have  forgotten  by 
the  time  I  send  this  letter.  After  all  that  had  passed, 
Georgy  was  curious  to  see  Lady  Douglas,  and  she  and 
Granville  called  at  the  Hotel  de  l’Europe.  When  they 
were  announced,  there  came  out  to  meet  them,  in  an  old 
purple  pelisse,  with  her  hair  about  her  ears,  a  shabby, 
miserable-looking  woman.  She  received  Georgy  with 
the  most  affectionate  cordiality,  and  began  talking  of 
her  journey.  Presently  Douglas  appeared,  thin  and 
sallow,  but  looking  gayer  and  happier  than  they  had 
ever  seen  him.  By  degrees  Lady  D.’s  spirits  rose,  and 
she  became  talkative,  animated,  and  evidently  exces- 

1  Now  Lady  Dorothy  Nevill. 
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sively  in  love  with  him,  and  he  extremely  kind  in  his 
manner  to  her.  Every  symptom  or  suspicion  of  royalty 
is  dropped  ;  no  splash  or  finery  of  any  sort.  But  you 
must  prepare  London  for  her  personal  appearance. 

May  2nd.— Georgy  has  been  all  morning  with  the 
Douglases,  and  says  lie  is  very  much  in  love,  and  that 
they  are  as  happy  as  it  is  possible  to  be.  He  says,  ‘  I 
am  her  slave,’  and  she,  ‘  Oui,  il  fait  tout  ce  que  je 
veux.’ 

Tiber  likes  Florence  very  much  indeed.  Yesterday 
the  Douglases  came  with  Mora  and  Aspin,  their  two  large 
spaniels,  to  call  on  Tiber,  which  with  Seppia  makes  a 
cheerful  little  society  for  him. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Florence  :  May  7,  1843. 

Your  letters  are  like  Oberon’s  horn.  I  cannot  help 
dancing.  Josephe  Potocki  came  last  night,  and  with 
Paul  Esterhazy  entreats  to  be  put  under  your  feet. 
We  have  engaged  Pacifico,  the  Genoese  voiturier,  by 
which  means  we  shall  dine  in  the  middle  of  each  day , 
and  go  small  journeys. 

Genoa,  15th. — There  have  been  moments  and  views 
and  enjoyments  beyond  description,  but  you  know 
them  all.  Massa  Carrara!  Spezia,  where  we  slept, 
the  most  beautiful  of  all.  Then  we  travel  so  luxuiiously 
and  slowly.  At  four  every  morning  Pater,  Kulbach, 
and  Seppia  set  off  in  the  fourgon.  At  nine,  Gran¬ 
ville,  Tiber,  and  I  in  the  landau,  G.  Stewart  and  Dody 
en  caleche,  Pullerton  and  the  doctor  in  a  coupe,  Hayes 
and  Bumpy,1  with[petit  Jean  on  the  box,  in  a  little  voiture 

du  pays.  .  . 

G.  will  have  unfolded  the  new  plan  of  Arqui  within 

two  days  of  this,  and  one  and  a  half  from  Turin, 
a  pause  of  at  least  ten  days,  I  hope.  Here  we  have 

1  Young  Granville  Fullerton. 
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passed  the  hot  morning  in  the  Doria  garden,  and  charm¬ 
ing  it  was. 

I  have  nothing  to  add  but  a  sketch  or  two.  A 
beggar  was  teasing  Bumpy,  per  carita,  pulling  his 
blouse,  not  to  be  shaken  off,  when  the  Fullertons  heard 
petit  Jean  say  in  Italian,  ‘Don’t  tease  him,  il  poverino; 
he  is  going  to  school ;  leave  him  in  peace.’  The  beggar 
stopped  and  presently  joined  in  full  chorus,  ‘Oh,  il 
poverino ;  going  to  school ;  il poverino ,’  and  walked  away. 
Is  not  this  a  good  specimen  of  two  Italian  classes  ? 

I  took  a  most  beautiful  walk  with  G.  Stewart  at 
Spezia,  where  there  is  the  berceau  of  the  small  rose  fes¬ 
toons  and  draperies — do  you  remember  it  P — and  white 
round-headed  acacias.  We  came  close  to  the  sea,  and, 
to  our  utter  astonishment  and  envy,  in  walked  Tiber, 
perfectly  happy,  the  greatest  love,  not  liking  the  waves, 
but  not  deterred,  patting  and  trying  to  put  them  down 
with  his  little  satin  paws. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Arqui :  May  23,  1843. 

You  can  have  no  idea  of  the  pleasure  it  gives  us  to 
accept  your  proposal  of  Devonshire  House.  Thank  you 
a  thousand  times  for  that,  as  for  so  many  acts  of  kind¬ 
ness  that  gild  our  life.  But  our  arrival  is  delayed  by 
our  delight  in  this  place.  We  all  like  it  better  than 
anything  of  the  kind  we  have  ever  seen.  Granville  has 
taken  the  second  mineral  water  this  morning,  and  begins 
the  mud  bath  for  his  leg  and  arm  to-morrow.  He  is 
\ery  well,  but  as  yet  the  light  air  and  perfect  repose  are 
the  only  remedies  we  have  had  time  to  judge  of.  There 
is  no  saying  how  much  people  would  dislike  Arqui  who 
look  for  any  sort  of  dissipation  ;  a  visit  from  the  Direc- 
teur  des  Bains,  a  remarkably  rough  little  carriage,  and 
about  a  dozen  invalids  from  the  environs  being  all  they 
could  command. 
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I  think  Chiswick  an  incomparable  place,  enjoyed  on 
a  bad  day.  What  will  the  enchantment  of  the  folks  be 
on  a  fine  one  ! 

We  are  so  jealous  of  Yar’s  accomplishments,  and 
with  some  remorse,  because,  had  not  Tiber  entirely  put 
Seppia’s  nose  out  of  joint,  I  do  declare  she  could  have 
done  it  all.  She  has  immense  talent.  The  manager  of 
any  theatre  would  be  proud  to  engage  her  for  any  sum 
she  would  ask.  But  que  voulez-vous  ?  Tiber  is  so  gentil, 
so  full  of  natural  grace  and  attraction,  that  he  mono¬ 
polises  our  affection,  and  will  not  learn  anything.  He 
delights  in  Arqui,  leaps  over  the  high  grass  like  a  kan¬ 
garoo,  and  rushes  into  the  Bormida  Biver  twenty  times 
a  day,  but  he  will  not  go  out  of  his  depth,  and  Georgy 
and  I  are  going  to  buy  a  duck  to  teach  him  to  swim. 
He  is  at  this  moment  romping  on  the  terrace  with 

Granville. 

Georgy  and  I  have  been  drinking  this  morning. 
Fullerton  asked  Baba  where  his  mama  was.  ‘  Oh,  m 
some  valley  with  grandmama,  where  they  will  stay 

babbling  all  day.’  God  bless  you. 

Mme.  de  Lieven  writes  :  ‘  J’ai  vu  ici  Miss  Gurney, 
merveilleuse  beaute  ;  elle  est  superbe.  La  Duchesse  de 
Talleyrand  est  ici,  tellement  belle  et  jeune  que  c  est 
fabuleux.  Le  jeune  de  Broglie  va  passer  trois  rnois  en 
Angleterre.  La  Princesse  Clementine  y  va  aussi. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Arqui :  June  12,  1843. 

We  have  a  delicious  summer,  but  no  heat.  To-day 
mio-ht  be  the  tenth  of  April.  Poor  Seppia  has  the 
racing  distemper,  and  I  live  in  dread  of  Tiber’s  having 
it.°  I  never  told  you  that  I  could  never  get  them  vac¬ 
cinated  at  Borne,  and  when  I  said  this  to  Evanson,  he 
said  ‘  No  more  could  Mrs.  Abdy  or  Lady  Bosa  Grevi  e 
get  ’their  babies.’  I  had  yesterday  a  long  letter  from 
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Mme.  deLieven.  Marie  Appony’s  marriage  is  declared, 
and  they  go  immediately  after  it  to  Madeira,  Malaga, 
or  Palermo.  4  Mais  enfin  voilk  un  mariage  dont  on  ne 
sait  que  dire.  La  mere  a  l'air  mallieureux,  le  pere 
s’etourdit,  le  monde  s’etonne.  Marie  est  transportee 
d’amour  et  de  joie.  Madame  Eodolplie  Appony  se  croit 
grosse ;  toute  la  famille  passe  l’ete  a  Paris.  La  Prin- 
cesse  Clementine  est  ravie  de  son  mari ;  cela  a  fait  une 
noce  tres  gaie  pour  tout  l’interieur.  La  Duchesse  de 
Nemours  se  rend  tres  accorte  et  aimable.  Mme.  de 
Caraman,  helas !  reste  Mme.  de  Caraman,  ni  plus  ni 
moins — just  the  same.  Marie  Menzingen  au  cornble  de 
la  joie  est  nominee  Dame  d’Honneur  de  la  Duchesse 
de  Nassau.  Very  well  off.  Cela  l’enchante  !  ’ 

We  read  about  Ireland  with  great  interest,  Evanson 
representing  that  country.  George  Stewart  gets  into  a 
state  of  excitement  awful  to  behold.  Georgy  reads  us 
Mr.  Shed’s  speech,  as  Mile.  Rachel  would  say  it. 

How  I  shall  like  to  find  Freddy  at  Devonshire 
House  !  Is  there  any  law  ?  Perhaps,  as  nobody  will 
answer  my  question  as  to  his  sentimentality,  somebody 
will  about  his  legality. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Rivoli :  June  20,  1843. 

We  have  spent  three  days  luxuriously  at  Turin  in 
the  best  hotel  I  ever  was  in — large  rooms,  a  long  balcony 
looking  upon  that  perpetual  spectacle  the  Place,  endless 
processions  with  a  Jesuitical  luxe  and  tenue  ;  puppet 
shows,  saltimbanques,  improvvisatori,  royal  equipages. 
Our  beds  and  food  were  exquisite  and  our  carriage  like 
a  long,  low  pony  chaise.  To-day  fine  weather,  the 
snowy  Alps,  blue  sky  and  fresh  green  too  beautiful,  not 
the  least  hot,  yet  with  all  windows  down. 

Poor  Seppia  died  at  Arqui  of  the  worst  sort  of  dis¬ 
temper. 
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St.  Ambrosio. — Bumpy  on  a  balcony,  the  Turin 
voiturier  baiting  whilst  he  dines.  The  invisible  parents 
are  gone  to  walk,  I  suppose.  Dody  in  that  stone- 
coloured  Joseph,  buttoned  with  mother  of  pearl,  of 
which  Hayes  said,  ‘  I’ll  tell  you  what,  my  lady,  if  you 
don’t  leave  the  gown  off,  the  gown  will  leave  you  off’ 

We  are  all  rather  spoilt  and  think  this  inn  very 
deplorable  after  l’Univers,  but  we  owe  you  the  Arch, 
to  which  I  first  went  alone,  and  then  we  en  masse  after 
dinner.  It  is  beautiful,  as  perfect  an  antiquity  as  any  in 
the  Eternal  City,  and  the  bits  of  snow  mountains  and 
wooded  ones  between  make  it  unique  in  its  kind.  The 
-wind  has  got  up  amazingly  and  we  expect  to  be  blown 
across  the  Mont  Cenis  to-morrow. 

Landau :  21st. 

Oh,  how  beautiful !  Glorious  morning,  wind  gone 
down,  but  quantities  of  fresh  air,  blue  and  gold  !  You 
see  it  all.  En  avant  Charlemagne  and  Tiber,  next  Evan- 
son  and  Pierre  with  butterfly  nets.  No  new  flowers  yet, 
only  the  common  ones,  but  bigger  and  brighter  than 
any  I  ever  saw.  L’Hospice  curious  and  bleak  ;  the 
fineness  of  the  day  gives  it  beauty,  the  lake  looks  so 
blue  and  glittering.  Tell  the  Levesons  I  mourned 
over  Medor1  at  the  fifth  Eicovero.  Fullerton  careful 
over  his  large  gentians  and  small  beasts.  Nothing  nev 
but  Dody  in  goggles.  Granville  looks  beautiful.  Here 
come  the  trout  and  beef-steaks.  Lanslebourg,  an  ex¬ 
cellent  inn,  and  all  of  us  as  prosperous  as  possible. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Lausanne  :  July  1,  1843. 

Your  letter  of  the  12th  made  me  happy  at  Geneva. 
I  trust  I  shall  find  you  quite  recovered  from  influenza 
and  hay.  Your  ‘  new  light  ’  amused  me  beyond  mea- 

1  Their  favourite  poodle,  who  had  been  run  over  at  this  spot. 
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sure.  One  does  forget  that  one  is  not  fifteen  in  moments 
of  excitement,  and  after  being  become  older,  larger, 
more  infirm  and  apathetic  at  Rome  than  I  have  words 
to  describe,  the  sulphur  baths  and  drink  at  Arqui  have 
so  renovated  me  that  I  am  obliged  to  recollect  I  am 
not  a  mountain  nymph,  and  to  be  hauled  back  to  this 
hotel  last  nightjar  example ,  by  Eward’s  strong  unaltered 
arm.  And  where  would  not  the  view  from  the  Terrace 
lead  one  ?  Geneva  was  less  pleasant  than  our  usual 
halts — rainy,  cold  weather,  like  March  in  England. 
Then  in  your  delightful  rooms  at  the  Couronne  the  view 
was  rendered  nul  by  a  thick  mist  and  the  height  made 
us  feel  somewhat  imprisoned.  I  heard  that  Mrs.  Craven 
was  at  the  Hotel  des  Etrangers. 

Oh,  what  rooms  at  the  Hotel  Gibbon ! 1  After  a 
delicious  night’s  rest  we  woke  upon  the  whole  oppo¬ 
site  view  with  its  curtain  drawn  up.  Open  windows, 
summer,  but  no  heat. 

Continue  to  let  me  know  how  you  are.  Change  of 
air  for  ten  days.  You  get  this  on  the  6th,  put  on  your 
things,  as  women  say,  step  over  to  Baden,  where  on  the 
12th  we  hope  to  be,  take  a  peep  at  Herrnsheim  and 
steam  back  all  together  to  our  native  land.  I  cannot 
see  one  objection  or  obstacle,  and  what  happiness  and 
delight  to  us  !  Think  and  leap.  I  have  told  Granville. 
He  is  all  on  my  side  and  did  look  so  pleased.  Why, 
brother,  it  is  little  more  than  railing  up  and  down  to 
Mundy  and  Co.2 


■  To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Berne  :  July  5,  1843. 

This  is  only  a  signe  de  vie.  Your  inimitable  sketch 
of  your  duties  at  Derby  alarms  me,  but  I  cannot  give  up 
m}7'  hope. 


1  At  Lausanne. 


2  Derbyshire  neighbours. 
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Since  we  parted  we  have  had  two  nights  of  a  fairy¬ 
tale  in  the  new  Trois  Couronnes  on  the  lake  at  Vevay, 
too  enchanting.  A  magnifique  chateau  with  every  luxury 
and  comfort,  a  large  terrace  balcony,  with  seats,  tables, 
and  orange  trees,  overlooks  the  parterre ,  and  then  with 
parapets  upon  steps  down  to  the  lake. 

Clifford  can  talk,  for  his  name  is  in  the  book. 
Divine  weather  made  the  halt  too  enjoyable. 

Granville  is  so  well  that  my  only  fear  is  you  will 
none  of  you  be  able  to  think  how  essential  the  utmost 
precaution  and  regularity  of  life  are  to  him. 

Granville,  Fullerton,  and  George  Stewart  are  going 
off  in  the  next  room  like  fireworks,  so  excited  are  they 
by  a  new  plan.  Instead  of  returning  here  we  are  going 
to  take  a  new  road  to  Basle,  from  Thun  to  Lucerne, 
which  the  Fullertons  have  never  seen.  The  road  said 
to  be  beautiful  and  the  inns  good.  From  Lucerne  to 
Basle  by  Soleure. 

Will  you  let  my  sister  know  my  gratitude  for  her 
little  letter  found  here  ?  But  still  happier  was  I  to  hear 
from  Lord  Seaford.  4 1  am  happy  to  tell  you  that  I 
think  Carlisle  has  been  regularly  improving  ever  since 
his  return  to  town.’ 

We  are  very  sorry  that  Lord  Grey  is  so  ill. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Devonshire  House  :  August  1843. 

Granville  is  extremely  well.  The  Fullertons  crossed 
in  an  unexampled  gale,  but  are  all  the  better  for  it. 

Let  me  quickly  note  down  remarkable  things.  I 
have  seen  Mrs.  Edward1  and  Mrs.  Charles.2  The  former 
so  distinguee  and  amiable-looking  that  it  does  as  well  as 
beauty,  and  Edward  so  happy  and  simplified. 

1  Mr.  Edward  Howard  had  just  married  Miss  Ponsonby. 

2  Mr.  Charles  Howard,  Miss  Alice  Parke,  daughter  of  Baron  Parke,, 
created  in  1856  Lord  Wensleydale. 
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Tiber  is  quite  recovered,  only  rather  languid  and 
self-occupied. 

Duncannon  called  to-day,  I  think,  more  to  see  the 
staircase  than  me.  He  could  not  penetrate,  but  was  so 
edified.  He  says  it  will  be  admirable,  that  the  effect  of 
the  entrance-hall  was  what  he  doubted,  but  that  it  really 
answers  perfectly.  I  did  not  understand  this  exactly, 
but  perhaps  you  do.  What  was  the  doubt  ? 

I  have  seen  Lord  Blantyre,1  and  approve — hand¬ 
some,  and  a  stern,  calm  undazzled  glance  around  and 
down  his  new  position. 

We  see  less  of  Susy  than  we  could  wish,  as  dearest 
Eivers  waits  at  Windsor  in  a  peculiar  manner — that  is, 
he  is  always  in  town.2 

Sunday. — Too  late  for  the  post  yesterday,  and 
now  I  must  write.  Oh !  Chiswick !  dearest  brother, 
Chiswick  !  What  shall  I  say?  Chatsworth,  be  jealous. 
Charles  Greville,  who  overtook  us  at  Hammersmith 
and  ambled  on,  was  in  ecstasies.  He  had  not  been 
at  one  of  your  breakfasts ;  it  was  an  utter  surprise. 
He  said  he  never  saw  anything  so  pretty.  Then 
your  room !  The  carpets  !  The  improvements  in 
the  garden,  the  walk  through  the  open  room  to  the 
Horticultural,  the  flowers,  the  perfect  enamel  of  the 
parterre,  the  pink  passion-flower  !  Landseer’s  picture, 
Lord  Alfred  Paget ! 3  Charles  Greville  fell  from  astonish¬ 
ment  to  astonishment.  He  had  not  seen  Landseer  or 
anything.  ‘  God  bless  my  soul !  Have  you  seen  any¬ 
thing  abroad  to  compare  with  Chiswick  ?  ’ 

1  Engaged  to  Lady  Evelyn  Leveson  Gower. 

2  He  was  a  Lord-in-Waiting. 

8  His  portrait,  painted  by  Sir  Francis  Grant. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  September  5,  1843. 

Dearest  brother, — You  are  a  benediction  to  us  all. 
Here  we  are  again  in  gratitude  and  clover.  London 
contains  only  Morpeth.  Even  Lady  Holland  is  at 
Richmond. 

The  Carlisles  wish  Freddy  to  go  to  them ;  we  long 
to  see  him ;  so  when  you  have  done  with  him  send 
him  on. 

Charles  1  is  composed,  I  hear  ;  lives  with  the  Parkes, 
and  is  going  to  Ampthill  with  them. 

Can  you  imagine  the  scene  at  Eu  P 2  Louis  Philippe  ; 
how  he  will  bow  ! — roll  over  perhaps. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Aldenham  :  September  27,  1843. 

Your  dear  welcome  letter  came  this  morning  all 
redolent  with  Chatsworth. 

Could  a  pair  be  a  housekeeper?  Would  there  be 
any  chance  in  applying  for  the  place  ? 

This  place  is  very  enjoyable.  A  large,  old-fashioned, 
square  stone  house,  made  by  Marie’s  baguette  into  an 
uncommonly  pretty  one.  The  court,  roofed  in  by  Sir 
Richard  and  furnished  by  her,  makes  a  charming 
drawing-room,  and  there  is  besides  a  library,  a  very 
good  dining-room  and  a  billiard-room.  The  pleasure 
ground  very  pretty,  the  country  round  uncommonly  so. 

Willie,3  to  which  we  drove  yesterday,  is  beautiful. 
The  house  frightful  on  the  outside,  enchanting  within, 
where  we  found  Miss  Selina4  and  Lord  John  Manners  ; 
she  picturesque  and  with  charming  manners,  he  very 

1  Mrs.  Charles  Howard  died  on  August  26. 

2  The  Queen’s  visit  to  Eu. 

3  Lord  Forester’s  country  house. 

4  Miss  Selina  Forester,  now  Lady  Bradford. 
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smart.  They  looked,  like  a  page  out  of  Finden  s 
‘Sketches  of  the  Aristocracy ’—too  many  curls  and 
gold  chains,  but  very  pretty  to  see. 

Luttrel  and  Sneyd  are  here.  The  Poodle,  Spencer 
Cowper,  and  F.  Cadogan  went  yesterday. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Aldenham  :  October  26,  1843. 

We  intend  to  be  at  Devonshire  House  on  Wednesday, 
and  at  Brighton  on  Saturday.  Imagine  my  happiness 
at  the  Eivers’s  having  decided  upon  spending  the  winter 
in  Kemp  Town. 

How  I  do  long  to  see  you  !  I  have  such  quantities 
to  say,  unwritable  things. 

The  Poodle  surpassed  himself.  He  is  incroyable ; 
asked  Marie  before  everybody :  4  How  could  she  be  so 
foolish  as  to  marry  such  a  child  ?  ’  One  day  :  ‘  He  had 
hoped  for  a  leg  of  mutton  ;  ’  another  :  4  Your  housemaids 
are  all  so  Gothic  ;  they  should  not  do  so  and  so.’  She 
bore  it  all  with  calm,  but  oh  !  her  indignation,  and  I 
must  say  natural.  She  is  very  amiable,  occasionally 
captivating,  une  sirene. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Kemp  :  November  29,  1843. 

It  is  delightful  of  you  to  have  written,  and  such  a 
letter  !  No,  never.  The  pleasure  of  reading  it  to  m}T- 
self,  and  then  seeing  Granville  read  it. 

Yesterday,  summer  here  ;  to-day,  south-west  wind, 
not  sunny,  glass  at  fair  ;  your  letter  in  my  hand,  all 
imagination  and  repose. 

This  morning  brought  me  a  letter  from  Lord  Lans- 
downe,  begging  me  to  take  rooms  at  the  Bristol  for 
him  and  Lady  Lansdowne,  Brodie  having  ordered  him 
here  again  immediately  to  be  shampooed.  I  must  go 
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and  wasli  my  hands,  as  they  are  coming  to  dinner. 
They  will  find  only  ourselves,  the  Fullertons,  and  an 
excellent  dinner,  as  Mile.  Pater-aide 1  turns  out  to  be  a 
most  able  artiste. 

How  can  I  be  so  intrusive  and  interruptive  ?  Only 
because  I  can  wait  with  the  dogs  in  your  lighted  room. 

I  know  you  cannot  write  again.  I  shall  read  over 
the  28th  every  day.  I  see  almost  all,  but  fret  at  not 
knowing  the  new  top  of  the  dancing  fountain. 

I  wonder  which  of  her  diadems  Mrs.  Thornhill  will 
put  on,  Ceres  or  Dante  ?  she  has  both.  Give  my  love 
to  my  progeny. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Kemp  Town  :  December  1843. 

Your  letters  are  sun  and  make  my  climate. 

Brighton  is  doing  its  pranks — pouring  rain  and  gales 
of  wind,  and  yet  we,  ensconced  in  your  charming  house, 
are  as  comfortable  as  it  is  possible  to  be,  and  before  I 
answer  your  letter  I  must  detail  its  advantages.  The 
gaiety  compared  with  other  places  from  the  wide 
expanse  of  light  and  broad  spaces ;  no  sopped  leaves 
and  wet  paths — a  trottoir  and  two  lamp-posts.  In  the 
bluster  no  smoking  chimneys. 

Yesterday  at  two  Lord  George  Seymour  paid  us  a 
visit,  and  a  charming  man  he  is.  At  three  we  went 
out  and  sat  with  Heneage,2  that  miracle  of  patience 
lying  on  his  back.  A  moment’s  cessation  on  our 
return,  and  Granville,  Tiber,  and  I  had  a  pleasant  walk 
within  the  shelter  of  the  houses.  At  half-past  six  sat 
down  to  perdreaux  a  V Espagnole,  emince  au  gratin,  and  a 
leg  of  mutton.  Dowager  Eivers,  the  pair  of  shoes,3  and 

1  Daughter  of  the  cook. 

2  Was  an  attache  at  Paris.  Then  became  a  Roman  Catholic  and 
entered  the  priesthood.  For  many  years  an  invalid. 

3  Lady  Rivers  went  by  the  name  of  Shoes  in  the  family. 
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Captain  Pitt,  who  had  unexpectedly  come  down.  Beauti¬ 
ful  he  was  to  look  at  and  droll  to  hear,  and  we  had  a 
most  merry  prima  sera,  the  family  departing  at  half¬ 
past  nine,  when  we  sat  down  to  backgammon. 

Now  where  can  hopeless  weather  boast  such  anti¬ 
dotes  as  this  ? 

Oh,  my  dirty  paper  !  The  outside  sheet  of  a  bundle 
out  of  a  damp  box.  Alas  !  alas  ! 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton :  J anuary  10,  1844. 

Harry’s  letter  amused  us  extremely.  Tell  me  more 
about  Miss  Martineau’s  book.1  I  am  afraid  of  it.  The 
old  tales,  which  I  have  beeu  re-reading,  have  such  an 
effect  upon  me  that  I  can  scarcely  read  them.  She 
writes  in  a  way  that  harrows  up  every  feeling.  It  is, 
I  think,  quite  a  strange  power,  perhaps  because  no 
writer  is  so  simple  and  so  strong  upon  sorrows  that 
come  to  all.  Tell  me  some  more  of  the  new  book.  I 
must  finish  my  letter  to-morrow,  as  I  shall  be  too  late 
for  the  post. 

Never  was  anything  so  terrible,  as  all  Verity  used 
to  say  ;  2  no  chance  of  anything  like  recovery,  or  of  any 
sort  of  restoration  to  what  he  was  before  the  attack. 
In  short,  all  that  has  since,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  been 
proved  so  utterly  groundless. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  January  12,  1844. 

I  thought  Granville  had  a  little  cold  yesterday,  but 
he  is  much  better  to-day  and  we  have  been  enjoying 
the  June  morning.  We  met  in  a  pony-chaise  and  four 
the  second  Duchess  3  and  the  first  Countess,4  perhaps 
the  two  foolisliest  blowens  in  Europe ;  but  so  kind  and 
good-natured  is  the  former  that  I  beg  you  not  to  repeat 

1  Letters  on  Mesmerism. 

3  When  Lord  Granville  was  struck  down  by  paralysis. 

5  Duchess  of  Somerset,  the  second  wife  of  the  eleventh  Duke. 

*  Lady  Shrewsbury,  wife  of  the  sixteenth  Earl. 
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anything  I  say  of  her.  At  the  instigation  of  her  friend, 
she  persuaded  the  reluctant  Duke  to  flare  up  for  the 
Due  de  Bordeaux.  Now,  whatever  may  be  his  future 
destiny,  quiet  is  his  game,  and  I  hear  he  is  wise  enough 
to  have  appeared  much  annoyed  at  the  clumsy  folly  of 
making  him  draw  King  out  of  a  cake,  called  a  Bourbon, 
to  the  music  of  various  Jacobite  songs,  ‘  Charley  is  my 
darling,’  etc.  I  saw  the  Duchess  yesterday.  ‘  Only 
think,  dear  Lady  Granville,  what  an  odd  chance  ! 
Nothing  prepared.  I  saw  him  put  it  quick  into  his 
pocket.’  Dearest  sister,  do  not  tell.  This  said  woman 
quetes  for  my  lottery,  asks  young  Fullerton  and  his 
sisters  to  dinner,  and  I  really  never  knew  so  kind- 
hearted  a  woman. 

My  lottery  is  prospering.  We  are  much  amused 
with  a  doll’s  trousseau.  Mme.  Pater  and  Josephine 1 
have  made  her  out  of  odds  and  ends  the  loveliest 
modes.  A  black  velvet  bonnet,  with  pheasant’s 
feathers,  made  Lady  Ailesbury  studious  for  five  minutes 
yesterday.  Never  was  there  such  a  doll,  from  stays 
and  garters  to  cloaks  and  surtouts,  and  she  has  a 
carpet  bag  which  beggars  description.  And  all  this 
for  no  pence,  excepting  the  bag  and  a  large  knitted 
manteau ,  garters  and  a  comforter,  which  are  worked 
by  poor  people  here.  A  fan  and  a  boa  will  be  pre¬ 
sented  to  her  gratis. 

What  a  good  speech  of  Guizot ! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  January  22,  1844. 

I  am  in  your  debt,  my  dearest  sister.  Many  thanks 
for  what  you  tell  me  of  Miss  Martineau.  Did  you  read 
‘  What’s  to  be  Done  ?  ’  or  some  such  name,  and  Melville’s 
sermons,  preached  at  Cambridge  ? 

Mr.  Sneyd  is  gone  and  we  regret  him.  He  has  been 

'  The  cook’s  wife  and  the  lady’s  maid. 
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as  agreeable  and  amiable  as  possible.  He  dined  with 
us  every  day  but  one,  when  he  left  us  with  Biverses 
and  the  Fullertons  to  dine  at  Lord  Ailesbury’s,  leaving 
the  Duchess  of  Beaufort  to  dine  tete  a  trots  with  us, 
which  she  prefers. 

By-the-by,  it  amuses  me  to  hear  of  Mr.  Luttrell, 
exasperated  at  some  praise  of  Lady  Ailesbury  s  figure, 
exclaiming,  ‘  Just  enough  to  keep  the  muslin  together. 

On  Saturday  Lord  Jermyn,  Lord  Polwarth,  and  Sir 
William  Middleton  dined  with  us.  Lady  Katherine 
Jermyn  was  not  well  enough  ;  she  has  been  here  in  the 
morning,  walked  on  the  esplanade  with  us.  X  like 
what  I  have  seen  of  her  extremely.  Sir  William  is  a 
friend  of  Kivers.  Lord  Polwarth  is  extremely  agreeable. 

Mr.  Sneyd  gave  us  hopes  of  the  Sutherlands  coming 
to  Brighton.  Do  you  think  there  is  a  chance  P 

Bumpy  goes  to  school  Thursday. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Brighton:  January  27,  1844. 

Brougham  has  been  sitting  with  us  on  the  esplanade 
for  an  hour.  A  little  low  for  Cannes.  ‘  Upon  my  soul, 
this  is  not  credible,’  and  it  is  to-day  almost  the  finest 
day  we  have  had.  He  was  comparatively  tranquil  and 
exceedingly  droll.  He  says  the  Lansdownes  aie  much 
pleased  with  Emilie.1  She  is  to  live  this  season  at 
Lansdowne  House.  Frantic  about  Anderson.  He 
has  gone  and  given  them  a  treacle  discourse.’ 

God  bless  you,  my  dearest  brother.  We  are  going 
to  luxuriate  along  the  cliff. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  January  28,  1844. 

We  are  going  on  prosperously  as  to  health  and 
weather.  Did  I  tell  you  of  Lord  Brougham’s  coming 

1  Mdlle.  de  Flahault,  who  had  just  married  Lord  Shelburne. 

3  The  Rev.  James  Anderson. 
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on  Friday  morning,  hallooing  and  bawling  to  us  on  the 
esplanade  P  He  was  very  droll,  stayed  an  hour,  and  is 
gone  back  to  London. 

A  more  agreeable  arrival  yesterday  was  Freddy 
from  Folkestone.  His  journey  to  Paris  has  answered 
perfectly.  He  was  received  most  graciously,  found 
everybody  and  everything  exactly  as  they  were,  the 
same  young  ladies  waltzing  and  unmarried.  He  was 
much  pleased  with  Lady  Cowley,  whom  he  thinks 
very  agreeable,  and  was  much  amused  at  the  balls  at 
the  Embassy.  He  was  delighted  to  be  with  Harry. 
We  had  a  very  amusing  dinner  yesterday — Lady  Ailes- 
bury,  so  intent  upon  every  word  that  fell  from  Frede¬ 
rick’s  lips,  the  George  Seymours,  and  Lord  Polwartli. 

We  are  all  much  occupied  with  Frederick  Bruce’s 
appointment  to  China.  Eighteen  hundred  a  year.  He 
thinks  it  his  duty  to  go — he  has  not  a  farthing — but  I 
hear  he  is  dreadfully  low  about  it.  There  is  much  talk 
of  whether  he  will  propose  Hong  Kong  to  Emily  Hardy, 
and  if  she  will  accept  if  he  does.  I  trust  the  Suther¬ 
lands  are  coming'. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Brighton  :  January  29,  1844. 

Quite  beat  down  with  summer,  I  sit  down,  no  fire 
and  the  windows  open,  to  say  a  word  or  two. 

On  Saturday  we  had  a  pleasant  little  repast.  In 
the  evening,  whist  and  music.  The  Moriers  came. 
Horatia1  has  a  beautiful  voice,  and  Lady  Belfast  brought 
Lord  Chichester,  a  great  exception  to  her  rule.  He 
sang  to  us  like  an  angel  and  is  a  charming  unaffected 
boy,  accompanied  beautifully  by  cousin  Yerner. 

Dearest  Grace,  will  you  indulge  a  whim  of  mine  and 
do  me  an  immense  favour  ?  My  prizes  are  all  settled 

Miss  TIoiatia  Morier  married  in  1845  Lord  Algernon  Seymour,  the 
present  Duke  of  Somerset. 
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and  I  liave  more  than  enough,  but  I  want  an  extra¬ 
ordinary  one  from  you.  Do  you  think  Mr.  Paxton1 
could  contrive  that  I  should  receive  on  the  6th  a 
covered  basket,  docketed,  with  fruit  and  flowers  from 
the  Chatsworth  Conservatory  P  Oh,  what  a  catch  for 
a  Brightonian,  fond  of  names  and  who  never  sees  a 
flower  !  I  will  hope  that  in  the  natural  course  of  draw¬ 
ing  that  prize  might  fall  on  a  resident,  and  if  not,  ex¬ 
change  being  no  robbery,  I  could  manage  one  with 
some  winner  of  a  drawing  or  a  paper  knife.  Brother  ! 
Mr.  Paxton  !  I  do  not  breathe  my  request  to  any  one, 
only  if  you  can’t  or  won’t,  take  no  heed  of  it. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton :  February  1844. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness  in  telling  us 
what  gave  us  so  much  pleasure  about  Leveson’s  speech. 

They  are  in  Bruton  Street,  and  Marie  has  made,  I 
am  told,  their  rooms  below  quite  beautiful.'2  London 
has  got  no  society  or  reunions.  I  hear  Lady  Holland 
is  in  a  very  teasing  humour,  and  tries  Lady  Palmerston 
with  constant  abuse  of  the  ‘  Morning  Chronicle,’  chiefly 
for  its  foreign  politics.  I  should  like  Miss  Martineau, 
if  somebody  would  translate  it.  I  have  only  read  a 

1  The  Duke  of  Devonshire  made  acquaintance  with  Sir  Joseph  Paxton 
in  the  Horticultural  Society’s  garden  at  Chiswick,  where  he  was  an  under¬ 
gardener.  The  Duke  was  so  much  struck  with  his  intelligence  that  he 
appointed  him  head-gardener  at  Chatsworth,  where  he  built  the  great 
conservatory ;  and  in  imitation  of  it  he  designed  the  Exhibition  Building 
of  1851.  He  became  the  Duke’s  confidential  adviser,  received  the  honour 
of  knighthood,  and  during  the  last  years  of  his  life  sat  in  the  House  of 
Commons  as  member  for  Coventry.  He  was  a  man  of  remarkable  energy. 
The  following  was  his  own  description  of  his  first  arrival  at  Chatsworth. 
He  arrived  there  at  half-past  five  in  the  morning.  He  explored  the  whole 
place  before  any  one  was  up.  He  set  the  men  to  work  by  six  o’clock.  He 
made  acquaintance  with  his  future  wife,  the  housekeeper’s  niece,  fell  in 
love  with  her  and  she  with  him,  and  all  this  in  one  day. 

2  Lord  and  Lady  Granville  occupied  the  first  floor,  Lord  and  Lady 
Leveson  the  ground  floor. 
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chapter,  which  I  cannot  understand.  Good  night, 
beloved  sister. 

I  went  this  morning  in  a  fly  by  myself  to  the  for¬ 
bidden  fruit,  the  Huntingdon  chapel  (dissent,  but  the 
service  seemed  to  me  just  the  same  as  ours),  to  hear  Mr. 
Sortain.  Wonderful  eloquence,  energy,  ardour,  con¬ 
quering  every  sort  of  natural  disadvantage.  In  person 
like  Thiers  and  Lord  Boscawen,  with  a  wire  of  a  voice 
and  bad  articulation.  But  how  new,  how  clever  !  What 
beautiful  language  and  a  conviction  that  rivets  one! 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  March  8,  1844. 

London,  oh  !  London.  But  yesterday  having  found 
beds  that  made  sleeping  impossible  was  not  a  fair  trial. 
I  was  quite  unwell  all  day  and  he  very  languid  and 
tired,  and  this  added  to  by  spring  in  coal  smoke  drest, 
always  trying  at  first. 

Georgy  is  in  ecstasies  with  London.  How  unlike  her 
mama !  ‘  Ellen  Middleton  ’ 1  is  no  longer  a  secret  and  will 
be  out  in  three  weeks.  Moxon  publishes,  she  to  have 
half  the  profits.  Opinions  given  without  her  name  being 
known  have  been  more  than  gratifying,  and  Mrs.  Sartoris 
read  till  four  in  the  morning  with  intense  interest  that 
never  flagged  for  a  moment.  Charles  Greville  is  in 
raptures,  and  has  been  invaluable  and  indefatigable.2 

I  saw  yesterday  dearest  Lady  Morley  and  Corise. 
Henry  Greville  dined  with  us  ;  the  Poodle  came  in  the 
evening.  They  laughed  at  my  reception.  ‘  How  do  you 
do  P  I  am  so  happy  to  see  you  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,’ 
and  they  were  all  off  at  eleven. 

Marie  has  made  the  rez  de  chaussee  like  a  delicious 
country  house — chintzes,  birds,  flowers,  and  comfort.  I 
think  she  will  do  wonders  with  the  'premier. 

1  Lady  G.  Fullerton’s  first  novel. 

2  He  helped  to  correct  the  proofs. 
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I  cannot  tell  you  the  longing  I  have  to  be  at 
Brighton  again.  We  go  to-morrow,  but  alas!  alas! 
Granville  threatens  returning  here  in  a  fortnight.  The 
rule  of  three.  If  two  days,  what  will  be  weeks. 
Georgy  says,  better  when  all  and  everybody  are  not 
crammed  into  so  short  a  space. 

The  delight  of  seeing  your  letter,  most  beloved 
sister.  I  have  met,  I  think,  all  your  questions.  Give 
our  most  affectionate  love  to  dearest  Lord  Carlisle.  I 
sometimes,  only  sometimes,  think,  Oh,  that  I  was  there 
with  them !  Castle  Howard  must  be  a  paradise  in  this 
season,  and  you  and  Morpeth  and  Lord  Carlisle  s  ador¬ 
able  smile.  When  shall  I  see  you  all?  But  the  gulpli 
of  London  must  be  passed  first.  Marie  is  in  excellent 
spirits ;  she  hates  going  out  now.  Body  delights  m  it. 
She  was  at  Lady  Lansdowne’s.  Lady  Shelburne  seems 
very  happy.  I  will  write  constantly. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  April  4,  1844. 

I  send  you  the  enclosed  letter  from  Georgy. 

‘  Dearest  mama, — I  send  you  a  few  more  proof 
sheets.  Some  part  of  them  you  have  already  got ;  there 
has  been  a  change  of  type  which  has  caused  it.  Tell 
dearest  Sukey  that,  if  she  has  not  done  so  yet,  she  may 
certainly  read  them,  if  she  likes  it  better  in  that  way. 

4 1  am  rather  angry  with  Charles  Greville  for  having 
shown  the  proof  sheets  to  .Lord  Clarendon,  and  I  regret 
for  my  own  sake  that  he  praises  it  so  extravagantly.  I 
think  it  is  like  when  a  new  beauty  appears.  Instead  of 
prepossessing  people  in  its  favour,  it  will  make  them 
find  fault  with  it.  He  told  Theresa  Lister  that  it  was 
the  most  remarkable  work  that  had  appeared  for  years 
and  George  Byng  the  cleverest  novel  he  knew.  This  is 
such  gross  exaggeration  that  I  am  sure  it  will  do  moie 
harm  than  good.’ 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton :  April  16,  1844. 

Whilst  I  am  waiting  for  luncheon,  before  the  half¬ 
past  three  train,  I  write  a  word.  Susy  and  her  little 
girls  are  by  this  time  in  Bruton  Street,  where  Rivers 
and  Freddy  are  to  join  us  at  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  go 
to  Georgy,  now  that  she  and  her  boy  are  poorly,  and 
it  is  delightful  to  have  Susy  domiciliee ,  and  I  hope  my 
brother  will  like  to  have  us,  and  this  is  a  pull  against 
London  and  Court.  You  have  no  idea  of  what  it  has 
been  this  morning,  sitting  on  a  bench  looking  on  the 
sea,  with  a  high  bank  behind  us  of  wallflowers,  the  real 
sweet  flowers  of  the  earth. 

I  have  had  a  note  from  Lady  Charlotte  Greville  with 
your  good  account  of  Lord  Carlisle,  and  her  lamenta¬ 
tions  that  Henry  Greville,  universally  congratulated,  is 
not  appointed.1  He  receives  also  daily  joy  about  his 
marriage  to  Lady  Essex.  I  hope  when  he  is  placed  he 
will  propose.  I  am  very  fond  of  him. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London :  April  1844. 

Most  dear  sister, — My  grateful  thanks  to  Mary. 
The  book-openers  are  beautiful.  I  have  poured  out 
my  thanks  to  Francis  Grey.  I  cannot  say  what  I  felt. 
The  reception  of  the  beautiful  works  did  not  look  like 
pleasure,  and  half  an  hour  afterwards  I  gave  the 
same  sort  of  welcome  to  ‘  Ellen  Middleton,’  in  three 
volumes,  so  that  my  morning  was  one  of  delicious  but 
deep  emotion.  Would  that  I  could  hear  you  upon  this 
last  subject !  My  brother  is  delighted.  Brougham 
writes  me  a  note  as  follows  :  ‘  Hurrah  !  ’  Not  a  word 
else.  Georgy  is  like  a  mouse. 

Granville  is  well,  but  there  is  not  the  same  hue  as 
at  Brighton.  Our  life  is  pleasant  and  almost  as  quiet, 

1  To  some  diplomatic  post. 
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but  I  have  not  the  security.  To-day  he  is  going  at 
her  request  to  Lady  Jersey,  and  St.  Aulaire  says,  ‘  Oh, 
nous  le  soignerons  bien,’  etc. 

The  day  before  yesterday  evening  Clarendons, 
Wharncliffes,  Lords  Harrowby,  Sandon,  Charles  Gore, 
Jem  Howard.  Very  pleasant  but  hotter,  later  in  short, 
etc.  Do  not  say  anything  of  this  in  your  answer. 

To  exemplify  my  meaning,  we  have  been  this 
morning  paying  visits,  he  sitting  with  Lord  Clarendon 
and  Lord  St.  Germans,  and  he  has  just  announced  that 
he  shall  walk  to  Lady  Jersey’s  and  back,  and  all  this 
preparatory  to  going  down  this  evening  to  a  little 
soiree  at  Marie’s.  This  may  not  do  harm,  but  keeps 
me  in  a  fever. 


To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  April  22,  1844. 

I  missed  the  post  on  Saturday  and  your  dear  letter 
is  just  arrived. 

I  see  I  have  not  said  enough  about  the  Drawing 
Room.  The  Queen  bowed  and  smiled  and  hoped  I 
was  well,  but  less  gracious  than  Prince  Albert,  who 
seemed  inclined  to  embrace  me.  Leopold  careworn, 
absent ;  Kent  civil.  Very  few  people.  Miss  Barring¬ 
ton  extremely  handsome.  Lady  Wharncliffe  entirely 
enclosed  in  a  gold  framework,  just  like  a  barley-sugar 
treillage  one  sometimes  sees  over  cream  and  straw¬ 
berries  in  an  entremets ,  a  great  love,  in  ecstasies  over 
the  darling  cream-coloured  horses.  Lady  Jersey  a  very 
good-natured  old  woman.  The  Duke  of  Wellington  in 
radiant  health  and  spirits.  Ouf !  dearest  sissie,  it  bores 
me  almost  as  much  as  being  there  to  fight  it  over 
again . 

Granville  is  better,  and  I  am  very  happy,  as  I  find, 
though  he  has  not  told  me,  that  he  will  not  dine  or  go 
out.  "  We  drive  and  walk  at  twelve  every  morning  and 
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drive  again  from  lialf-past  three  till  six.  We  are  now 
going  to  the  garden  of  Eden.1  The  Francis  Egertons 
came  to  us  the  night  before  last.  She  was  in  excellent 
spirits,  and  as  active  and  useful  as  a  steam-engine. 
Lady  Morley  is  a  dear.  ‘Dody,  yon  are  going  to 
Court,  presented  of  course  upon  the  coming  event.’ 
‘  Ellen  ’  comes  out  on  Saturday. 

I  went  yesterday  morning  to  St.  Paul’s.2  I  never 
liked  anything  so  much  as  Mr.  Bennett’s  sermon  ;  never 
disliked  anything  so  much  as  the  performance  of  the 
service,  a  sort  of  parody  of  what  I  do  not  like  at  Eome. 
The  clergyman  who  read  the  service  hummed  it  over 
in  a  monotonous  rapid  mutter,  the  new  way  I  am  told. 
The  music  constant,  troublesome,  lively,  inefficient,  so 
that  the  Litany  was  like  charity  school  children  divided 
by  London  cries.  But  then  came  Mr.  Bennett,  admi¬ 
rable,  simple.  The  soundest  doctrine,  warmest  piety, 
and  most  practical  result.  So  here  were  all  the  pours  et 
contres  of  Tract arianism.  Excellence  in  fact,  with  why 
those  things  a  cote  ?  We  went  to  the  Temple  Church 
at  three.  Too  long,  nearly  two  hours,  beautiful  music 
and  a  very  bad  preacher. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London:  May  4,  1844. 

I  have  only  a  moment  to  thank  you  a  thousand 
times  and  Mary  for  your  dear  letters  to  Dody  and  me. 
The  third  volume  !  It  has  really  affected  and  agitated 
society  in  a  most  remarkable  manner.  At  St.  Aulaire’s3 
ball  she  was  quite  overwhelmed  with  kindness  and 
praise.  How  I  long  to  talk  it  over  with  you,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that  summer  is  coming  !  Though  I  am 
happy  here  and  cannot  wish  time  to  go  quick,  I  can¬ 
not  but  pine  to  be  with  you  again. 

1  Lord  Auckland’s  house  at  Kensington  Gore. 

5  Knightsbridge.  3  The  French  Ambassador. 
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To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  May  26,  1844. 

Wintry  weather ;  too  cold  for  tlie  open  carriage  or 
Chiswick. 

Last  night  Poodle  and  Charles  Gore  at  dinner  ;  Lady 
Pavers,  Lords  Ebrington  and  Ponsonby,  Lady  Holland 
and  Mr.  Stanley1  (Ben)  in  the  evening. 

The  Levesons  are  to  dine  with  the  Shelburnes  at 
Pichmond.  To-morrow  we  go  to  Hatchford 2  for  two 
nights,  and  I  dare  say,  as  we  are  hardy,  we  shall  enjoy 
driving  on  St.  George’s  Hill. 

The  Stafford  House  concerns  going  on  much  the 
same,  the  Duke  still  poorly  at  Brighton. 

Monday. — Mr.  Sneyd  came  last  night.  He  pleased 
me  with  thinking  Lord  Lome’s  conceit  worn  off ;  says 
he  is  extremely  clever  and  decidedly  in  love  in  the 
right  quarter.  Had  not  he  dined  there  on  Saturday 
with  him  en  famille  ? 

We  are  setting  out  for  Hatchford.  ‘Winter  armed 
with  terrors  yet  unknown.’  Never  was  anything  so 
east  and  sharp. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Hatchford  :  May  28,  1844. 

How  d’ye  do,  dearest  brother  ?  I  do  at  Hatchford 
exceedingly  well.  A  comfortable  house  in  a  most 
beautiful  country,  airy  rooms,  wholesome  victuals. 

Lady  Cowper  is  very  agreeable  and  droll.  Lady 
Charlotte  Greville  very  poorly  with  rheumatism. 
Henry  will  come  down  and  tell  us  of  the  cloture  of  the 
Essex  theatricals.3 

1  On  the  death  of  his  father  in  1850,  he  became  Lord  Stanley  of 
Alderley.  He  was  for  some  time  Whip  of  the  Liberal  party  and  later 
President  of  the  Board  of  Trade  and  Postmaster-General.  He  was  noted 
for  his  amusing  conversation  and  brilliant  repartee. 

3  Lord  Ellesmere’s  place  in  Surrey. 

3  At  the  Dowager  Lady  Essex’s. 
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Lady  Cadogan  heard  some  one  say  ‘  Ellen  Middleton  ’ 
was  too  sad.  ‘Oh  dear,  no,  just  what  it  should  be 
to  succeed.’  No,  it  is  too  melancholy,  indeed  it  is. 
People  like  the  book  because  it  is  beautiful,  but  would 
all  the  more  for  a  little  more  light  and  shade.  ‘  You 
don’t  understand  anything  about  it.  That’s  just  what 
people  hate,  light  and  shade.  Bulwer  tried  it  and  it 
didn’t  do,  nobody  could  bear  it.’  Georgy  says  she 
was  alluding  to  his  ‘  Night  and  Morning.’ 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  June  1,  1844. 

Dearest  brother, — What  a  surprise  upon  the  world 
is  the  Emperor  Nicholas — expected  to-day  to  play  with 
Saxony,  to  bet  at  Ascot,  and  puzzle  the  ladies,  who  head 
the  Polish  Ball !  They  met  and  settled  to  have  it. 
Lord  Aberdeen  says  they  shan't. 

Yesterday  evening  came  the  Duke  of  Sutherland 
radiant,  the  Duchess  with  a  crown  of  black  roses  and 
diamonds,  going  to  the  Academy  Ball  with  Caroline1 
lovely,  Julia  Howard,  the  Dean  of  Lichfield’s  daughter, 
very  handsome,  Georgy  Lascelles  very  pretty,  or  rather 
pleasing,  Elizabeth  in  a  cap  and  shawl  beaming  with 
happiness,  and  Lord  Lome,  with  whom  we  are  all  charmed. 
I  see  no  conceit  or  self-importance ;  devoted  to  her  and 
them,  ingenuous  and  earnest  in  manner,  and  a  brow  and 
eyes  that  make  one  feel  one’s  understanding  growing 
clearer  as  one  looks  at  them.  The  company  that  came 
stared  at  the  family  party.  Punch,  Sneyd,  Dowager 
Lady  Cawdor  wept  for  joy  over  us ;  Mrs.  Cavendish 
blinked  in  utter  bewilderment.  Fanny  and  Frederick 
Howard  and  Lord  Lansdowne  quite  enchanted  at 
falling  upon  such  a  troop  of  nymphs  in  garlands. 

1  Her  daughter,  who  afterwards  married  Lord  Kildare  and  became 
Duchess  of  Leinster. 
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Then  the  Poodle  :  4  Some  say  Nicholas  is  come.  I  don’t 
believe  it.  Brunnow1  slept  all  night  at  Greenwich  in  an 
agony  of  mind.  There  is  but  one  state  apartment 
ready  at  the  Palace,  and  the  Emperor  and  King  must 
sleep  in  one  bed.’ 

There  was  a  farce  at  the  Polish  Committee.  In 
came  Ailesbury,  chairwoman  :  4  Must  be  put  off.’ 
Clanricarde  :  4  No  such  thing.’ 

Palmerston  :  4  Much  better  put  it  off’ 

Sutherland  :  4  Don’t  see  why.’  Lord  Dudley  Stuart 2 
talked  incessantly.  Palmerston  gave  way.  And  now 
it  rests  with  the  Government  out  of  petticoats. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  August  1,  1844. 

The  later  period,  most  dear  brother,  end  of  Septem¬ 
ber  and  beginning  of  October.  What  bliss  it  will  be  ! 

The  dinner3  at  Stafford  House  was  beautiful,  I 
hear,  and  perfectly  well  done.  The  Duchess  beautiful ; 
Lord  Lome  very  pretty  in  a  kilt.  The  flaws  odd  com¬ 
pany,  instead  of  some  nearer  and  dearer.  Little  Loid 
Frederick  4  waiting  all  dinner-time  behind  the  Queen’s 
chair.  At  ten  minutes  before  ten  a  little  enforced  danc- 
ino\  The  going  away  was,  it  is  said,  quite  beautiful. 

°  We  spent  our  whole  day  at  Hampton  Court.  Nym- 
phenberg.  All  over  roses.  Groups  of  unknown  elegants 
and  elegantes,  and  military  music. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Brighton  :  October  30,  1844. 

Never  was  anything  like  it!  We  arrived  at  five 
and  walked  along  the  cliff,  W.  Baker  having  made  all 

1  Russian  Ambassador.  .  ,  ,  ,  ,  . 

s  A  son  of  the  first  Marquis  of  Bute.  He  married  a  daughter  of  Prince 

Lucien  Buonaparte.  He  warmly  espoused  the  cause  of  the  Poles,  and 

bored  people  about  them. 

s  In  honour  of  Lord  and  Lady  Lome’s  wedding. 

4  Duke  of  Sutherland’s  second  son,  died  in  the  Crimean  War. 
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look  as  square  as  his  own  new  wig.  Mary  showing  me 
the  house.  ‘  My  lady,  look  how  beautiful  they  pull  up,’ 
and  so  they  do,  the  new  blinds.  The  new  Bluebeard¬ 
looking  building  at  the  bottom  of  the  room  is  very 
ornamental  with  its  jars  above,  and  many  are  the  new 
kicks  in  every  corner.  Oh,  it  is  such  a  haven,  such 
repose,  such  freshness,  and  certainly  the  gayest-looking 
house  that  ever  was  !  Poor  souls  at  the  Hall ! 1 

We  have  already  seen  Lord  George  Seymour  in  a 
caliche. 

Hid  you  hear  that  Lord  Bessborough  has  had  a  very 
bad  fall  from  his  horse  P  No  bone  broken,  but  a  severe 
contusion. 

There  is  Granville,  as  if  he  had  been  settled  here  a 
year,  cracking  his  sides  over  an  old  book  of  plays  he 
has  found. 


To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Brighton :  November  16,  1844. 

I  think,  as  you  are  alone  at  Hardwick,  a  little 
writing  will  not  be  de  trop.  Your  dear  little  letter  is 
arrived — a  double  pleasure  to  know  you  safe  and  snug 
at  the  Hall.  How  happy  dear  G.  will  be !  And  then 
you  will  come  here  when  Brighton  has  shed  its  fashion¬ 
able  vulgar. 

We  had  a  very  pleasant  dinner  yesterday.  Georgy 
not  silent  as  at  Holly’s.  Lady  Cowper  most  extremely 
droll,  Mrs.  Ashburnliam  very  agreeable,  Mr.  Ashburn- 
ham  intolerable,  Lord  Cowper  charming,  Lord  George 
Seymour  wonderful.  How  your  house  is  admired ! 

To-day  Corise  stepped  in,  come  to  pay  a  visit  to  the 
remaining  Miss  Mitchell.  I  called  upon  Silence  and 
found  her  looking  beautiful  with  her  two  nice  girls 
carpet-stitching  diligently  like  Marie. 

The  landslip  has  frightened  people.  Holly  quite. 


1  Hardwick. 
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Lady  Harriet  Drummond  came  down  in  terror.  Anne 
Loftus  sat  near  ten  minutes  in  a  tunnel,  not  knowing 
what  had  come  or  was  to  come  next. 

17th. — We  found  Holly  at  the  ‘  Albion,’  Sheepwash  1 
en  action,  Sir  Henry  Webster  sitting  opposite  .to  her, 
young  Loch  reading  and  the  doctor.  ‘  Very  kind  of 
you.  You  see  how  lonely  I  am.  A  horrid  little  room. 
I  could  ask  my  friends  to  come  and  eat  a  roast  chicken, 
but  I  have  no  other  to  go  into.’  She  dines  here  on 
Thursday.  We  have  asked  the  Gowpers,  Jamas  Morier,2 
and  Mr.  Gladstone  to  meet  her,  already  furnished  with 
Shoes  and  Dodds. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Brighton:  November  21,  1844. 

Your  letter  was  delightful  to  us.  Captain  Bruce 
was  caught  on  the  way  to  the  station  by  Charles 
Seymour  and  Mr.  de  Bathe,  and  these  persuaded  him 
to  give  up  his  journey  and  marriage. 

I  am  writing  very  weary.  You  know  what  a  July 
morning  is  when  it  falls  on  a  November  day.  We 
walked  and  sat  two  hours,  and  then  I  turned  home, 
leaving  Granville  and  Doddles  basking,  to  be  in  time. 
Lady  Charlotte  Greville  accepts  luncheon,  and  came 
with  her  lovely  niece,  and  so  did  the  Miss  Fullertons, 
and  we  had  an  hour  s  social  enjoyment. 

Holly  comes  up  the  hill.  ‘  Georgy,  my  dear,  I  am 
dreadfully  nervous,  are  there  many  police  in  the  way  ?  ’ 

Yesterday,  General  Upton,  Susy  and  Dody,  Lady  Anne 
Loftus,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ashburnham  went  to  the 
amateurs.  First,  the  ‘  Follies  of  a  Night,’  very  amusingly 
and  well  acted.  Mr.  de  Bathe  extremely  handsome,  and 
a  little  foolish.  Mr.  Martyn  very  good ;  sings  extremely 
well.  Sister  Mordaunt,  good,  fine  eyes,  flashy  and 

1  Lady  Holland’s  maid,  who  acted  as  rubber. 

*  Author  of  Hajji  Baba. 
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somewliat  vulgar.  Miss  Angel,  a  small  part,  but  her 
beauty  something  surpassing.  Captain  Bruce,  good 
actor,  but  Mr.  de  Bathe  and  C.  Seymour  could  not  get 
over  the  different  passages  alluding  to  Gretna  Green, 
domestic  happiness  with  an  opera  dancer,  and  rolled 
over,  which  disturbed  the  gravity  of  the  action. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Brighton :  November  29,  1844. 

I  lament  for  G.  and  myself  not  to  see  you  together. 
When  will  that  happy  day  be  ?  But  it  is  delicious  to 
think  of  you  between  the  5th  and  the  12th. 

I  can  hardly  help  going  to  a  billiard  table  in  the 
town  to  see  the  great  performer 1  at  that  game,  of 
whose  play  Horace  Pitt,  who  dined  here  yesterday  fresh 
from  the  strokes,  raves.  Or  if  you  come  to  that,  to 
attend  to  the  placard,  great  in  its  simplicity,  ‘  The 
Mysterious  Lady.’  For  many  of  the  things  others  do 
may  be  prompted,  or  some  hidden  aider  or  nodder  or 
winker  may  explain.  But  how  she  could  tell  Lord 
Henry  Loftus,  Lord  something  Kerr,  and  three  other 
young  sparks,  what  fish  they  were  thinking  they  should 
like  to  have  for  dinner,  which  she  did  without  hesitation 
or  mistake — my  informant  Lord  Henry  himself — passes 
my  comprehension.  Shoes  is  on  fire.  She  is  going  to 
think  of  whale,  and,  if  baffled  by  Miss  Mystery,  then 
she  will  think  of  alose,  a  French  fish  not  known  in 
England,  and  if  Miss  says,  ‘  A  fish  I  am  not  acquainted 
with,’  she  has  promised  to  baisser  pavilion  bare-footed 
before  her. 

A  great  lull  at  Brighton.  Dody  writes  from  the 
fog,  going  to  dinner  with  Holly.  Kivers  wanted  to 
speak  to  Sukey,  so  up  she  railed  at  eleven  this  morning 
under  Horace’s  wing ;  meets  him  at  Mrs.  Bruce’s,2  and 
comes  back  early  to-morrow. 

1  Kentfield.  5  Their  sister. 
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Sir  Edward  Bulwer  is  young,  blooming,  and  no 
longer  deaf.  The  water-cure — Lord  de  Grey  is  almost 
persuaded  to  try  it.  Not  at  Gastein,  not  under  Doctor 
Wilson  at  Malvern,  but  under  the  physician  at  Sud- 
brooke,  close  to  Richmond,  who  is  perfectly  safe,  and 
never  undertakes  a  doubtful  case.  Sir  Edward  is  con¬ 
vinced  he  would  cure  Lord  de  Grey  in  a  fortnight. 

All  this  was  told  me  by  the  quite  altered  water- 
cured  man.  I  expect  to  hear  of  him  re-united  to  the 
wine-cured  Lady  B. 

At  this  same  repast  Lord  and  Lady  Ely  figured,  and, 
what  with  H.  Drummond,  ‘  Hajji  Baba,’  and  Sir  Edward, 
the  Marquis  was  quite  puzzled,  much  edified.  ‘  God 
bless  me,’  every  word  any  of  them  uttered. 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Panshanger :  January  2,  1845. 

I  am  happy  to  tell  yon  that  Lord  Melbourne  was 
quite  another  man  yesterday,  appeared  better  in  health, 
and  more  natural  in  spirits.  Granville  was  struck  with 
the  agrement  of  his  conversation  and  immense  stores 
of  knowledge.  They  are  just  gone,  and  so  is  Lord 
Aberdeen. 

Lady  Cowper  is  in  bed  with  a  severe  cold  and  sore 
throat ;  Lord  de  Grey  rather  souffrant,  and  Mr.  Sneyd 
has  a  cold  ;  so  that  a  quieter  party  will  be  a  comfort. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

Wrest  Park  :  January  1845. 

You  know  Wrest,  so  I  need  not  describe.  Beauty, 
luxury,  and  comfort.  The  fog  has  kept  us  indoors 
almost  entirely,  some  walking  in  a  handsome  Nymphen- 
berg-looking  garden  excepted,  which  must  be  very 
enjoyable  in  summer  and  in  keeping  with  the  house. 
The  dining-room  and  library  are  beautiful,  the  drawing¬ 
room  not  finished.  The  tapestry  manque  in  design, 
execution,  and  colouring.  The  weather  is  unwhole¬ 
some.  Granville  bilious,  Lady  Cowper  in  bed  with  a 
sore  throat,  Lord  de  Grey  very  ailing,  but  cheerful  and 
patient,  and  seeming  to  enjoy  himself.  Mr.  Sneyd  has 
a  cold  ;  the  Poodle  well  for  all,  opening  their  eyes  wide 
to  the  narrowness  of  their  vestibules  and  corridors. 
The  Beauvales  and  Lord  Melbourne  and  Lord  Aberdeen 
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went  to-day,  and  we  expect  the  Parkes  and  Charles 
Howard  to  dinner. 

We  live  a  great  deal  in  our  rooms.  In  the  evening 
we  work  and  talk.  There  was  a  rubber  one  night,  but 
not  for  me,  and  yesterday  none.  We  go  to  bed  at 
eleven. 

Since  his  last  letter  the  Devonshire  people  call 

Bishop  Philpotts  ‘  Exeter  Change.’ 

God  bless  you  and  my  dearest  son,  if  he  is  with 

you. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

Brighton  :  March  16,  1845. 

My  beloved  sister, — We  are  charmed  at  the  Baron 
taking  Freddy  as  his  marshal,  and  oh,  that  he  would 
take  me  !  They  are  going  to  try  Mr.  Tawell. 

Everybody  asks  why  Gladstone  is  out,  and  I  refer 
you  to  yesterday’s  ‘Times.’  Granville  says  no  one  can 
o-ive  a  satisfactory  answer.  I  said  ten  thousand  reasons 
appear  to  me  to  explain  it.  What  difficulty  he  would 
have  had  with  regard  to  Church  questions  and  probably 
colonial  ones  !  Granville  advises  me  to  have  done,  and 
abide  by  the  late  Lord  Lansdowne’s  advice,  ‘  When  you 
are  in  the  dark,  stand  still.’  ‘  Then  you  will  never  get 
into  the  light.’  ‘I  beg  your  pardon,  the  fog  will  disperse. 

Poor  Miss  Eox,1  perhaps  the  most  valued  and  beloved 
of  all  women !  I  never  heard  a  word  or  thought  or 
feelino-  about  her  that  was  not  enthusiastic.  . 

I  cannot  tell  you  anything  of  French  politics  beyond 
what  you  know,  for  I  have  not  heard  for  some  time 
from  Madame  de  Lieven.  Guizot  seems  to  rely  on  a 
dissolution  of  the  Chambers,  but  French  Ministers  have 
very  often  been  disappointed  in  the  results. 

March  20,  1845.— Freddy  says  he  ‘never  had  any 
doubt  of  Mr.  Tawell’s  guilt.  That  it  was  interesting  to 

1  Lord  Holland’s  sister. 
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watch  him  during  the  proceedings,  and  to  hear  the 
wonderful  but  useless  efforts  of  Kelly  to  save  him.  The 
prisoner  has  the  most  thorough  air  of  a  Quaker,  a 
small  face  with  small  eyes,  his  hair  thrown  back  off 
his  forehead,  looking  particularly  respectable,  a  bad 
countenance,  very  fidgety  the  first  day,  quieter  as  the 
trial  went  on,  very  pale,  constantly  compressing  very 
white  lips.  Not  a  muscle  of  his  face  moved  during 
the  sentence.’ 

Mrs,  Tawell 1  had  sent  for  places  for  herself  and  five 
friends.  God  bless  you,  dearest. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  March  28,  1845. 

My  own  dear  sister, — We  drove  twice  round  the 
King  in  a  brougham  to-day.  It  was  very  reviving — a 
strong  gale  of  southerly  wind,  the  Serpentine  like  a 
rough  sea. 

I  send  you  Madame  de  Lieven.  I  have  not  another 
minute. 

Paris  :  le  24  Mars,  1845. 

‘Dearest  Lady,— Yotre  lettre  de  Brighton  est  restee 
longtemps  sans  reponse,  parce  que  j’esperais  mes  yeux  et 
vous  ecrire  moi-meme.  Ils  ne  sont  pas  revenus,  mais 
ils  se  mettent  en  chemin  a  l’aide  de  Verity.  Je  creve 
d’orgueil  de  cette  guerison  prochaine,  car  quatre  mede- 
cins  avant  lui  y  avaient  perdu  leur  latin. 

‘  Parlez-moi  de  la  jaunisse  de  Lord  Granville.  Elle 
ne  m’inquiete  pas,  mais  elle  m’ennuie.  L’hiver  a  ete 
abominable  ici.  Cela  veut  dire  un  veritable  hiver  et 
qui  ne  commence  disparaitre  que  depuis  deux  jours. 

‘  Les  politics  ont  suivi  les  allures  du  temps,  avec  cette 
difference,  que  les  mauvaises  chances  n’ont  pas  disparu 
encore.  La  majorite  est  si  faible  que  le  moindre  acci¬ 
dent  peut  faire  chavirer,  et  cela  serait  arrive  deja,  si 

1  She  was  convinced  of  his  innocence  and  acquittal. 
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les  remplapants  n’etaient  pas  si  impossibles.  Mais  vrai- 
ment  Mole  est  au  fonds  de  l’ean,  et  Thiers  tres  difficile. 
Lui-meme  affirme  et  repete  qu’il  ne  vent  pas  et  qu’il  ne 
sera  Ministre  qu’a  la  Eegence.  Monsieur  Guizot  con¬ 
serve  toute  sa  bonne  humeur  et  sa  fermete  ordinaire.  He 
does  not  care  much  about  staying  or  going.  I  wish  he 
was  out  to  refresh  himself  a  little.  Le  Eoi  crie  bien 
fort  et  bien  haut  qu’il  ne  peut  avoir  d’autre  Ministre 
que  Monsieur  Guizot,  et  qu’on  peut  aussi  bien  marcher 
avec  une  voix  de  majorite  qu’avec  soixante. 

‘  Avez-vous  vu  “  l’Histoire  du  Consulat,”  par 
Thiers  P  Ici  on  ne  parle  que  de  cela. 

‘  La  semaine  passee  a  ete  toute  consacree  a  la  devo¬ 
tion.  On  dit  que  le  nombre  de  communicants  a  ete 
enorme.  A  Notre-Hame  trois  mille  homines  a  la  fois 
dans  la  matinee  de  Paques.  L’Abbe  Eavignan  l’objet 
de  1’ adoration  de  tous. 

4  Madame  de  Contades  est  toujours  sur  bequilles,  mais 
aussi  jolie  et  charmante  que  jamais.  Je  ne  vois  plus 
Madame  de  Castellane.  He  toutes  mes  connaissances, 
c’est  la  seule  qui  ne  m’ait  pas  soignee  pendant  ma 
longue  reclusion.  Mole  non  plus  n’approche  pas.  Hu 
reste,  ma  chambre  n’est  jamais  vide.  Thiers  y  vient. 
Monsieur  Guizot  l’a  trouve  chez  moi  l’autre  jour.  Ils 
ne  s’etaient  pas  rencontres  depuis  quatre  ans  et  demi. 
II  y  a  eu  un  moment  de  stupefaction,  J’ai  eclate  de 
rire,  ils  ont  pris  le  parti  de  rire  avec  moi,  et  ils  sont 
restes  une  heure  et  demie  a  causer  ensemble  le  plus 
agreablement  du  monde,  abordant  tous  les  sujets,  situa¬ 
tion  ministerielle,  situation  parlementaire,  le  present, 
l’avenir,  decidant  qu’il  n’y  a  plus  pour  la  France  que 
Thiers  ou  Guizot,  Guizot  ou  Thiers.  Tout  cela  se  di- 
sant  avec  une  independance  et  une  liberte  d’esprit  par- 
faites.  C  etait  evidemment  a  treat  pour  chacun  d’eux, 
et  moi  j’ai  ete  parfaitement  amusee.’  Nothing  more  to 
say,  my  dearest  Lady.’ 
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To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London :  April  4,  1845. 

Most  beloved  sister, — We  go  on  favourably,  but 
very  slow.  Verity  threatens  departure.  Granville  has 
seen  the  Duchess  of  Beaufort  and  Lord  Clarendon.  The 
latter  was  on  his  way  to  the  House  of  Lords  to  make 
a  motion.  The  Due  de  Broglie  came  yesterday.  He 
quite  adores  Granville,  and  it  put  him  in  roaring  spirits, 
and  he  chattered  and  joked  as  I  never  before  heard  him 
and  stayed  near  an  hour.  Granville  was  not  the  worse 
for  the  visit,  but  I  was,  as  the  fear  of  fatigue  was  on 
me  all  the  time.  I  called  by  Granville’s  desire  on 
Lady  Holland ;  she  was  much  pleased  and  inoffensive. 

I  hope  soon  to  write  you  more  interesting  letters, 
but  my  days  are  gasping  just  now — one  eye  on  the 
thermometer,  another  on  the  door,  so  afraid  of  visits. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  May  10,  1845. 

First,  flowers.  An  orange  orchid  in  full  bloom  sits 
in  the  middle  window,  the  wonder  of  all  beholders. 
You  are  much  too  amiable.  Then  the  delicious  7th, 
all  but  in  not  announcing  your  return.  The  glories  of 
your  reception,1  so  fete,  is  the  small  talk  of  London. 
Decazes’  dinner  would  have  been  published  as  an  essay 
by  Charles  Lamb.  I  have  a  mind  to  sell  it  at  the 
Eepository. 

Though  we  are  just  returned  from  sitting  in  an 
alcove  in  Kensington  Gardens  in  a  half  hour  of  radiant 
sunshine,  the  weather  here,  too,  is  atrocious.  Wind 
east  and  north,  west  for  moments  to  delude  one,  and 
then  back,  4  armed  with  terrors.’  But  Granville  is 
going  on  delightfully  well. 


1  At  Paris. 
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Lady  Lome’s  happiness  is  delightful  to  see,  she  is 
grown  so  natural  and  gay. 

The  Levesons  are  gone  to  Aldenham  for  the  holi¬ 
days.  The  London  news  you  hear  from  all  and  I  don’t 
know  it. 

Mrs.  Arkwright  adores  old  Smoky,  I  hear ;  lives  in 
it  as  at  Paris  or  Eome,  sees  sights  and  savants ,  has  a 
few  chez  elle  in  the  evening,  or  goes  and  larks  at  Mrs. 
Sartoris’s,  where  she  has  Mendelssohn  and  good  music. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  May  15,  1845. 

I  know  the  Viscountess’s  perfect  repast — a  model,  I 
think.  The  only  flaw  when  I  dined  with  her  were  the 
minstrels  at  the  door,  all  in  some  full  national  costume, 
which  looked  too  Shrewsburyish.1 

Jesse !  May  Tiber  marry  her  some  of  these  days. 
Mrs.  Spaniels  are  so  like  the  Princesse  de  Sagan. 

You  see  I  am  flat.  I  have  seen  Miss  McTavish,  and 
am  captivated  by  her.  I  think  her  lovely,  charming, 
gentle,  feminine,  neither  twang  nor  slang. 

The  fancy  ball  is  the  talk  of  the  moment.  The 
Ministers  have  made  a  respectful  appeal.  H.  M.  has 
written  to  them  a  la  ronde  to  say  she  cannot  let  them 
off,  nor  the  Corps  Diplomatique.  Van  de  Weyer  says 
there  is  an  epidemic  beginning  amongst  them. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London:  May  20,  1845. 

I  have  an  excellent  account  to  give  you  of  Granville. 
He  is  going  on  as  well  as  possible,  in  spite  of  the  dread¬ 
ful  cold  weather.  I  love  the  dear  people  who  have  felt 
solicitude.  The  paragraph  in  the  ‘  Standard  ’  was  quite 
incorrect,  but  still  the  attack  of  the  stomach  was  sharp 

1  At  Alton  Towers  a  harper  played  at  the  door  to  welcome  a  new 
arrival. 
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enough  to  make  him  very  weak  and  languid  for  a  few 
days. 

Marie  says  the  ball  at  Court  was  dreadfully  hot  and 
crowded.  Step’s  daughter,1  extremely  put  out,  stuck 
close  to  Lady  Canning,  resisted  messages  from  the 
Queen  to  go  and  sit,  dance  reels,  etc. — in  short,  rebellion 
to  the  dull  honours  offered  her. 

The  costume  ball  rages  in  all  senses.  Beauvale, 
Sandwich,  Norreys  not  asked,  whilst  Lady  Gertrude 
Sloane  Stanley  puts  out  her  nose  and,  with  her  whole 
brood,  is  invited. 

We  are  going  to  the  Begent’s  Park  and  have  been  to 
Covent  Garden,  which  is  too  fragrant  and  delicious. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  May  26,  1845. 

Only  one  line  to  thank  you  for  two  delightful  letters 
and  for  fruit  such  as  never  was  tasted — peaches  and 
grapes.  I  hope  McTavish,  who  dined  here  yesterday, 
takes  it  for  a  wedding  present.  Her  singing  is  beauti¬ 
ful,  like  Mrs.  Jordan’s.  Her  manner  perfect.  At  Mr. 
Bennett’s  beautiful  church  it  will  be  a  very  pretty  sight 
on  Thursday.2 

This  morning  it3  was  not  pretty,  but  deeply  in¬ 
teresting  to  see  those  bereaved  Drummonds  give  away 
the  comfort  and  delight  of  their  existence.  But  they 
wished  it,  ainsi  va  le  monde ,  though  his  face  was  a  deep 
tragedy.  Lord  Lovaine  looked  very  happy  and  the 
Beverleys  are  delighted  with  the  marriage.  She,  Lady 
Lovaine,  is  an  incomparable  person.  But  again  I  say 
it  was  not  pretty  to  see  whole  herds  of  Percys  and 
Drummonds,  Ladies  Haddington,  Wharncliffe,  and  my¬ 
self  the  ornamental  extras. 

1  Lady  Douglas. 

2  When  she  was  married  to  Mr.  Henry  Howard. 

3  The  wedding  of  Miss  Drummond,  married  to  Lord  Lovaine,  who 
succeeded  his  father  as  Duke  of  Northumberland  in  1867. 
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Dress  rages.  Freddy  has  got  a  charming  suit 1  lent 
him  by  Lord  Glengall,  as  the  unfortunate  household 
have  been  ordered  to  bedeck  themselves  in  new  suits 
and  this  is  one  Lord  Glengall  had  worn  last  year.  It  is 
remarkably  pretty,  white  with  scarlet  facings — Y.  and 
A.  as  yet  secrets. 

To  Lady  Carlisle. 

London  :  May  29,  1845. 

I  had  a  happy  day  yesterday,  taking  Eward  to 
Chiswick.  On  the  28th  of  May  some  few  years  ago  I 
took  her  there  with  Susy  on  her  lap  to  make  their  first 
acquaintance.  Always,  as  usual,  owing  to  your  kind¬ 
ness.  I  never  saw  anything  so  happy  as  that  dear  old 
thing,  living  it  all  over  again,  and  I  heard  with  pleasure 
records  of  old  time,  that  never  ceased  from  one  door  to 
the  other. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London  :  May  30,  1845. 

Dearest  brother, —Scene  :  Freddy  in  an  armchair, 
very  poorly,  cold,  swelled  throat  and  headache.  I  in 
another,  very  ill,  got  out  of  bed  in  a  dressing-gown 
In  the  back  court,  Levesons,  Sabine,2  and  half  a  dozen 
little  dogs,  some  shaggy,  some  smooth.  Leveson  is  to 
give  her  one.  Miss  Pea  is  very  grumpy.  Shoes  thought 
not  at  all  civil,  did  not  like  any  of  them.  Somehow 
or  other  London  has  not  answered  to  her,  yet  dinners, 
invitations,  civilities  are  showered  upon  her.  We  do 
not  know  what  lacks — lovers  and  husbands  perhaps. 

To-morrow  it  was  hoped  a  repast  at  Villa  d’Este,3 
Levesons,  Freddy,  Miss  Eaikes  to  meet  at  six  and  to  go 
and  see  Miss  Cushman,4  had  at  last  pleased  her,  but  this 
morning  she  was  grumpy  again  and  conjecture  more 

1  Copied  from  a  portrait  of  the  Pretender  Charles  Edward. 

2  Mile,  de  Noailles,  daughter  of  the  Due  de  Poix. 

3  Mr.  Fullerton’s  house  in  South  Street,  previously  occupied  hj-  Mile. 

d’Este.  4  An  American  actress. 
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active  than  ever.  Nobody  admires  her  or  thinks  her 
good-looking,  which  may  go  for  something,  and  she 
does  look  and  dress  like  Mile.  Sterky.  Some  wonder  if 
she  is  disappointed  that  Henry  Greville  does  not  offer 
his  hand  and  Number  Two  Hobart  Place. 

The  Queen  is  going  again  to  Osborne  House.  Shoes 
dines  at  Court  to-dav. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  December  1,  1845. 

Good  bulletin.  We  drove  this  morning  to  Addison 
Lodge  and  saw  Charles  Fox  at  the  door.  He  was  much 
touched  by  Granville’s  visit.  He  joins  Lady  Mary  at 
Paris  to-morrow. 

Lady  Portman  says  Prince  Albert  and  the  Queen 
are  very  busy  and  happy  at  Osborne  House,  planting, 
improving,  vie  de  campagnard. 

I  was  happy  to  see  the  Duke  of  Wellington  ride  up 
to  Lady  Jersey’s  door  and  go  in  to-day.  A  little  pro¬ 
motion  and  good  sense,  both  in  his  line,  may  dry  the 
torrents  and  bring  all  right. 

To  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

London :  December  1845. 

Excellent  bulletin,  most  dear  brother. 

We  had  an  hour  and  a  quarter’s  drive  in  Hyde 
Park.  He  said  he  never  enjoyed  anything  more.  He 
is  stronger  and  all  things  are  improved,  but  I  know  I 
must  not  feel  sanguine.  Yet  I  accept  with  gratitude 
and  adoration  all  that  is  sent  to  soothe  and  cheer. 

Soon  after  Lord  Granville  became  seriously  worse 
and  he  died  on  the  8th  of  January,  1846. 
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Agoult,  M.  d’,  i.  287 
Aguesseau,  Mme.  d’,  i.  70,  105,  323 
Aigle,  M.  Henri  de  1’,  i.  404 
Aigle,  M.  Jules  de  1’,  i.  403 
Ailesbury,  Lady,  i.  328,  ii.  150, 
313,  315,  375 
Ailesbury,  Lord,  ii.  251 
Aix-les-Bains,  ii.  142  sq.,  159  sqq., 
263 

Aix  (Provence),  ii.  160 


Alava,  General,  ii.  89,  203 
Albemarle,  Lord,  i.  163 
Albert,  Prince  (afterwards  Prince 
Consort),  ii.  294  sq.,  381,  398 
Albertazzi  (singer),  ii.  274 
Albufera,  Mme.  d’,  ii.  314,  326 
Alconbury  Hill,  i.  145 
Aldborough,  Lady,  i.  116,  118,  318 
sq.,  328,  ii.  28,  44,  54,  251 
Aldenham,  ii.  369 

Alexander  I.,  Emperor;  his  death 
(1825),  i.  373 
Allen,  Dr.,  i.  121 
Althorp,  Lord,  ii.  85  sq.,  178 
Alton  Towers,  manner  of  receiving 
a  guest  at,  ii.  395 
Alvanley,  Lord,  i.  87,  139,  ii.  322 
Amherst,  Lord,  ii.  29 
Amsterdam,  pictures  in  the  Museum 
at,  i.  273  sqq. 

Anderson,  Rev.  James,  ii.  124,  375 
Angerstein,  Mr.,  ii.  207 
Anglesey,  Lord,  ii.  112 
Angouleme,  Due  d’,  i.  70,  ii.  253 
Angouleme,  Duchesse  d’,  i.  54,  330, 
333 

Anisson,  M.  Eugene,  ii.  139 
Anson,  Lady,  i.  23 
Anson,  Lady  Anne,  ii.  349 
Anson,  Mr.  George,  i.  197,  ii.  151 
Anson,  Mrs.,  ii.  149  sq. 

Antwerp,  i.  260 
Appony,  Comte,  i.  406,  ii.  214 
Appony,  Comtesse,  i.  251,  316,  358, 
367,  394,  397,  407,  438  sq.,  ii.,  21 
77  sq.,  86,  116,  150,  153,  227,  253 
Appony,  M.  Rodolphe,  ii.  217,  315 
Appony,  Mme.  Rodolphe,  ii.  308 
Apsley  House,  i.  165 
Apsley,  Lord,  i.  62 
Arago,  M.,  ii.  178 
Arbuthnot,  Mrs.,  i.  248 
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Aremberg,  Prince  d’,  i.  259, 312, 351  I 
Arkwright,  Mrs.  (nee  Kemble,  niece 
of  Mrs.  Siddons),  i.  32,  ii.  47, 
183,  185,  395 

Arlincourt,  M.  d’  (novelist),  ii.  283 
Arques,  ii.  102 
Arqui,  ii.  362  sq. 

Artois,  Comte  d’  (afterward  Charles 
X.),i.21  __ 

Ascot  Races  (1829),  ii.  41  sq. 
Ashburnham,  Mr.,  ii.  74,  386  sq. 
Ashburton,  Lord,  ii.  250 
Ashley,  Lady,  ii.  68 
Ashley,  Lady  Barbara  (married  Mr. 

■William  Ponsonby),  ii.  27 
Ashley,  Lord  (1821).  i.  202, 392, 400, 
ii.  37,  42  sq.,  45,  50,  59 
Ashley,  Mr.  John,  ii.  74,  144 
Askew,  Sir  G.,  i.  275 
Aston,  Mr.,  ii.  144,  171,  179  sq., 
192,  262 

Auckland,  Lord  (nicknamed  ‘George 
Barnewell’),  i.  127,  169,  171 
Augereau,  Mme.,  i.  117 
Austria,  Emperor  of  (Francis  II.), 
i.  65 

Avignon,  ii.  160  sq. 

Babington,  Dr.,  i.  136 
Baden,  Dowager  Duchess  of  (Ste¬ 
phanie,  nee  Beauharnais),  ii.  333, 
335 

Baden,  Princess  Marie  of  (married 
Douglas,  son  of  Duke  of  Hamil¬ 
ton),  ii.  342,  360,  396 
Badminton,  i.  5  sqq.,  129 
‘  Bagatelle  ’  (Paris),  i.  105 
Bagot,  Lady,  i.  31,  ii.  172 
Bagot,  Lady  Harriet,  i.  40,  43 
Bagot,  Lord,  i.  235 
Bagot,  Mr.,  ii.  37 
Bagot,  Mrs.  i.  31 
Bagot,  Sir  Charles,  i.  29,  ii.  326 
Bagration,  Princesse  (married  Lord 
llowden),  i.  100,  352,  362,  ii.  24, 
76,  192,  240,  245 

Baillie,  Mr.,  of  Dochfour  (married 
Lady  Fanny  Bruce),  ii.  251 
Balby,  Mme.  de,  i.  331 
Balzac,  M.,  ii.  196 
Banks,  Mr.  William,  ii.  67 
Barham,  Lady  F.  (afterwards  Lady 
Clarendon),  ii.  278 
Baring,  Lady  Augusta,  ii.  174 
Baring,  Lady  Harriet  (later,  Lady 
Ashburton),  ii.  121,  217,  221,  250 


Baring,  Mr.,  ii.  39 
Barnard,  Sir  Andrew,  ii.  92 
Barrington,  Miss,  ii.  381 
Barrot,  M.  Odillon,  ii.  75,  83,  87,  96, 
282 

Bassano,  Due  de,  ii.  175,  259 
Bath,  Dowager  Lady,  her  death, 
(1825),  i.  373 

Bath,  Lady,  i.  133,  140,  414,  435 
Bathurst,  Lady  Georgiana,  i.  180 
Bathurst,  Lord,  i.  53,  55,  86,  137, 
169,  425 

Bauffremont,  Due  de,  ii.  257 
Bauffremont,  Mme.  Theodore  de, 
ii.  79,  137 

Bavaria,  Crown  Prince  of,  ii.  339 
Beamish,  Rev.  Mr.,  ii.  220 
Bear,  the  (  =  Mr.  Edward  Ellice), 
ii.  263 

‘Beau,  the  ’(  =  Duke  of  Welling¬ 
ton),  ii.  56,  61 
Beauclerk,  Mrs.,  i.  100 
Beaufort,  Duchess  of,  i.  5,  32,  140 
212,  ii.  83,  220 

Beaufort,  Duke  of,  i.  158,  ii.  330 
Beauvale,  Lady,  ii.  335 
Beauvale,  Lord  (married  daughter 
of  Count  Maltzahn),  ii.  317,  326 
Beauveau,  Princesse  Charles  de 
(nee  Komar),  ii.  251 
Bedford,  Duchess  of,  i.  148,  196  sq., 
201,  377,  ii.  124 
Bedford,  Duke  of,  i.  163,  ii.  62 
Bedoyere,  Colonel  de  la,  i.  72 
Beecher,  Lady  (Miss  O’Neill,  act¬ 
ress),  ii.  290 
Beecher,  Sir  W.,  ii.  290 
Belfast,  Lady,  i.  246,  328,  ii.  210, 
376 

Belgians,  King  of  the  (Leopold),  ii. 
197,  212,  309,  381 

Belgians,  Queen  of  the  (Louise),  ii. 

127,  130,  141,  197,  212 
Belgiojoso,  Princesse,  ii.  112,  177, 
258 

Belgium,  ii.  81,  89,  91,  131 
Belgrave,  Lady  Elizabeth,  i.  267, 
ii.  36 

Bellay,  ii.  263 

Bellini,  Signor  (musician),  ii.  197 
Bennett,  Miss,  ii.  225 
Bennett,  Rev.  Mr.  (St.  Pairl’s, 
Ivnightsbridge),  ii.  382 
Bentinck,  Lady  Frederick,  ii.  354 
Bentinck,  Lady  Jemima,  i.  264 
Bentinck,  Lady  William,  i.  296  sq., 
ii.  203,  281,  352 
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Bentinck,  Lord  Frederick  (married 
Lady  Mary  Lowther),  i.  165  sq. 
Bentinck,  Lord  George,  i.  484 
Bentinck,  Lord  William,  ii.  201, 
287  s qq. 

Bentinck,  Miss  Antoinette,  i.  264 
Bentinck,  Mr.  George  Cavendish, 
ii.  354  sq. 

Beresford,  Lady  Sarah  (married 
Lord  Ingestre),  ii.  37 
Berne,  ii.  265  sq. 

Bernstorff,  M.  de,  ii.  277,  290 
Berri,  Due  de  (murdered  in  1820), 
i.  21 

Berri,  Duchesse  de,  i.  104  sq.,  342, 
346,  374,  379,  402,  428,  ii.  65, 
68,  (her  secret  marriage)  137, 
227 

Berry,  Miss,  i.  4,  53,  55,  124,  142, 
351,  433,  ii.  67,  70, 157  sqq.,  167, 
171,  182,  184,  186,  205,  207,  211 
Bertin,  Mme. :  her  opera  ‘  Esme¬ 
ralda,’  ii.  217 

Bertin  de  Vaux,  M.,  ii  217 
Bertrand,  Comte  (Buonaparte’s 
secretary),  i.  75 
Berryer,  M.,  ii.  221,  242 
Bessborough,  Lady  (daughter  of 
first  Lord  Spencer),  i.  3,  40,  138, 
154,  156  ;  her  death,  218 
Bessborough,  Lord,  i.  3,  41,  ii.  886 
‘  Bethgelert  ’  (song),  ii.  39 
Beust,  Count,  ii.  290 
Binning,  Lady,  i.  37 
Binning,  Lord  (afterwards  Lord 
Haddington),  i.  37 
Biron,  Mme.  de,  i.  101 
Blacas,  M.  de,  i.  54 
‘  Blackberry  ’  and  ‘  Gooseberry,’ 
nicknames  of  the  two  Miss  Berrys, 
i.  4  n. 

Blackwood,  Mrs.  (later,  Lady  Duf- 
ferin),  ii.  174 

‘  Blanket  ’  (  =  Lady  Blanche  LIow- 
ard),  ii.  41 

Blantyre,  Lord,  ii.  368 
Blaye,  Chateau  de,  Duchesse  de 
Berri  imprisoned  in,  ii.  137  n. 
Bligh,  Mr.  Edward,  ii.  274,  297 
Blithfield,  i.  31 
Blomfield,  Bishop,  ii.  219  n. 
Bliicher,  Marshal  (in  Paris,  1815), 
i.  72 

Blunt,  Mr.,  ii.  306 
1  Bodkins,’  meaning  of,  i.  229 
Boigne,  Mme.  de,  ii.  79,  210 
Bois  de  Boulogne,  ii.  170 

VOL.  II. 


Bolton  Abbey,  i.  142 

Boni  de  Castellane,  Mme.,  i.  434 

Bordeaux,  ii.  163  sq. 

Bordeaux,  Due  de  (Monseigneur  : 
afterwards  Comte  de  Chambord) , 

i.  333,  ii.  373 
Borghese,  Prince,  i.  409 
Borghese,  Princess,  i.  110  sq. 
Boringdon,  Lady,  i.  78,  80 
Boringdon,  Lord  (‘  Borino  ’  :  after¬ 
wards  first  Earl  of  Morley),  i.  75 

Boringdon,  Lord  (1837),  ii.  233 
Boscawen,  Lord,  ii.  378 
Both,  Jean  and  Andre  (artists),  i. 
273 

Bouille,  M.,  ii.  69 
Bourdonnaie,  M.  de  la,  ii.  51  sq. 
Bourg,  ii.  263 

Bourke,  Mme.  de,  i.  382,  395,  ii. 

76,  112,  208,  220,  264 
Bourne,  Mr.  Sturges,  i.  424 
Bowles,  Major,  i.  154 
Bowring,  Dr.,  ii.  139 
Braganza,  Duchesse  de,  ii.  115 
Brand,  Mr.  (afterwards  Speaker; 
later,  Lord  Hampden)  :  his  mar¬ 
riage,  ii.  223 
Bray,  M.  de,  ii.  239 
Brazil,  Emperor  of  (Dom  Pedro), 

ii.  104,  106 
Breda,  i.  260 
Bresson,  M.,  ii.  231  sq. 

Briche,  Mme.  de  la,  i.  323 
Brignole,  Count,  ii.  188  n.,  208 
Brignole,  Mme.  de,  ii.  229 
Bristol,  Lord,  ii.  273 
Brodie,  Sir  B.,  ii.  370 

Broglie,  Due  de,  ii.  133,  194,  230, 
301,  394 

Broglie,  Duchesse  de,  i.  95,  98  sq., 
(her  manner  of  life)  344,  379,  ii. 
83,  133,  138,  (death)  271 
Brougham,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Chancellor),  i.  85,  138,  161,  168, 
170,  173,  (speech  for  Queen  Caro¬ 
line)  181,  187,  192,  200,  251,  ii. 
11,  38,  56,  60,  62,  68,  (Chancellor) 
70,  117,  157,  177,  184,  186,  295 
273,  298,  375 

Brougham,  Mrs.,  i.  192,  201 
Brownlow,  Lady,  ii.  41 
Bruce,  Lady  Fanny,  ii.  244 
Bruce,  Lord,  ii.  158,  224,  226 
Bruce,  Mr.  Frederick,  ii.  244 
Brummel,  Mr.,  i.  40,  136,  ii.  191 
‘Brush,  the’  (  =  Lord  Brougham), 
ii.  284 
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Brussels,  i.  124,  259,  310 
Buccleuch,  Duchess  of,  ii.  66. 
Buccleuch,  Duke  of.  i.  353,  ii.  273 
Buchanan,  Mr.,  ii.  117 
Buckingham,  Duke  of,  ii.  330 
Buhl,  Count,  ii.  333 
Buller,  Sir  T.,  ii.  300 
Bulteel,  Mr.,  ii.  61 
Bulwer,  Mr.  Henry,  ii.  291,  293, 
318,  331 

Bulwer,  Sir  Edward,  ii.  389 
Buonaparte,  Emperor,  i.  58,  64,  78, 
137 

Buonaparte,  Prince  Lucien,  i.  104 
Burdett,  Sir  Francis,  i.  3,  207,  ii. 
183 

Burghersh,  Lady,  i.  388,  ii.  275 
Burghersh,  Lord  (later,  Lord  West¬ 
morland),  i.  385,  ii.  65,  103 
Burlington  House,  i.  153 
Burlington,  Lady  (daughter  of  Lord 
Carlisle),  ii.  154,  304 
Burlington,  Lord,  ii.  307 
Burrell,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Willoughby  de  Eresby),  i.  55 
Bury,  Lady  Charlotte,  ii.  340 
Butera,  Prince,  ii.  157,  174 
Butine,  M.  (musician),  i.  285 
Butler,  Lady  Harriet,  i.  141 
Byng,  Mr.  F.,  i.  181,  221,  237,  262, 
276,  279,  288,  372,  ii.  37,  76,  131, 
158,  370 

Byron,  Lord,  i.  34,  141,  219,  292 


Cadogan,  Mrs.,  i.  402 
Cadogan,  Lord,  ii.  343 
Calais,  i.  257 
Calthorpe,  Lord,  i.  27 
Calton,  i.  232 
Calcraft,  Mr.,  ii.  343 
Cambridge,  Duke  of,  ii.  30 
Campan,  Mme. :  extract  from  her 
journal,  i.  316 

Campbell,  Miss  Charlotte  (after¬ 
wards  Lady  Uxbridge),  i.  88 
Campbell,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Cawdor),  i.  Ill 

Canning,  Mr.,  i.  30,  34,  38,  44,  108, 
138,  216,  229,  231,  251,  271, 
307,  393,  396,  400,  (death)  416 
sq. 

Canning,  Mrs.  (afterwards  Lady 
Canning),  i.  29,  216,  230,  332, 
391,  393,  396, 418,  ii.  7,  9,  (death) 
224 

Canning,  Mr.  C.  (afterwards  Vis¬ 


count,  later  Earl,  Canning),  i.  418, 
ii.  110 

Canning,  Miss  (afterwards  Lady 
Clanricarde),  i.  216,  337,  341, 
343 

Canning,  Sir  Stratford,  i.  44,  ii.  43, 
117 

Cantelupe,  Lord,  ii.  348,  350 
Canterbury,  Archbishop  of,  i.  173, 
175,  184 

Canterbury,  Lady,  ii.  197,  291 
Caradoc.  See  Cradock 
Caraman,  M.  de,  ii.  192,  248 
Caraman,  Mme.  de,  ii.  13,  119,  133, 
226,  251,  287 
Carcassonne,  ii.  162 
Carlisle,  Lady,  i.  48,  81,  141,  146 
Carlisle,  Lord  (fifth  Earl),  i.  3,  14, 
26,  48,  81,  (death)  356 
Carlisle,  Lord  (sixth  Earl),  ii.  1,  9, 
16,  53,  108,  124,  (Privy  Seal, 
1834)  155,  157,  187,  215,  277, 
376 

Carlyle,  Mr.  T.,  ii.  121  n. 

Caroline,  Queen,  i.  154,  190,  204, 
208  sqq. 

Cass,  General  (American  Minister 
in  Paris),  ii.  225 

Castelcicala,  Prince,  i.  325,  ii.  88, 
138 

Castelcicala.  Princess,  ii.  77 
Castellane,  Mile.  Sophie  de,  ii.  210 
Castellane,  Mme.  de,  ii.  814,  393 
Castellani  (Roman  jeweller),  ii.  347 
Casteras,  Mile,  de,  ii.  283 
Castiglione,  Duchesse  de,  i.  117 
Castlereagh,  Lady,  i.  59,  62 
Castlereagh,  Lord  (afterwards  Lord 
Londonderry)  i.  64,  86,  155, 

189 

Castlereagh,  Lord  (nephew  of  the 
above),  ii.  274,  327 
Castries,  Due  de,  i.  113 
Cato  Street  conspiracy,  i.  152 
Caulfield,  Mrs.,  i.  840 
Caulfield,  Miss  Harriet,  ii.  17  sq. 
Cavendish,  Lady  Charles,  i.  367 
Cavendish,  Lady  George,  i.  23,  ii. 
15 

Cavendish.  Lord  George  (afterwards 
Earl  of  Burlington),  i.  143,  ii.  14, 
17 

Cavendish,  Mr.  George  (married 
Lady  Louisa  Lascelles),  ii.  191 
Cavendish,  Mr.  William  (later,  Lord 
Burlington ;  afterwards  seventh 
Duke  of  Devonshire),  ii.  41  sq.,  46 ; 
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birth  of  his  second  son,  the  present 
Duke  of  Devonshire,  ii.  141 
Cavendish,  Mrs.  (wife  of  General 
Cavendish),  i.  91 

Cavendish,  Mrs.,  ii.  82,  92, 191,  222, 
272 

Cavendish,  Mrs.  Henry,  i.  181 
Cavendish,  Miss  (afterwards  Lady 
Strafford),  ii.  47 

Cawdor,  Lady,  ii.  63,  94,  165,  3S4 
Cayla,  Mme.  dn,  i.  897,  412 
Cecil,  Lady,  ii.  52 
‘  Cenerentola  ’  (opera),  ii.  40 
Chabot,  Lady  Isabella,  i.  834 
Chabot,  M.  de,  i.  98,  ii.  18,  225 
Chad,  Mr.,  i.  253,  263,  265,  271, 
273,  282,  285,  293,  293 
Chalmers,  Rev.  Dr.,  ii.  260 
Champlatreux,  M.  de,  ii.  259 
Chantilly,  i.  94 

Chapman,  Mr.  (Eton),  ii.  24,  110 
Charade,  a,  i.  203 

Charity  Costume  Ball  (Paris),  ii. 
225  sq. 

Charlemont,  Lady,  i.  49,  436,  438 
Charles  X.  King  (France),  i.  330, 
335,  371,  (dethroned)  ii.  61,  79, 
(death)  253 

Charlotte,  Princess,  i.  93  ;  her  death, 
131  sq. 

Chartres,  Due  de,  i.  382 
Chataigneraie,  Mme.  de  la,  i.  118,  ii. 
240 

Chateaubriand,  M.  de,  i.  54,  137, 
296 

Chateaudun,  ii.  165 
Chatelleraut,  Due  de,  i.  369 
Chatenay,  Mme.  de,  i.  104,  397 
Chatsworth :  beautiful  books  at,  i. 
136 

‘  Cheerful  ’  ( =  Duke  of  Rutland),  ii. 
103 

Chesterfield,  Lady,  ii.  67,  149, 
289 

Chesterfield,  Lord,  ii.  42 
Chevassier  (Lord  Granville’s  cook), 
i.  213 

Chichester,  Lord,  ii.  376 
Chichester,  Mr.,  i.  141 
Chigi,  Palazzo  (Rome),  ii.  343 
Chigi,  Princess,  death  of,  ii.  354 
Chimay,  Prince  de,  ii.  31 
Chinner.y,  Mr.,  i.  4 
Choiseui,  Mme.  de,  i.  297 
Cholera  (1831)  ii.  115  ;  (1832)  125, 
129  ;  (1837)  ii.  248 
Cholmondeley,  Lord,  i.  207 


Christie,  Mrs.  (married  Duke  of 
Gordon),  i.  154 

Cinti  (singer),  i.  410,  ii.  168,  276 
Clam,  Count,  ii.  41 
Clancarty,  Lady,  i.  259 
Clancarty,  Lord,  i.  244,  259 
Clanricarde,  Lady,  ii.  62,  170  sq. 

173,  177,  180,  309 
Clanricarde,  Lord,  i.  337,  341,  343, 
ii.  184 

Clanwilliam,  Lady,  ii.  68 
Clanwilliam,  Lord,  i.  153,  171,  176, 
200,  231,  270,  343,  385,  388,  ii. 

10,  47,  60 

Clare,  Lord,  i.  166,  189,  ii.  40 
Claremont,  General,  ii.  244 
Clarence,  Duchess  of,  i.  168,  238 
Clarence,  Duke  of,  i.  239,  242 
Clarendon,  Lady,  ii.  62,  278 
Clarendon,  Lord,  ii.  278,  293,  326, 
379 

Clements,  Lord,  ii.  32 
Cleveland,  Duke  of,  ii.  330 
Clifden,  Lord,  ii.  38 
Clive,  Lord,  i.  134 
Cobbett,  Mr.,  i.  173 
Codrington,  Lady,  ii.  82 
Codrington,  Sir  E.,  ii.  86 
Coigny,  Due  de,  i.  163,  ii.  30,  231 
Coigny,  Mme.  de,  i.  63,  69,  102, 
320,  ii.  30,  203,  226 
Coke,  Lord,  ii.  343 
Colbert,  M.  de,  i.  404 
Consalvi,  Cardinal,  i.  110,  212 
Constable,  Lady,  i.  338 
Constant,  M.  Benjamin,  i.  89 
Contades,  M.  de,  ii.  210 
Contades,  Mme.  de,  ii.  393 
Conundrum  on  Queen  Caroline,  i. 
196 

Conyngham,  Lady,  i.  172,  207,  211, 
21.4,  223,  238,  243,  255,  ii.  1,  29, 
36,  52,  106 

Conyngham,  Lord,  ii.  103 
Conyngham,  Lord  Francis  (after¬ 
wards  Lord  Londesborough),  i. 
23  «.,  152,  157 
Copeland,  Alderman,  ii.  65 
Copley,  Miss,  i.  225  sq.,  ii.  32,  35 
Copley,  Sir  Joseph,  i.  226  sq.  233, 

11.  33 

Coppinger,  Miss,  ii.  254 
Cosse,  M.  de,  i.  335,  ii.  204 
Cotes,  Mr.  i.  12  ;  anecdote  of,  13 
Courbonne,  Mme.  de,  i.  397 
Courlande,  Due  de,  ii.  70  n. 
Courval,  Mme.  de,  ii.  344 

d  d  2 
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Coventry,  Lady,  i.  370 
Cowley,  Lady,  ii.  >70,  180,  32G,  353 
Cowley,  Lord,  ii.  179,  330 
Cowper,  Lady  (afterwards  married 
Lord  Palmerston),  i.  77,  255, 
392,  ii.  10,  42,  46,  G4,  290 
Cowper,  Lord,  ii.  3G 
Cowper,  Lady  Emily,  ii.  42  sqq., 
50,  59 

Cowper,  Lady  Fanny  (married 
Lord  Jocelyn),  ii.  287,  317 
Cradock,  Major  (later,  Lord  How- 
den),  i.  348,  352,  362,  395,  435, 
ii.  31,  52,  74,  90,  (name  changed 
to  Caradoc)  .129,  192,  203,  240, 
245 

Cramer  (musician),  i.  255 
Cranston,  Mr.,  i.  253 
Craon,  Mine,  de,  i.  397 
Craven,  Mr.  Berkeley,  i.  258 
Craven,  Mrs.,  ii.  36G 
Crawford,  Mr.,  ii.  209 
Crillon,  Mile,  de  (married  Pozzo  di 
Borgo),  ii.  116 
Croker,  Mr.,  ii.  92 
Crombie,  the  Abbe,  i.  285 
‘  Crust  and  Crumb,’  ii.  282 
Cumberland,  Duke  of,  i.  358  sq.,  361, 
ii.  29,  60 

Cumberland,  Duchess  of,  i.  75,  93 
Cunningham,  Mr.,  i.  357 
Curzon,  Major,  i.  388 
Curzon,  Mrs.  ( nee  Bishop),  i.  31 
Cushman,  Miss  (actress),  ii.  397 
Cuvier,  M.  (naturalist),  i.  326,  352, 
357,  ii.  117 


Dacre,  Lady,  ii.  52,  223 
Daine,  General,  ii.  106 
Dalberg,  Due  de,  i.  326,  380,  ii.  18 
Dalberg,  Duchesse  de,  i.  326,  397, 
401,  ii.  311,  339 
Dalrymple,  Lady,  ii.  332 
Damas,  M.  de,  i.  317,  333,  369,  401 
Damas,  Mme.  de,  i.  322,  328,  ii. 
79 

Darner,  Mrs.,  ii.  47,  147,  157,  173 
‘  Dames  de  l’Attente,  Les,’  ii.  79 
‘  Dames  de  Mouvement,  Les,’  ii.  79 
Dames  de  la  Resistance,  Les,’  ii. 

79 

Daniskiold,  M.  ii.  80,  224 
Dartmouth,  Lord,  i.  31 
Davenport,  Harriet,  i.  433 
Davidoff,  Mme.,  i.  333,  378 
Davies,  Mrs.,  ii.  241 


I  Davy,  Lady,  ii.  341 
!  Davy,  Sir  Humphry,  i.  352 
De  Bathe,  Mr.,  ii.  387 
De  Brosses :  his  ‘  Lettres  His- 
toriques  et  Critiques  sur  lTtalie,’ 
ii.  341 

De  Candia,  M.  (Mario,  the  tenor), 
ii.  258 

Decazes,  M.,  i.  95  sqq.,  101,  107, 
ii.  192 

Dedel,  M.,  i.  263,  271 
Dedel,  Mme.,  i.  285 
De  Grey,  Lord-,  ii.  3S9 
De  Grey,  Lady,  ii.  182,  184,  326 
Dejazet,  Mile,  (actress),  ii.  327 
Delamarre,  Mme.,  ii.  83 
Delessert,  M.  ii.  87,  161 
Delessert,  Mme.,  ii.  120,  162 
Delmar,  Baron,  i.  411,  ii.  3,  133 
Delmar,  Baronne  ( nee  Miss 
Rumbold),  i.  411,  ii.  76,  150,  188, 
252 

Deluge,  a  destructive  (St.  Peters¬ 
burg),  i.  317 

Demont,  Mile.  (Queen  Caroline’s 
maid),  i.  158,  170,  172  sq.,  174, 
184 

Demerara,  i.  299 

Demidoff,  Count  (married  Princesse 
Mathilde  Buonaparte),  ii.  326  sq. 
Denison,  Mr.  (afterwards  Speaker), 
i.  255,  393,  400,  425 
Denman,  Mr.,  i.  157,  155 
Dentistry,  French,  i.  364 
Derby,  (twelfth)  Earl  of,  i.  27 
Derbv,  Countess  of  (Miss  Farren), 
i.  27,  171 

De  Ros,  Mr.  (married  Lady 
Georgiana  Lennox),  i.  159,  180, 
231,  292,  ii.  47 
De  Ruyter  (artist),  i.  274 
Devonshire,  (Elizabeth)  Duchess 
of,  i.  3, 11, 127, 135 ;  death  (1824), 
269 

Devonshire,  (sixth)  Duke  of,  i.  55, 
(journey  to  Russia)  92,  145,  175, 
185,  192,  201,  211,  267,  298,  381, 
383,  (special  ambassador  at  coro¬ 
nation  of  Emperor  Nicholas)  400, 
415,  422.  437,  ii.  5,  14,  54,  71,  81, 
86,  97,  101,  115,  145,  156,  185, 
204,  246,  261,  266,  279,  304,  315, 
394 

Dick,  Mr.  Quintin,  i.  167 
Dieppe,  ii.  103 
Dijon,  ii.  268 

,  Dimsdale,  Baroness,  ii,  295 
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Dino,  Mme.  de,  i.  889,  ii.  70,  180, 
199,  204,  219,  245,  247 
Doctrinaire  society  in  France,  ii.  133 
Dody,  Doddles  =  Lady  Granville’s 
daughter  Georgiana 
Dogs :  Lady  Granville’s  pets,  ii. 

358  sq,  863 
Dole,  ii.  269 

Dolly  (  =  Lady  Lyndhurst),  ii.  68 
Dolomieu,  Mme  de,  ii.  109 
D’Orsay,  Lady  Harriet,  ii.  254,  274, 
291,  331 

Dorset,  Duke  of,  ii.  29 
Doria,  Prince,  ii.  841,  354 
Doria,  Princess,  ii.  286 
Dosne,  Mme.,  ii.  286 
Dou,  Gerard  (artist),  i.  273 
Douglas,  Lady  ( nee  Beckford),  i.  24 
Douro,  Lord,  ii.  225,  353 
Dover,  Lady,  ii.  187,  212 
Dover,  Lord,  ii.  127,  131,  140 
Downskire,  Lady,  i.  60,  310 
Downman  (artist),  i.  9 
Doyle,  Lady  ( nee  Steer),  ii.  290 
Doyle,  Sir  Charles,  ii.  290 
Duchesnois,  Mile,  (actress),  i.  103, 
126,  318 

Duckworth,  Sir  John,  i.  75 
Dudley  and  "Ward,  Lord,  i.  28,  422, 
ii.  11,  13 

Duff,  Lady,  ii.  301 
Duncan,  Lord,  i.  180 
Dundas,  Mrs.,  i.  227 
Dunlo,  Lord,  i.  352 
Dupin,  M.,  i.  352,  ii.  83,  282 
Duprez  (singer),  ii.  276 
Duras,  Duchesse  de,  i.  339,  357 
Durazzo,  Marquise,  i.  301,  ii.  205, 
207,  211 

Durham,  Lord,  ii.  109,  117,  155, 
257,  273 

Drummond,  Lady  Harriet,  ii.  387 
Drummond,  Miss  (married  Lord 
Lovaine)  ii.  396 

Drummond,  Mr.,  i.  303,  ii.  343,  389 
Duvergier  de  Hauranne,  M.,  ii.  210 


East  India  Company’s  Charter 
(1812),  i.  32 

Ebrington,  Lady,  i.  413  sq. ;  her 
death,  422  sq. 

Ebrington,  Lord,  i.  92,  101,  415 
Edgcumbe,  Mr.,  i.  293,  301,  ii.  267 
Edgcumbe,  Lady  Emma  (after¬ 
wards  Countess  Brownlow),  i.  61 
Eden,  Moreton,  i.  209 


Edensor  Church,  i.  91 
Eldon,  Lord,  i.  424 
Elgin,  Lady,  ii.  205,  244 
Elks  at  Chiswick,  i.  186 
Elibank,  Lord,  ii.  158 
Eliot,  Lady  Georgiana,  i.  5 
Ellenborough,  Lady,  ii.  26,  77 
Ellenborough,  Lord,  i.  181,  ii.  57 
Ellesmere,  Lord,  ii.  383 
Ellice,  General,  ii.  223  n.,  360 
Ellice,  Miss,  ii.  150 
Ellice,  Mrs.,  i.  372 
Ellice,  Mr.  E.,  ii.  129,  199,  201, 
222,  231,  263,  284 
Ellice,  Rev.  James,  ii.  226 
Elliot,  Lady  Betty,  ii.  78 
Elliot,  Lady  Mary,  ii.  282  n. 

Elliot,  Mr.,  i.  30 
Ellis,  Lady  Georgiana,  i.  351 
Ellis,  Miss,  ii.  274 
Ellis,  Mr.  Agar  (afterwards  Lord 
Dover),  i.  115,  119,  123,  140,  169, 
183,  196,  220,  350,  354,  404 
Ellis,  Mr.  Augustus,  i.  149 
Ellis,  Mr.  Charles  (afterwards  Lord 
Seaford),  i.  29,  50,  94,  109,  115, 
149,  189,  254 
Elphinstone,  Lord,  ii.  120 
Ely,  Lord,  ii.  389 
Empsall,  Mrs.,  ii.  357 
Emus  at  Chiswick,  i.  186 
Endsleigh,  i.  230 
Enghien,  Due  d’,  ii.  287 
Epigrams,  i.  133,  254,  303 
Errington,  Mrs.  ii.  290 
Erroli,  Lady,  i.  239,  242 
Erskine,  Mr.,  i.  158 
Escars,  Duchesse  d’,  i.  339,  349,  ii. 
79,  88 

Escrick,  ii.  33 

‘  Esmeralda  ’  (opera),  ii.  217  sq. 
Essex,  Lady,  i.  33,  ii.  380,  383 
Essex,  Lord,  ii.  56 
Esterhazy,  Comte,  i.  348 
Esterhazy,  Comte  Albert,  ii.  313 
Esterhazy,  Comte  Maurice,  ii.  203, 
225 

Esterhazy,  Prince  Nicholas,  son  of 
the  Ambassador  (married  Lady 
Sarah  Villiers),  i.  86,  348,  ii.  319  n. 
Esterhazy,  Prince  Paul,  Ambas¬ 
sador  in  London,  i.  86 
Esterhazy,  Princess,  i.  87 ,  185, 199, 
ii.  54 

Estorff,  Mme.  d’,  i.  264,  312  sq. 
Etang  de  Francois  I.  (b  ontaine- 
blean),  ii.  170 
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Eu,  Queen  Victoria’s  visit  to,  ii. 
369 

Euston,  Lady,  i.  350 
Euston,  Lord,  i.  244 
Evans,  Sir  De  Lacy,  ii.  230 
Eward,  Mile,  (governess  of  Lady 
Granville’s  children),  i.  97,  414, 
ii.  16,  44,  48,  61,  114,  141,  226, 
269,  284,  287 

‘  Exeter  Change  ’  ( =  Bishop  Pliil- 
potts),  ii.  391 
Exeter,  Lady,  i.  243 
Exeter,  Lord,  i.  242 
‘  Exposition  des  Tableaux  ’  (Paris, 
1817),  i.  102 


Fagel,  M.,  i.  248 
Fagel,  Mrne.,  i.  264,  282,  285,  313 
Fairfax,  Mine.,  ii.  174 
Falbe,  M.  (Danish  Minister  in 
London),  i.  248 
Falck,  M.,  i.  253 

Falck,  Mme.  i.  281,  292,  300,  303, 
307,  ii.  31 

Fazakerley,  Mr.,  i.  159 
Ferguson,  Miss,  ii.  205,  207,  209 
Ferrari,  Mme.  (Ducliesse  de  Galli- 
era),  ii.  188,  208,  218,  234 
Ferronays,  Comte  de  la,  i.  432,  ii. 
2,  4 

Ferronays,  Mile.  Pauline  de  la 
(afterwards  Mrs.  Craven),  ii.  13 
Fezensac,  Mme.  de,  ii.  314 
Fielding,  Lady  Elizabeth,  i.  205, 
397 

Fieschi  (would-be  assassin  of  Louis 
Philippe),  ii.  194  sq. 

Fimarcon,  Mme.  de,  i.  357 
Financourt,  Duchesse  de,  i.  379 
Finguerlin,  Mile.  Mathilcle  de,  i.  404 
Fitzgerald,  Lord,  ii.  326 
Fitzgerald,  Miss.  i.  159,  209.  ii.  190 
Fitzgerald,  Mr.  Vesey,  i.  366 
Fitzharding  Berkley,  Mr.,  ii.  277 
Fitzharris,  Lord  (later,  third  Earl 
of  Malmesbury),  ii.  256 
Fitzlierbert,  Mrs.,  ii.  114,  147,  150 
Fitzjames,  M.,  ii.  204 
Fitzjames,  Mme.  de,  i.  404 
Fitz william,  Lord,  ii.  17,  190 
Flahault,  Comte  de,  i.  63,  103, 
130,  197,  427,  429,  431,  434,  ii. 
194,  319 

Flahault,  Mme.  de.  Sec  Keith, 
Lady 


Flahault,  M.  Charles  de,  i.  83  sq., 
87 

Flahault,  Mile.  Adele,  ii.  316 
Flahault,  Mile.  Emilie  de  (married 
Lord  Shelburne ;  now  Dowager 
Lady  Lansdowne),  ii.  172,  233, 
235,  317,  375 
Florence,  ii.  359  sqq. 

Flynne,  Lieutenant,  i.  179,  186 
Foley,  Lady,  i.  55 
Folkestone,  Lord,  ii.  147 
Fontainebleau,  ii.  168 
Foote,  Miss  (actress),  i.  432 
Forester,  Lord,  i.  434 
Forester,  Miss  Selina,  ii.  369 
Forester,  Miss,  ii.  289 
Forster,  Miss,  ii.  275 
Fortescue,  Mr.  George,  ii.  49  n. 
Foster,  Mr.  Frederick,  i.  2,  17,  32, 
ii.  118,  127 
Fouche,  M.,  i.  53,  67 
Fountains  Abbey,  ii.  48 
Fox,  Lady  Augusta,  ii.  248 
Fox,  Miss  (sister  of  Lord  Holland), 

i.  391 

Fox,  Miss  Mary,  i.  360  sqq.,  3S4, 

ii.  31,  69,  167,  174 

Fox,  Mr.  Charles,  i.  361,  363 
Fox,  Mr.  Henry  (afterwards  Lord 
Holland),  ii.  122,  131 
Fox,  Mrs.,  ii.  28 
Frankfort  :  the  Fair,  ii.  213 
Frederick  of  Prussia,  Prince,  i. 
360 

Frederique,  Prince  (stepson  of  Duke 
of  Cumberland),  i.  359 
Fremantle,  Miss,  i.  201 
Freistett,  Count  of,  ii.  2S4 
Frere,  Mr.,  i.  41,  349,  353 
Frias,  Due  de,  ii.  169 
Frias,  Duchesse  de,  i.  185 
Fry,  Mrs.,  ii.  153,  193 
Fullerton,  Mr.  (married  Lady 
Georgiana  Leveson  Gower), 
ii.  139  sq..  166  sqq.,  179 
Fullerton,  Lady  Georgiana.  See 
Leveson  Gower,  Lady  Georgiana 


Gaetani,  Michel  Angelo,  ii.  347 
Galerie  de  Henri  II.,  the  (Fontaine¬ 
bleau),  ii.  169 
Galitzin,  Prince,  i.  291 
Galitzin,  Princess,  i.  32 
Gallen,  Comte  de,  i.  296 
Galliera,  Due  de,  ii.  188  n. 
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Galliera,  Duchesse  de.  See  Ferrari, 
Mme. 

Gallway,  Lady  Harriet,  i.  258,  289 
Gambier,  Lady,  i.  263 
Garcia,  Mile,  (singer),  ii.  283 
Gardner,  Miss,  ii.  188 
Gay,  Mme.  Delpliine,  i.  357 
Gell,  Sir  WilHam  (1820),  i.  160 
Genoa,  ii.  188  n. 

Genlis,  Mme.  de  :  ‘  Les  Amours  de 
Moise,’  i.  33 

George  IV.,  King :  the  trial  of 
Queen  Caroline,  i.  157,  172;  after 
the  trial,  191 ;  enthusiastic  re¬ 
ception  at  Drury  Lane,  206  ;  ad¬ 
miration  for  Lady  Conyngham, 
207  ;  at  Covent  Garden,  208  ;  in 
Dublin,  211 ;  visit  to  the  Conti¬ 
nent,  214;  his  life  at  Brighton,  238 
sq.,  242;  mentioned,  ii.  29,35,  41 
Gerard,  Marshal,  ii.  175  n. 

Gerard,  M.  (painter),  i.  352 
Gibson,  Mr.  (sculptor) :  his  •  Triumph 
of  Psyche,’  ii.  343,  346 ;  his  studio, 
356 

Gifford,  Mr.,  i.  186 
Gink  =  Lord  Leveson 
Girardin,  Mme.  de,  i  105,  427,  ii. 
74,  79 

Gisborne,  Mr.,  i.  27 
Gisbourg,  M.  de,  ii.  137 
Gladstone,  Mr.,  ii.  387,  391 
Glenelg,  Lord,  ii.  288 
Glengall,  Lady,  ii.  28,  251 
Glengall,  Lord,  i.  172,  ii.  155,  397 
Glenlyon,  Lady,  i.  328 
Gloucester,  Duchess  of,  i.  168,  ii. 
17,  35 

Goat,  a  child  suckled  by  a,  i.  397 
Goderich,  Lord  (successor  of  Can¬ 
ning  as  Prime  Minister),  421, 
423,  ii.  1 

Goltz,  Mme.  de,  i,  264 
Gontaut,  Mme.  de,  i.  309,  320,  329, 
375,  ii.  17 

Gordon,  Duke  of,  i.  154 
Gordon,  Duchess  of,  i.  17 
Gordon,  Lady,  i.  275 
Gordon,  Sir  Robert,  ii.  326 
Gordon,  Mrs.,  i.  34 
Gore,  Lady  Julia  (married  Captain 
Lockwood),  i.  223 

Gore,  Miss  (married  Lord  Edward 
Thynne),  ii.  297 
Gore,"  Mrs.  Charles,  ii.  297  n. 
Gortschakoff,  Prince,  ii.  199 
Gould,  Lady  Charlotte,  i.  812  sq. 


Gower,  Earl  (Govero  :  afterwards 
second  Duke  of  Sutherland),  i. 
39,  42,  110,  149,  170,  217,  221, 
311 

Gower,  Lady,  i.  245,  255,  311,  ii. 
36,  47,  49,  66 

Graham,  Lady  Lucy,  i.  134 
Graham,  Mr.,  ii.  248 
Graham,  Mme.,  ii.  184 
Graham,  Sir  James,  ii.  155  n. 
Graham,  Mrs.,  ii.  25,  284 
Gramont,  Due  de,  i.  117  sq. 
Gramont,  Mile.  Corisande  de  (mar¬ 
ried  Lord  Ossulston),  i.  3  n.,  17,  21 
Granard,  Lady,  i.  328,  381 
Granard,  Lord,  ii.  110 
Granby,  Lord,  ii.  289 
Grange,  General  de  la,  i.  336 
Grant,  Mr.  Charles  (afterwards  Lord 
Glenelg),  i.  421,  428 
Grant,  Sir  Francis  (artist),  ii.  368 
Grantham,  Lady,  i.  140,  188,  253, 
279,  370,  372,  386,  ii.  46,  70,  124 
Granville,  Lord  (first  Earl  Gran¬ 
ville)  :  incidents  of  his  early  life, 
5  sqq. ;  portrait  of  him  as  a  boy, 
13 ;  his  first  child,  18 ;  Conti¬ 
nental  tour  (1817),  93;  appointed 
Ambassador  to  the  Hague,  229  ; 
visit  to  George  IV.  at  Brighton, 
240  sqq.  ;  life  at  the  Hague,  261 
sqq.  ;  special  mission  to  France, 
305  sqq. ;  appointed  Ambassador 
to  France,  307 ;  resigns  the  em¬ 
bassy,  ii.  22  sqq. ;  reappointed, 
71  ;  again  leaves  French  Em¬ 
bassy  (1834),  178  sqq. ;  again  ap¬ 
pointed,  187  ;  question  of  peace 
or  war  between  England  and 
France  in  1840,  308;  seized  with 
paralysis,  318  n. ;  resigns  the 
embassy,  324 ;  his  death,  399  ; 
events  of  the  youth  of  his  chil¬ 
dren,  i.  193,  214,  248,  280,  283, 
292,  300,  327,  334,  350,  407 
Graves,  Lady,  ii.  58  sq. 

Graves,  Lord,  ii.  58,  61 
Greene,  Mr.,  ii.  149 
Grefuhle,  Mr.  John,  i.  124,  412,  ii. 
264 

Grefuhle,  Mme.  de,  i.  105,  ii.  120 
Grenville,  Mr.  Thomas,  i.  42,  184 
Gresley,  Sir  Roger,  ii.  19 
Greville,  Lady  Charlotte,  i.  164, 
167,  ii.  222,  380 
I  Greville,  Lady  Rosa,  ii.  363 
Greville,  Mr.  Algernon,  ii.  63 
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Greville,  Mr.  Brook,  ii.  28,  144 
Greville,  Mr.  Charles,  senior,  i.  162, 
ii.  69 

Greville,  Mr.  Charles  (‘  Punch  ’),  i. 
61,  137,  149,  153,  186,  197,  203, 
209,  341,  402,  ii.  47,  54,  126,  213, 
222  378 

Greville,  Mr.  Henry,  ii.  171,  173, 
187,  189,  255,  380 
Grey,  Lady,  ii.  96,  133,  141 
Grey,  Lady  Elizabeth,  i.  201 
Grey,  Lady  Georgiana,  i.  237 
Grey,  Lord,  i.  157,  1S5,  237,  427, 
ii.  52,  62,  64,  92,  155,  186,  243, 
367 

Grey,  Rev.  Francis  (married  Lady 
Elizabeth  Howard),  ii.  295 
Grippe  (Influenza),  ii.  102, 172,  218, 
222,  227,  317,  365 

Grisi,  Mine,  (singer),  ii.  169,  217, 
274 

Groeninx,  M.,  i.  302 
Gronow’s  ‘  Reminiscences  ’ :  sketch 
of  Lady  Granville,  i.  320  n. 
Grosvenor,  Lord  (later,  first  Mar¬ 
quis  of  Westminster),  i.  1S9 
Grovestins,  Mile.,  i.  285 
Guiccioli,  Mme.  (Lord  Byron’s 
friend),  ii.  122 

Guiche,  Duchesse  de,  i.  318,  353, 
363,  371,  379,  3S4,  ii.  146 
‘  Guilleret  ’  =  Lord  Granville 
‘  Guinea  ’(  =  Lord  Granville),  ii.  47, 
55,  72,  75,  80,  96,  100,  132,  136, 
303 

Guizot,  M.,  ii.  101,  192,  201,  214, 
252,  260,  282,  300,  335,  391,  393 
Gurney,  Miss,  ii.  363 
Gwydir,  Lady,  i.  163 
Gwydir,  Lord,  i.  165,  ii.  238 


Haarlem,  the  great  organ  at,  i.  283 
Hackaert  (Dutch  artist),  i.  274 
Haddington,  Lady,  ii.  182,  397 
Haddington,  Lord,  ii.  64,  66,  182  n. 
Hague,  The,  i.  260 ;  English  society 
at,  262 

Hall,  Captain  Basil,  i.  299 
Hamilton,  Duchess  of,  i.  355,  435 
Hamilton,  Duke  of,  i.  155,  369,  ii. 

206,  210,  229,  342  n. 

Hamilton,  Lady,  i.  33 
Hamilton,  Lady  Anne,  i.  156 
Hamilton  Lady  (Hugh),  i.  116,  123  ! 
Hamilton,  Lord  Archibald,  i.  156, 
158 


Hamilton,  Mr.,  ii.  99,  117 
Hamilton,  Mrs.,  i.  410,  ii.  44,  71, 
74,  78,  136,  328 
Hamilton,  Sir  Charles,  i.  432 
Hamilton,  Sir  Hugh,  i.  110,  116 
Hammond,  Mr.,  ii.  117 
Hampden,  Lady,  i.  357 
Harcourt,  Lady  E.  See  Vernon. 
Harcourt,  M.  Georges  d’,  ii.  200, 
219 

Hardy,  Lady,  i.  350,  391,  ii.  96, 
312 

Hardy,  Miss,  i.  404,  433,  ii.  21 
Hardy,  Sir  Thomas,  i.  350 
Harewood,  Lord,  i.  189 
Harland,  Lady,  i.  202,  215 
Harland,  Sir  Robert,  ii.  259 
Harper,  the,  at  Alton  Towers,  ii. 
395 

Harrowby,  Lady,  i.  1,  15,  21,  28  sq., 
37,  84,  92,  101, 167, 178, 190, 195, 
198,  206,  257,  264,  332  sq.,  340, 
414 ;  ii,  26,  37, 49,  53, 105,  (death) 
258 

Harrowby,  Lord,  i.  15,  45,  190, 
409,  422,  ii.  100,  117,  119 
Hartington,  Marquis  of  (1810),  i.  2, 
8,  20,  25  ;  succeeded  his  father  in 
1811,  29.  See  Devonshire,  Duke 
of. 

Haussonville,  Mme.  d’,  ii.  272 
‘  H.  B.’  (caricaturist),  ii.  288 
Heem,  Jan  de  (artist),  i.  274 
Heerdt,  M.  de,  i.  285 
Heneage,  Mr.,  ii.  371 
Henin,  General  d’,  ii.  219 
Henin,  Mile,  d’,  ii.  218  n. 

Henin,  Vicomtesse  d’,  ii.  82 
Henri  V.  (Comte  de  Chambord),  ii. 
204 

Herbert,  Lady  Mary  (afterwards 
Lady  Bruce ;  later,  Lady  Ailes- 
bury),  ii.  216 

Herries,  Mr.,  i.  424,  ii.  57 
Hertford,  Lady  (widow  of  the 
second  Marquis),  i.  357 
Hertford,  Lord,  ii.  144 
Hertz,  M.,  i.  428 

Hervey,  Mrs.  (later,  Duchess  of 
Leeds),  i.  106,  108 
Hervey,  Lady,  i.  95,  144 
Hervey,  Lady  Charles,  ii.  49 
Hervey,  Lord  William,  i.  893,  ii. 
12 

Hesse,  Prince  of,  ii.  850 
Hill,  Mr.,  i.  124,  149 
Hinton,  Lord,  i.  Ill 
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Hobliouse,  Mr.,  i.  1G1 
Hogueres,  Mme.  d’,  i.  272 
Hohenlohe,  Prince  de,  ii.  18 
Holland,  Queen  of,  i.  265,  284 
Holland,  Lady,  i.  58,  74,  84,  121, 
169,  207,  238,  358,  370,  ii.  54,  62, 
270 

Holland,  Lord,  i.  125,  157, 179, 187, 
200,  422,  ii.  31,  38,  312 
Holland,  Sir  Henry,  i.  186,  ii. 
31 

ILolmesdale,  Lord,  ii.  172 
Homoeopathy,  ii.  209 
Hope,  Mrs.  (later,  Viscountess 
Beresford),  i.  115,  238,  241, 
279 

Horsford,  Miss,  ii.  291 
Hortense,  Queen,  i.  83 
Horton,  Mr.  Wilmot,  ii.  65 
Howard  of  Effingham,  Lord,  ii. 
103 

Howard  de  Walden,  Lord,  i.  233, 
ii.  7 

Howard,  Lady  Blanche  (married 
Mr.  William  Cavendish,  after¬ 
wards  sixth  Duke  of  Devonshire), 
ii.  40,  46,  71,  81,  87 
Howard,  Lady  J ulia,  i.  48,  ii. 
227 

Howard,  Lord  Henry,  i.  138 
Howard,  Mr.  Charles  (married  Miss 
Alice  Parke),  ii.  367  ;  his  death, 
369 

Howard,  Mr.  Edward  (married  Miss 
Ponsonby),  ii.  367 
Howard,  Mr.  Henry  (married  Miss 
McTavish),  ii.  396 
Howden,  Lord,  ii.  314 
Howe,  Lady,  i.  235,  239 
Howe,  Lord,  ii.  53 
Howick,  Lord,  ii.  92,  243 
Hudson,  Mr.  (later,  Sir  James),  ii. 
177 

Htigel,  Baron,  ii.  252 
Hughes,  Mr.  (apothecary),  i.  29 
Hugo,  Victor,  ii.  136,  217,  338 
Humann,  M.,  ii.  282 
Humboldt,  Baron  Alexandre,  i.  115, 
134,  ii.  114 

Hume,  Mr.,  ii.  284,  287 
Hunloke,  Lady,  i.  28,  32,  103,  114, 
246,  329,  357 

Huskisson,  Mr.,  i.  79,  254,365,  412, 
418,  422,  ii.  5,  11,  20,  39,  59 
Huskisson,  Mrs.,  i.  82,  ii.  39,  56, 
354 

Huysum,  Van  (artist),  i.  274 


Ichneumon,  a  tame,  i.  185,  205 
Imhoff’s  ‘  Agar,’  ii.  347 
Inchbald,  Mrs.,  i.  12 
Ingestre,  Lord,  ii.  37 
Irby,  Commissioner,  ii.  30 
Irish  Church  question  (1834-5),  ii. 
155,  192 

Istrie,  Mme.  d’,  ii.  120 
Italian  Opera,  Paris,  burnt  down, 
ii.  256 

Italian  witnesses  in  Queen  Caro¬ 
line’s  trial,  story  of,  i.  159 
Ivanhoff  (singer),  ii.  169 


Jenkinson,  Miss,  ii.  284 
Jermyn,  Lady  Katherine,  ii.  375 
Jermyn,  Lord,  ii.  375 
Jerningham,  Mrs.  E.,  ii.  150 
Jersey,  Lady,  i.  29,  77,  110,  112, 
121,  126,  129,  164,  169,  175,  189, 
193,  196,  375,  386,  390,  394,  428, 
ii.  52,  54,  63,  65,  146,  190,  196, 
288,291,327,381,398 
Jersey,  Lord,  i.  194,  197,  391,  ii. 
21 

Jesuits  in  France,  ii.  52 
Jocelyn,  Lord,  ii.  275,  317 
‘  John  Bull  ’  the  (newspaper)  :  its 
first  appearance,  i.  201 
Johnston,  Lady,  i.  410 
Johnstone,  Mrs.,  ii.  291 
Jones,  Dr.,  i.  48 
Jones,  Mr.,  i.  257,  270,  3o5,  427 
Jordan,  Mrs.,  ii.  396 
‘  Joute,’  a  (Berci,  1831),  ii.  104 
Jumilhac,  M.  A.  de,  ii.  204 
Jumilhac,  Mme.  de,  i.  433,  ii.  22, 
74,  79,  137 


Kangaroos  at  Chiswick,  i.  186,  192 
Kean,  Mr.  (actor),  i.  89 
Keating,  Miss,  ii.  173 
Keith,  Lady  (Mme.  de  Flahault), 
i.  426,  429,  431,  433,  ii.  21,  53, 
71,  76,  82,  86,  96,  99,  109,  136, 
146,  157,  188,  192,  210,  219,  226, 
232 

Keith,  Lord,  i.  Ill 
Kelly,  Miss  (actress),  i.  192 
Kemble,  Miss  Fanny,  ii.  50,  52,  55, 
60,  65,  192 
Kemble,  Mr.,  ii.  258 
Kenmare,  Lady,  i.  124 
Kennedy,  Mr.,  i.  423 
Kensington,  Lord,  i.  207 
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Kent,  Duchess  of,  i,  168,  ii.  239, 
250,  381 

Kentfield,  Mr.  (billiard  player),  ii. 
388 

Kenyon,  Lord,  i.  173 
Keppel,  Lady  Sophia  (later,  wife  of 
Sir  Janies  Macdonald),  i.  141 
Kildare,  Lady  (later,  Duchess  of 
Leinster),  ii.  384 
Kilmorey,  Lord,  ii.  356 
King,  Lord,  i.  157 
Kingscote,  Lady  Isabella,  ii.  83 
Kinnaird,  Lady,  i.  68,  ii.  210 
Kinnaird,  Lord,  i.  87,  139,  251 
Kinnoul,  Lady,  ii.  251 
Kisseleff,  Mine.,  ii.  206,  218 
Knatchbull,  Sir  E.,  ii.  33  n. 

Knight,  Mr.  Payne,  i.  46 
Knighton,  Sir  William,  i.  255,  421 
Knox,  Mr.,  ii.  277 
Knutzen,  M.,  ii.  207,  209 
Konneritz,  Mile.  Anne,  ii.  277 
lvoslowski,  Prince,  ii.  112 
Kulbach,  M.,  ii.  183,  210,  256,  325 
Kutzlebens,  the  (a  joke),  ii.  53 


Lablache,  M.  (singer),  ii,  115,  169, 
275 

Laborde,  Mme.  de,  ii.  18,  79 
Laborde,  Mile.,  ii.  150 
Labouchere,  Mr.  (later,  Lord  Taun¬ 
ton),  i.  393,  ii.  267 
La  Fayette,  M.  de,  i.  127,  ii.  83,  87, 
96 

La  Fayette,  Mme.  de,  ii.  165 
L’Affan,  Dr.,  ii.  112 
Lafitte  and  Perier  Ministry 
(France),  ii.  76  n. 

Lafitte,  Mile.,  i.  411 
La  Ferte,  Mme.,  ii.  314 
La  Jonchere,  ii.  318 
Lamartine,  M.  de,  ii.  275 
Lamb,  Mrs.,  i.  276,  ii.  151 
Lamb,  Lady  Caroline,  i.  20,  74,  90, 
218,  307,  352,  ii.  9 
Lamb,  Mr.  Charles,  ii.  394 
Lamb,  Mr.  Frederick  (afterwards 
Lord  Beauvale  ;  later,  succeeded 
Lord  Melbourne),  i.  5,  65,  143, 
ii.  39,  57,  177,  195,  205,  270 
Lamb,  Mr.  G.,  i.  32 
Lamb,  Mr.  William,  i.  74,  ii.  29 
Lamb,  Mrs.  G.,  i.  10,  20,  32 
Lambesc,  Prince  de,  i.  371 
Lambton,  Lady  Louisa,  i.  185 
Lambton,  Mr.,  i.  55,  121 


Lambton,  Mr.  Charles,  ii.  112 
Lambton,  Mr.  William,  ii.  205 
Lambton,  Mrs.,  ii.  192,  206 
Landseer,  Mr.  (artist),  ii.  115,  212 
Lane  Fox,  Mrs.,  i.  250 
Lansdowne,  Lady,  i.  76,  ii.  63,  134, 
167,  174,  238,  330 

Lansdowne,  Lord,  i.  78,  410,  421, 
426,  ii.  13,  134,  167,  173,  391 
Lascelles,  Lady  Louisa,  ii.  191  n. 
Lascelles,  Mr.,  ii.  63,  182 
Lascours,  M.  de,  i.  69 
Lauderdale,  Lord,  i.  188,  193 
Laval,  Due  de,  i.  252,  ii.  54,  180, 
206 

Lawley,  Miss,  ii.  343 
Lawrence,  Sir  Thomas,  i.  207,  358 
Leader,  Mr.,  ii.  284 
Leeds,  Duke  of,  i.  252,  ii.  42 
Legge,  Mr.  Heneage,  i.  43 
Le  Havre,  ii.  196 
Lehon,  M.,  ii.  169,  171,  220,  277 
Leiningen,  Prince,  ii.  18 
Lemurra,  Baronne  de,  ii.  18 
Lens,  Sergeant,  i.  200 
Leon,  Princesse  de,  i.  351 
Leopold,  Prince,  i.  331,  386,  ii.  18, 
28,  30,  57,  102,  106,  (marriage) 
127,  130, 134, 142.  See  Belgians, 
King  of  the 

Leuchtenberg,  Duchesse  de,  ii. 
344 

Le  Verd,  Mile,  (actress),  i.  314 
Leveson,  Lady,  ii.  333  sq.,  345,  354 
sq.,  369,  377 

Leveson,  Lord  (later,  second  Earl 
Granville)  :  his  youth,  ii.  17,  24, 
30 ;  at  Oxford,  134  ;  first  speech 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  224  ; 
popularity,  229  ;  moved  the  Ad¬ 
dress  in  1837,  249  ;  Under-Secre¬ 
tary  for  Foreign  Affairs  in  1840, 
299  ;  marries  Lady  Acton,  307, 
312  ;  M.P.  for  Lichfield,  326 
Leveson  Gower,  Lady  Evelvn,  ii. 
368 

Leveson  GowTer,  Lady  Francis,  i. 
225,  ii.  36,  52 

Leveson  Gower,  Lady  Georgiana 
(married  Mr.  Fullerton),  ii.  16, 
45,  48,  62,  75,  80,  118,  122,  (mar¬ 
riage)  140,  205,  207,  211,  241, 
(translation  of  a  French  poem) 
303,  (‘  Ellen  Middleton  ’)  378, 
384 

Leveson  Gower,  Lady  Susan  (mar¬ 
ried  Lord  Rivers),  ii.  15,  38,  44, 
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46,  54,  63,  65,  75,  90,  118,  122, 
126,  132,  (marriage)  135 
Leveson  Gower,  Lord  Francis, 
(afterwards  Earl  of  Ellesmere),  i. 
19,  220,  225,  ii.  23 
Leveson  Gower,  Mr.  Frederick,  ii. 
17,  38,  102,  124,  126,  213,  (at  Ox¬ 
ford)  256,  391,  395,  397 
Lewis,  Mrs.  F.  Frankland,  ii.  63 
Lichfield,  Dean  of  (1810),  i.  12 
Lichnowska,  Mme.,  i.  270 
Lichtenstein,  Prince  de,  i.  153 
Liege,  i.  124 

Lieven,  Prince,  ii.  39,  274,  279 
Lieven,  Prince  Alexandre,  ii.  278 
Lieven,  Prince  Paul,  i.  225,  ii  206 
Lieven,  Princesse,  i.  55, 86, 116, 134, 
148,  176,  191,  221,  246,  266,  303, 
438,  ii.  10,  38,  57,  70,  148,  196, 
221,  236,  252,  292,  302,  364 
Ligne,  Prince  de,  ii.  290 
Lilford,  Lady,  ii.  66,  186 
Lincoln,  Lady,  ii.  229,  248 
Lindsay,  Lady  Charlotte  (daughter 
of  Lord  North  ;  married  Lieut. - 
Col.  Lindsay),  i.  182,  186,  ii.  70, 
157 

Lismore,  Lord,  ii.  272 
Lisle,  i.  258 

Lister,  Lady  Theresa,  ii.  63 
Lister,  Miss,  ii.  241,  275 
Lister,  Mr.,  ii.  53,  61,  63 
Lister,  Sir  Villiers,  ii.  272  n. 

Liston,  Mr.  (actor),  i.  90 
Littleton,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Hatherton),  i.  58,  233,  ii.  37 
Liverpool,  Lady,  i.  3 
Liverpool,  Lord,  i.  86,  158 
Lobau,  Marshal  :  his  death,  ii.  273. 
Lobau,  Mme.  la  Marechale,  ii. 
227 

Lock,  Mr.,  ii.  62 

Locke,  Miss  (later,  Lady  Walsmg- 
ham),  ii.  255 

Locke,  Mrs.  William,  ii.  207,  255  ' 
Lockwood,  Captain,  i.  222 
Loftus,  Lady  Anne,  ii.  387 
Loftus,  Lord  Adam,  ii.  330 
Loftus,  Lord  Henry,  ii..388 
Londesborough  estate,  i.  23,  47 
London  ;  at  the  time  of  Queen  Caro¬ 
line’s  trial,  i.  154  sqq.,  167 
Londonderry,  Lady,  ii.  19  . 

Londonderry,  Lord,  i.  225,  409,  n. 
158 

Long,  Miss  (married  Mr.  Wellesley, 
later  Lord  Mornington),  i.  1,  5 


Lonsdale,  Lady,  ii.  51 
Lome,  Lady,  ii.  395 
Lome,  Lord  (1844),  ii.  383  sq. ;  his 
marriage,  385 
Lorton,  Lord,  i.  251 
Louis  XVIII.,  i.  54,  66,  69,  (French 
jokes  about  him)  86,  (portrait) 
103,  (death)  305 

Louis  Philippe,  ii.  74,  94,  96,  104, 
127,  147,  166,  170,  (attempted 
assassination,  1835)  194,  216, 230, 
257,  302,  (shot  at  by  a  fanatic, 
1840)  311.,  (death  of  Duke  of 
Orleans),  ii.  334 

Louise,  Princesse  (France),  ii.  127 
sq.,  130.  See  Belgians,  Queen 
of  the 

Louie,  Mme.  de,  ii.  115 
Lovaine,  Lady,  i.  227 
Lovaine,  Lord  (afterwards  Duke  of 
Northumberland),  ii.  396 
Lowe,  Sir  Hudson,  i.  241 
Lowther,  Lady  Mary,  i.  1.65  sq. 
Luchesi  Palli,  Prince  de,  ii.  137 
Ludolf,  Signor,  ii.  65,  69 
Luttrell,  Mr.,  i.  26,  41,  53,  137,  159, 
170,  186,  211,  241,  255,  ii.  54, 
60,  139,  375 
Lygon,  Colonel,  i.  297 
Lyndhurst,  Lady,  ii.  52,  68,  146, 
148;  her  death,  159,  141  sq. 
Lyndhurst,  Lord  (Chancellor),  ii. 
63,  6S,  149,  151,  157,  195,  214, 
222,  229 

Lynedoch,  Lord,  i.  125,  ii.  101 
Lyons,  Lady,  ii.  289 
Lyons,  Lord,  ii.  288  n. 

Lyttleton,  Lord,  ii.  277 
Lytton  Bulwer,  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir 
Edward),  ii.  102,  171,  178,  384 


Macaulay,  Mr.,  ii.  102,  273,  308 
Macdonald,  Lady  Caroline,  i.  164 
Macdonald,  Lady  Louisa  (sister  of 
Lord  Granville),  i.  9,  273 
Macdonald,  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir 
James),  i.  10,  14,  36 
Macdonald,  Mrs.,  i.  39 
Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  i.  55,  299, 
428,  430,  ii.  31 
McTavish,  Miss,  ii.  395 
Madeleine,  the:  the  bronze  gates 
(1838).,  ii.  275 
Magennis,  Mr.,  ii.  74 
Maille,  Duchesse  de,  i.  339,  350, 
404,  ii.  79 
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1  Maison  du  Bois,  La  ’  (the  Hague), 
i.  286 

Maistre,  M.  de,  ii.  329 
Mahon,  Lord,  ii.  12,  144 
Majocchi,  Theodore  (Queen  Caro¬ 
line’s  courier  :  ‘  Non  miricordo  ’), 

i.  160  sq. 

Malibran,  Mme.  (singer),  ii.  115, 
283 

Malines,  Archbishop  of :  ‘  L’Am- 
bassade  de  Pologne,’  i.  82 
Malmesbury,  Lady,  i.  72 
Maltzahn,  Count,  ii.  317  n. 
Manchester,  Duke  of,  ii.  160,  353 
Manners,  Lady  Emmeline,  i.  342 
Manners,  Lord  John,  ii.  289,  369 
Mansfield,  Lady,  i.  105,  107 
Mansfield,  Lord.  i.  107 
‘  Mantalini  ’  (  =  Lord  Normanby),  ii. 
294 

Marcet,  Mrs.,  ii.  12 
Marescalchi,  Mme.  de,  ii.  314,  339 
Marie  Amelie,  Queen  (France),  ii. 
74,  79,  83, 104,  106, 121,  127,  171, 
194,  216,  230,  334 
Marie,  Princesse  (France),  ii.  128 
Mario,  Signor.  See  De  Candia 
Marmier,  Mme.  de,  i.  404 
Marmont,  Marshal,  i.  104 
Mars,  Mile,  (actress),  i.  69,  73,  96, 
336,  338,  349,  388,  431,  436 
Marseilles,  ii.  160 
Martignac,  Mme.  de,  ii.  2 
Martineau,  Miss  :  her  ‘  Letters  on 
Mesmerism,’  ii.  373 
Maryborough,  Lady,  i.  242,  278 
Massa,  Duchesse  de  (Mme. 

Regnier),  i.  406,  ii.  150 
Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  ii. 
170 

Mathilde,  Princesse  (daughter  of 
Jerome  Buonaparte),  ii.  326 
Maubreuil  (assailant  of  Prince 
Talleyrand),  i.  405 
Meade,  Lady  Selina,  i.  150 
Mecklenburg,  Princesse  Helene  de. 

See  Orleans,  Duchess  d’ 

Mehemet  Ali,  ii.  310 
Meiningen,  Duchesse  de  (mother  of 
Queen  Adelaide),  ii.  229 
Melbourne,  Lord,  ii.  39,  174,  178, 
185,  202,  236  sq.,  239,  243,  390 
Melville,  Lord,  i.  131 
Melzi,  Duehesse  de  (nee  Brignole), 

ii.  338 

Mendelssohn  (musician),  ii.  395 
Menou,  Mme.  de,  ii.  226,  262,  265 


Menzingen,  Mile.  Marie,  ii.  208, 
211,  216,  234 

Mercer,  Miss  (afterwards  Mme.  de 
Flahault),  i.  55,  99,  ii.  82,  87 
Merlin,  Mme.,  ii.  18 
Mesnard,  M.  de,  i.  65,  113 
Metternich,  Prince,  i.  65,  67,  407, 
ii.  318 

Mexborough,  Lady,  ii.  89,  91 
Meyendorf,  M.  de,  i.  291 
Meyendorf,  Mme.  de,  i.  272,  ii. 
188,  244,  246, 315 

Michaud,  Mme.  (dancing  mistress), 
ii.  39 

Middleton,  Sir  William,  ii.  375 
Mignet,  M.,  ii.  260 
Miguel,  Don,  i.  439 
Mildmay,  Lady,  i.  315 
Mildmay,  Miss,  i.  3 
Mildmay,  Sir  Henry,  i.  3,  319 
Mills,  Mr.,  ii.  339  sq. 

Milman,  Mr.  (afterwards  Dean)  : 

his  tragedy  ‘  Fazio,’  i.  82 
Milnes,  Mr.,  ii.  275 
Milton,  Lord,  i.  139,  ii.  14 
‘  Minna,  Miss  ’  ( =  Duchess  of 

Norfolk),  ii.  288 
Minto,  Lady,  ii.  97,  174 
Minto,  Lord,  ii.  167 
Mitford,  Lady  Georgiana,  ii.  88 
Mitford,  Mr.,  ii.  96 
Mitford,  Mrs.,  ii.  82 
Mohammed  VI.,  Sultan  (1829),  ii. 
44 

Mole,  M.,  i.  87S,  404,  410,  412,  ii. 

214,  281,  284,  393 
Mole,  Mme.,  i.  361,  ii.  87,  226 
Monbreton,  M.,  ii.  204 
Money,  Mrs.,  i.  344 
Montrose,  Duchess  of,  ii.  290 
Montague,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Rokeby),  i.  2,  141,  149,  153,  171, 
210,  221,  225,  ii.  51,  60 
Montalembert,  Comte  de,  ii.  206, 
314 

Montalembert,  Mme.  de,  i.  333 
Montalivet,  M.,  ii.  83 
Montebello,  Duchesse  de  (nee  Jen- 
kinson),  ii.  284,  349 
Montjoie,  Mme.de,  i.  405,  411,  432, 
ii.  170,  191,  283 

Montmorency,  Duchesse  de,  ii.  79, 
172,  330 

Montrond,  M.,  i.  432,  ii.  30,  54,  147, 
173 

Moreau.  Mme.  la  Marechale,  i.  107, 
119 


INDEX 


413 


Morier,  Mr.  James  (author  of  Hajji 
Baba),  ii.  387 

Morier,  Miss  Horatia  (married  Lord 
Algernon  Seymour),  ii.  376 
Morier,  Mrs.,  i.  334,  ii.  172 
Morley,  Lady  (wife  of  first  Earl), 

i.  95,  204,  222,  228,  346,  ii.  61 
Morley,  Lady  (wife  of  second  Earl), 

ii.  65,  356 

Morley,  (first)  Earl  of,  i.  57,  95,  114, 
116,  126,  175,  228 

Morley,  (second)  Earl  of,  ii.  66,  122 
Mornay,  Mons.  Charles  de,  i.  336, 
352  et  seq. 

Morny,  Due  de,  ii.  120,  259 
Moroni,  Signor  (musician),  ii.  354 
Morpeth,  Lord  (afterwards  sixth 
Earl  of  Carlisle),  i.  2,  48,  92,  292, 
356,  his  children,  i.  85,  224,  ii. 
190,  203.  See  Carlisle,  sixth  Earl 
of 

Morpeth,  Lord  (son  of  the  above), 
i.  11,  375,  379,  404,  412,  ii.  20, 
26,  32,  38,  46,  62,  86,  95, 100, 102, 
187,  (Irish  Secretary,  1835)  189, 
192,  242,  (breakfast  in  honour  of 
O’Connell)  291,  (defeated  in  gene¬ 
ral  election,  1841),  323 
Mortemart,  Due  de,  ii.  74 
Mortemart,  Mme.  Henri  de,  ii.  277 
Motteux,  M.,  ii.  104,  173 
Mouchy,  Due  de,  ii.  199,  313 
Mount  Charles,  Lady  (afterwards, 
1832,  Lady  Conyngham),  ii.  30, 
58 

Mount  Charles,  Lord,  i.  207,  211, 
255  n.,  ii.  30 
Mount  Edgcumbe,  i.  77 
Mulgrave,  Lord,  ii.  155,  157,  183, 
187,  190 

Mnnrn  of  Novar,  Mr.,  ii.  225 
Munster,  Count,  i.  86 
Munster,  Lord,  ii.  300 
Murat,  Prince,  ii.  93 
‘  Mysterious,  Lady,  The,’  ii.  388 


Nadaillac,  Mme.  de  (nee  Miss 
Mitchell), i.  95,  357 
Napier,  Lord,  ii.  108 
Napoleon,  Prince  Louis  :  the  Bou¬ 
logne  escapade,  ii.  308 
Narbonne,  ii.  161 
Narbonne,  Mme.  de,  ii.  79 
Narvaez,  Mme.  de,  ii.  210,  262, 
265 

Narishkin,  M.  Leon  de,  ii.  329 


Nassau,  Duchesse  de,  ii.  364 
National  Guards,  the  (Paris,  1831), 
ii.  82,  84,  92,  110 
Navarino,  i.  435,  440,  ii.  9 
Naworth  Castle,  ii.  266 
Neapolitans  :  story  illustrating  their 
want  of  truth,  i.  189 
Nemours,  Due  de,  ii.  196,  219  n., 
276 

Neuchatel,  ii.  268  sq. 

Neuilly,  i.  393 

Neumann,  Baron,  i.  145,  148,  176, 
181,  200,  ii.  199 
Nevill,  Lady  Dorothy,  ii.  360 
Newburgh,  Lady,  i.  328,  ii.  47,  310 
Newcastle,  Duke  of,  ii.  158 
Newdigate,  Mr.,  i.  236 
Ney,  Marshal,  i.  72 
Ney,  M.  (son  of  the  Marshal),  i. 
412 

Nice,  ii.  328  sqq. 

Nicholas,  Emperor,  ii.  184,  384 
Nismes,  ii.  162 
Noailles,  Due  de,  ii.  204,  247 
Noailles,  M.  Antonin  de,  ii.  207 
Noailles,  M.  Juste  de,  i.  317,  ii.  18 
Noailles,  Mme.  de,  i.  68,  337,  339, 
363,403  sq.,  ii.  74,  79,  84,  97,  119, 
137,  146,  201 

Noailles,  Mme.  Alfred  de,  i.  341, 
350,  404,  438,  ii.  74,  119,  283 
Noailles,  Mile.  Sabine  de,  ii.  97,  313, 
397 

Noel,  Rev.  Baptist,  i.  218 
Nomentana,  the  bridge  of,  ii.  343 
Normanby,  Lady,  i.  201,  ii.  3 
Normanby,  Lord,  ii.  26,  93,  95, 
294 

Norreys,  Lady,  ii.  257  sq. 

Norreys,  Lord,  ii.  280 
North,  Mr.  Brownlow,  i.  435 
Northland,  Lady,  i.  328 
Northland,  Lord,  ii.  277 
Northumberland,  Duchess  of,  i. 

346,  ii.  330 
Norton,  Mr.,  ii.  202 
Norton,  Mrs.,  ii.  30,  35,  174,  177, 
189 

Novello,  Mme.  Clara  (singer),  ii. 
349 

Nugent,  Mr.,  i.  32,  53,  95,  99,  ii. 
118 

Nunez,  M.  Fernan,  i.  101 


Oberland,  the,  ii.  266  sqq. 
O’Connell,  Mr.  Daniel,  ii.  60,  291 
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Oil  worthy,  Mrs.,  i.  263 
O’Neill,  Miss  (actress),  i.  79,  89, 
290  n. 

Opie,  Mrs.,  ii.  96 

Orange,  Prince  of,  i.  125,  266,  ii. 
69,  108 

Orange,  Princess  of,  i.  266,  275,  ii. 
333 

Orchard,  Mr.,  ii.  183 
Ordener,  General,  ii.  287  n. 

Orford,  Lady,  i.  132,  ii.  360 
Orford,  Lord,  ii.  107 
Orleans,  Due  d’,  ii.  74,  77,  88,  115, 
118, 120, 123,  146, 150.  190,  (mar¬ 
riage)  227,  229,  257,  330,  (killed 
by  an  accident)  334 
Orleans,  Duchesse  d’  (1824),  i. 
322 

Orleans,  Duchesse  d’  (1837),  ii.  227, 
229,  245,  265,  276 
Orloff,  Mme.,  ii.  199 
Ormonde,  Lady,  i.  263.  276,  292 
Osborne  House,  ii.  398 
Osborne,  Lady  Francis,  i.  262,  268 
Osmond,  M.  d’,  i.  137 
Ossulston,  Lady,  i.  201 
Ossulston,  Lord  (afterwards  Lord 
Tankerville),  i.  3,  17,  21 
Ossuna,  Due  d’,  ii.  217 
Oswald,  Mr.,  ii.  147 
Oudenarde,  Mme.  d’,  i.  401,  ii.  77 
Oudinot,  Marshal  (Due  de  Dal- 
matie),  i.  406 

Outremont,  Mile,  d’,  i.  272 
Oxford,  Lady,  i.  4 


‘  PiESTUM  ’  (poem  by  George  How¬ 
ard),  i.  217 

Paganini  (violinist),  ii.  93 
Page,  Mr.,  ii.  48 
Paggenpohl,  M.,  ii.  296 
Paget,  Lord  Alfred,  ii.  368 
Pahlen,  Count  Nicholas,  i.  148,  150, 
248,  ii.  211,  233 

Pahlen,  Count  (Russian  Ambas¬ 
sador  at  Paris),  ii.  198,  200,  206 
Palk,  Lady  Elizabeth,  i.  93 
Palli,  Mme.  (  =  Duchesse  de  Berri), 
ii.  138 

Palmella,  Due  de  (Portuguese 
statesman),  i.  181 

Palmerston,  Lord,  i.  233,  421,  ii. 
27,  53,  57,  87,  113,  185,  294, 
(marries  Lady  Cowper)  298,  310, 
342 

Panslianger,  ii.  38 


Paris  :  (in  1815),  i.  61  ;  (1817),  94  ; 
(1824b  314;  (1831),  ii.  73,  82, 
110 

Paris,  Archbishop  of,  ii.  194 
Paris,  Comte  de  :  his  birth,  ii.  265 
sqq. 

Parish,  Mr.,  i.  180 
Parke,  Baron,  ii.  367 
‘  Parti  Parlementaire,  Le,’  and  1  Le 
Parti  de  la  Cour’  (French  poli¬ 
tical  parties  in  1839),  ii.  281 
Pasquier,  M.  ii.  98,  271,  273 
Pasta,  i.  317,  388,  393,  436,  ii.  28, 
109,  115 

Patterson,  Mrs.  (later,  Lady  Wel¬ 
lesley),  i.  108,  323 
Paturzo  (witness  in  Queen  Caro¬ 
line’s  trial),  i.  163 

Pavilion,  the  (Brighton) :  visit  to 
George  IV.  at,  i.  238  sq. 

Paxton,  Mr.  (head-gardener  at 
Chatsworth ;  afterwards  Sir 
Joseph),  ii.  185,  212,  348,  377  n. 
Pear,  Mr.  (nickname  of  Louis  Phi¬ 
lippe),  ii.  282 

Pedro,  Dom  (Emperor  of  Brazil), 
ii.  104,  106 
Peel,  Lady,  ii.  216 
Peel,  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir  Robert), 

i.  200,  205,  ii.  14.  57,  59,  81,  87, 
156,  175,  (first  Ministry,  1834) 
179,  (resignation)  185,  195,  216, 
227.  236,  247,  287,  (second  Minis¬ 
try,  1841)  327 

Pembroke,  Lady,  ii.  201,  216,  222, 
224,  226 

Penenden  Heath,  meeting  at, 
against  Catholic  Emancipation, 

ii.  33 

Perceval,  Mr.  Spencer,  ii.  343 
Percy,  Lady  Susan,  ii.  341 
Percy,  Mr.,  ii.  315,  319 
Percy,  Mr.  Charles,  ii.  359 
Percy,  Mrs.  Charles,  i.  235 
Pere-Lacliaise,  Cimetiere  du,  ii. 
125 

Terier,  M.  Casimir,  ii.  88,  93,  96, 
106,  121 

Persiani  (singer),  ii.  248,  274,  276 
Peters,  Herr  (artist),  ii.  334 
Petersham,  Lord,  i.  145 
Phillips,  Mr.  (artist),  i.  9 
Philpotts,  Bishop  (Exeter),  ii.  391 
Phoenix  Park,  ii.  185,  193 
‘  Picciola,’  ii.  217 

Pictures  at  the  Hague  Musee,  i. 
269 
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Pierrepoint,  Henry,  i.  70 
Pignaletti,  Mme.,  i.  154 
Pisaroni,  Signora  (singer),  i.  410, 
412,  437 

Pitt,  Captain,  ii.  146,  187,  372, 
388 

Pitt,  Miss  (later  Mrs.  Oldfield),  ii. 
255 

Pitt,  Miss  Harriet,  Maid  of  Honour 
to  Queen  Victoria,  ii.  236,  239, 
270 

Pitt,  Mr.  George,  ii.  255 
Planta,  Mr.,  i.  187 
Platow,  General,  i.  67 
Plunket,  Mr.,  ii.  313,  318 
Pointz,  Mr.  William,  i.  115 
Poitier,  M.  (actor),  i.  95,  103,  109, 
114 

Poix,  Due  de,  ii.  397 
Poix,  Mme.  de,  ii.  313 
Pole,  Mr.  W.,  i.  207 
Polignac,  Prince  Jules,  i.  248,  296, 
317,  ii.  29,  43,  54 

Polignac,  Princesse  de  (daughter  of 
first  Lord  Rancliffe)  i,  359,  ii. 
29,  78 

Polish  Committee,  London  (1844), 
ii.  384  sq. 

Politics,  English  :  after  the  murder 
of  Mr.  Perceval  (1812),  i.  34 ;  Mr. 
Peel  ‘  in  Mr.  Perceval’s  shoes  ’ 
(1817),  108;  the  trial  of  Queen 
Caroline,  154  sqq. ;  Mr.  Canning’s 
resignation  (1820),  200;  West 
India  question  (1824),  271 ;  death 
of  Canning,  419;  Lord  Goderich’s 
Ministry  (1827),  421;  Duke  of 
Wellington’s,  ii.  7,  20,  56,  62 ; 
Lord  Grey’s,  71;  Reform  Bill 
(1831),  94  ;  dissolution  of  Parlia¬ 
ment,  97  ;  fall  of  Melbourne’s 
first  Ministry,  174 ;  Sir  R.  Peel’s 
first  Ministry,  179  ;  Melbourne’s 
second  Ministry,  185 ;  accession 
of  Queen  Victoria,  235  ;  Minis-' 
terial  changes  in  1839,  293 ; 

strained  relations  with  France 
(1840),  310 ;  general  election  of 
1841,  319 

Politics,  French,  i.  54,  103,  108; 
Martignac’s  Ministry,  ii.  2  ;  Poli- 
gnac’s,51w.;  CasimirPerier’s,93; 
the  ‘  heredite  ’  question,  109  ; 
change  of  Ministry  in  1834, 
175;  Mole  Ministry  (1837),  227  ; 
Ministerial  crisis  (1839),  281; 
Provisional  Government  of  April 


3,  284 ;  Soult’s  Ministry,  287  ; 
Chateaubriand’s  dismissal  from 
the  Villele  Ministry,  296 
Polwarth,  Lord,  ii.  375 
‘  Poney  ’  ( =  Mme.  Appony),  ii.  217 
PoniatowsM,  Prince,  ii.  258 
Ponsonby,  Lady,  i.  43 
Ponsonby,  Lord,  i.  43,  ii.  129,  131 
Ponsonby,  Mr.  William  (later,  first 
Lord  de  Mauley),  ii.  27  «.,  192, 
202 

Ponsonby,  Sir  Frederick,  i.  57, 
222 

Pont  du  Gard,  the,  ii.  162 
‘  Poodle,  the  ’  =  Mr.  F.  Byng 
Portland,  Duke  of,  ii.  1 
Portman,  Lady,  ii.  398 
Portugal,  Queen  of,  ii.  109,  145 
Potemkin,  M.,  ii.  344 
Potemkin,  Mme.,  ii.  350 
Potier,  M.  (French  actor),  i.  74 
Potocka,  Comtesse  Alexandre,  i. 
342 

Potocka,  Mme.  Delphine,  ii.  83, 
150 

Potocki,  Count,  i.  340 
Potocki,  M.  Joseph,  ii.  361 
Potter,  Paul  (artist),  i.  274 
Powell,  Mr.,  i.  187 
Power,  Mrs.  (married  Mr.  Manners 
Sutton),  ii.  183 

Powerscourt,  Lady,  ii.  286,  351 
Powerscourt,  Lord,  ii.  280 
‘  Powlettain  ’  ( =  Mr.  Powlett Thom¬ 
son),  ii.  294 

Powlett  Thomson,  Mr.,  Governor- 
General  of  Canada,  ii.  294 
Pozzo  di  Borgo,  Signor,  i.  39,  68, 
101,  317,  326,  341,  ii.  76,  93, 
(marriage)  116,  184 
Pradt,  M.  l’Abbe,  i.  326 
Praslin,  Mme.  de,  ii.  192,  203 
Prince  Regent,  the,  i.  93,  132, 
142 

Princeteau,  Mme.,  i.  96  sq.,  107 
Provisional  Government  (France) 
of  April  3,  1839,  ii.  284 
Prudhoe,  Lord,  ii.  219  n. 

Prussia,  King  of  (Frederick  William 
III.),  i.  65 

Prussians,  the,  in  Paris  (1815),  i. 
61 

‘Pug,  the’  (=Mr.  Frederick 
Howard),  ii.  76 

‘  Punch  ’  =  Mr.  Charles  Greville 
Purvis,  Captain  Home,  ii.  277 
Purvis,  Miss,  ii.  197,  274 
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Puysdgur,  M.  de,  i.  21,  23,  27,  50, 
95,  97,  109 


Quintana,  Mme.,  ii.  202 


Races  in  the  Champ  de  Mars,  ii. 
104 

Rachel,  Mile,  (actress),  ii.  274  sq. 
Raguse,  Duchesse  de,  i.  113,  117, 
320,  403 

Raikes,  Mr.,  i.  172 
Raikes,  Miss,  ii.  255,  313,  321 
Rambuteau,  M.,  ii.  235 
Rambuteau,  Mme.,  ii.  205 
Ramsay,  General,  i.  322 
Rancliffe,  Lady,  i.  381 
Randolph,  Dr.,  i.  2 
Ranfurly,  Lord,  ii.  219 
Raphael,  paintings  by,  i.  100 
Rastelli  (witness  in  Queen  Caroline’s 
trial),  i.  187 

Rauzan,  Duchesse  de,  i.  357,  434 
Ravensworth,  Lady,  ii.  287 
Ravignan,  the  Abbe,  ii.  393 
Rawdon,  Miss,  i.  88,  100 
Rawdon,  Mrs.,  i.  127,  ii.  105,  131 
Ray  Wood  (Castle  Howard),  i.  8 
Razoumoffska,  Princesse,  ii.  313 
Razoumoffska,  Mile.,  ii.  13 
Recamier,  Mme.,  i.  90 
Redem,  M.,  ii.  80 
Redorte,  Mme.  de  la,  ii.  314 
Reform  question,  ii.  33,  07,  92,  94, 
102,  114 

Rendlesham,  Lady,  ii.  234,  313 
Revolutionary  movements  in  1820, 
i.  183 

Rheede  Ginkel,  Lady  Christina  de, 
i.  275 

Rhodes,  Rev.  R.,  ii.  353,  350 
Richelieu,  Cardinal,  ii.  300 
Richelieu,  Due  de,  i.  101,  433 
Richelieu,  Mme.  de,  ii.  140 
Richemont,  Mme.  de,  i.  394 
Richmond,  Duke  of,  ii.  155  n. 
Rigny,  General  de,  i.  440,  ii.  80 
Ripon,  Lord,  ii.  155  n. 

Rivers,  Lord,  ii.  118,  (marriage)  135, 
152,  241,  249,  308 
Rivoli,  ii.  304 

Robinson,  Lady  Helena,  ii.  131 
Robinson,  Miss,  i.  373,  ii.  32 
Robinson,  Mr.,  i.  341 
Robinson,  Sir  F.,  ii.  139 
Robinson,  Sir  G.,  i.  273 


Rochefort,  ii.  269 

Rochefoucauld,  Sostfegne  de  la,  ii. 
225 

Roden,  Lady,  ii.  278 
Rodney,  Miss,  i.  110 
Roebuck,  Mr.,  ii.  238 
Rogers,  Mr.,  i.  131,  255,  ii.  60,  212, 
273 

Roget,  Dr.,  i.  136 
Rohan,  Due  de,  i.  100,  109 
Rokeby,  Lord,  ii.  207,  308 
Rome,  i.  251,  ii.  339  sqq. 

Romilly,  Sir  Samuel,  i.  136 
Rose,  Mrs.  George,  ii.  255 
Rosny,  Chateau  de,  ii.  195 
Rossi,  Count  (married  Mme.  Sontag), 
ii.  41  n. 

Rossini,  Signor  (composer),  i.  240, 
243,  380,  410,  428 
Rossini,  Mme.,  ii.  18 
Rothschild,  M.  (banker,  Paris),  i. 

322,  342,  372,  428,  ii.  94,  123,  203 
Rothschild,  Mme.,  i.  428,  ii.  150 
Rousseau’s  1  Emile,’  i.  16 
Roxburgh,  Duchess  of,  ii.  222 
Rubini  (singer),  ii.  109, 115, 169,  275 
Rumbold,  Miss,  i.  388,  ii.  3 
Rumbold,  Sir  William,  ii.  4 
Rumford,  Comtesse,  i.  326,  ii.  178 
Russell,  Lady  Louisa  (now  Dow¬ 
ager  Duchess  of  Abercorn),  i.  245 
Russell,  Lady  John,  her  death,  ii. 
275  sq. 

Russell,  Lord  (Lord  Tavistock’s 
son),  i.  142 

Russell,  Lord  John,  i.  88,  (his 
‘  Sketches  of  Life  and  Manners  ’) 
163,  165,  379,  393,  395,  ii.  14,  20, 
185,  250,  275,  288 

Russell,  Lady  William  (nee  Miss 
Rawdon),  i.  127,  196,  433,  ii.  99, 
105 

Russell,  Lord  William,  i.  88,  100, 
ii.  101,  302 

Russell,  Lord  Wriothesley,  i.  360 
Russia,  Emperor  of :  Alexander,  i. 

65,  70  ;  Nicholas,  ii.  54 
Russo-Turkish  war  (1829),  ii.  43 
222 

‘  Rust  and  Lust,’  meaning  of,  in 
Holland,  i.  280 

Rutland,  Duchess  of,  i.  36,  369 
Rutland,  Duke  of,  i.  136,  ii.  103, 
214 

Ryder,  Lady  Georgiana  (married 
Mr.  Wortley),  i.  279 
Ryder,  Lady  Harriet  (later,  wife  of 
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Lord  Charles  Hervey) ,  i.  130,  ii. 
49,  105 

Ryder,  Lady  Louisa,  ii.  49 
Ryder,  Lady  Mary  (later,  wife  of 
Admiral  Saurin),  i.  130 
Ryder,  Lady  Susan  (married  Lord 
Elrington,  later  Lord  Fortescue, 
i.  16,  22 


Sadler,  Mr.,  ii.  60 
Sagan,  Duchesse  de,  i.  71 
Salamanca,  the  victory  at  (1812),  i. 
35  sqq. 

Salines,  ii.  269 

Salisbury,  Lady  (widow  of  first 
Marquis),  ii.  37 
Saltram,  i.  77,  228 
Salvandy,  M.,  ii.  84 
Salviati,  M.,  i.  263 
Salvo,  Mme.  de  ( nee  Claxton),  ii.  325 
Samoiloff,  Mme.,  ii.  302 
San  Carlos,  Duchesse,  ii.  160 
Sandon,  i.  8,  10,  22,  27,  31 
Sandon,  Lady,  i.  364,  ii.  49 
Sandon,  Lady  Frances,  ii.  51 
Sandon,  Lord,  ii.  50,  56,  381 
Sandwich,  Lady,  i.  153,  241,  ii. 
147 

Sapieha,  Mme.,  ii.  83 
Sardi  (courier  of  Queen  Caroline),  i. 
179 

Sardinia,  King  of  (1831),  ii.  99  sq. 
Sartoris,  Mrs.,  ii.  378,  395 
‘  Saul  and  David’  (poem),  ii.  275 
Saurin,  Lady  Mary,  ii.  49 
Saxe,  Princesse  Amelie  de,  ii.  283 
Scarsdale,  Lady,  i.  28 
Scheffer,  Ary  (artist),  ii.  299 
Schevening,  i.  284,  287 
Schiller’s  ‘  Ideale,’  ii.  331 
Schlagan,  M.  de,  i.  263 
Schlegel  (the  German  critic),  ii. 
114 

Schivoni,  Mile,  (actress),  ii.  217 
Schonbourg,  Princesse  de,  i.  259, 
ii.  205,  221,  239,  246,  252,  308 
Schoppung,  Mme.,  ii.  206 
Schoschen,  M.  de,  i.  296 
Schouvaloff,  Countess,  ii.  199,  206, 
212 

Scott,  Sir  Walter,  i.  181,  186 
Scott,  Sir  William,  i.  200 
Scrain  (  =  Colonel  Staples),  i.  276 
Scriptures,  Lady  Granville’s  study 
of  the,  i.  355,  ii.  128,  193 
Schwartzenberg,  M.  Felix,  ii.  325 

VOL.  II. 


Schwartzenberg,  Prince  de,  i.  72, 
259,  ii.  77 

Schwartzenberg,  Mile,  de,  ii.  261 
Schwartzenberg,  Mme.,  ii.  274 
Seaford,  Lady,  ii.  336 
Seaford,  Lord,  i.  390,  430,  438,  ii. 

5,  10,  14,  293,  312 
Sebastiani,  M.,  ii.  87,  93, 101 
Sebastiani,  Mme.,  ii.  222,  226 
Sefton,  Lord,  i.  105 
Segur,  M.,  i.  70;  works  by,  344 
Segur,  Mme.,  ii.  314 
Sermoneta,  Duca  di,  ii.  347  n. 

Seton,  Sir  Henry,  ii.  19 
Severini,  M.,  ii.  256 
Sevigne,  Mme.  de,  i.  127,  ii.  165 
Seymour,  Lady,  ii.  68 
Seymour,  Lady  George,  i.  241 
Seymour,  Lord  Algernon  (later, 
Duke  of  Somerset),  ii.  376 
Seymour,  Lord  George,  ii.  58,  371, 
386 

Seymour,  Miss  (afterwards  wife  of 
Colonel  Dawson  Darner),  i.  241, 
ii.  150 

Seymour,  Sir  Michael,  ii.  150 
Shaftesbury,  Lord,  i.  202 
Shee,  Sir  George,  ii.  333 
Sheil,  Mr.,  ii.  364 
Shelburne,  Lady,  ii.  379 
Shelburne,  Lord,  ii.  333,  375 
Shelley,  Lady,  i.  43,  45,  67,  72 
Shelley,  Sir  John,  i.  62 
Shelley,  Sir  T.,  ii.  142 
Sheridan,  Mr.,  i.  5,  80 
‘  Shoes  ’  =  Lady  Rivers 
Shore,  Mr.,  ii.  110 
Shrewsbury,  Lady,  ii.  283,  373 
Siddons,  Mrs.,  ii.  52 
‘  Silence  ’  =  Lady  Jersey 
Simloff,  Mme.  ii.  218 
Six  van  Oterleek,  Mme.,  i.  284 
Sligo,  Lady,  i.  435 
Smith,  Lady  (wife  of  Sir  Sidney),  i. 
331,  335 

Smith,  Mr.  Leveson,  i.  393 
Smith,  Mr.  Vernon  (later,  Lord 
Lyveden),  ii.  174 

Smith,  Rev.  Sydney,  i.  216, 384,  ii.  37 
Smith,  Sir  Sidney,  ii.  85,  150 
Smithson,  Miss  (actress),  i.  431,  436 
Sneyd,  Mr.,  i.  52,  131,  133,  182, 
195,  303,  366,  384,  386,  ii.  48,  51, 
97,  109,  186,  271,  375 
Sobenska,  Mme.,  i.  397,  404,  411, 
434,  ii.  13 

Society  :  in  Holland  (1824),  i.  262 
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sqq. ;  in  Paris  (1824),  318,  (speci¬ 
mens  of  conversation)  320, 
(1825-26)  369,  375,  380,  392, 
(1831)  ii.  79,  (1837)  246  sqq., 
(1838)  274  sqq.,  (1840)  313 
Sol  ms,  Amelie  de  (mother  of  the 
first  Stadth older),  i.  286 
Somers,  Lord,  i.  251 
Somerset,  Duchess  of,  i.  189,  ii. 
373 

Somerset,  Lord  FitzRoy  (afterwards 
Lord  Raglan),  i.  57,  96,  158,  427 
Somerset,  Lady  FitzRoy,  i.  57 
Sondes,  Lord.  i.  166 
Sontag,  Mile.,  i.  388,  440,  ii.  15, 
18,  26,  (marriage)  40  sq. 

Sortain,  Rev.  Mr.  (Huntingdon 
Chapel,  Brighton),  ii.  378 
Sotheby,  Mr.,  ii.  129 
Soult,  Marshal  (Due  de  Reggio),  i. 

406,  ii.  76,  259,  281,  287,  318 
Soult,  Mme.  la  Marechale,  ii.  75 
Souza,  Mme.  de,  i.  63,  70,  95,  203 
Spa,  i.  49 

Spada,  Monsignor,  ii.  349 
Spanish  question,  the  (1824),  i. 
250  sq. 

Spencer,  Dowager  Lady  (widow  of 
first  Earl  Spencer),  i.  6 
Spencer,  Lady,  i.  31 
Spencer,  Lord,  ii.  175 
Spencer,  Mr.  W.,  i.  4 
Spezia,  ii.  362 

Spinetto,  Signor  (interpreter  at 
Queen  Caroline’s  trial),  i.  161 
Spliigen,  the,  ii.  338 
Spot,  Miss  V.  de,  ii.  285 
Spring  Rice,  Mr.,  ii.  17,  157 
St.  Aldegonde,  M.  de,  i.  117 
St.  Amand,  Due  de,  ii.  819 
St.  Aulaire,  M.  de,  ii.  192,  381 
St.  Aulaire,  Mme.  de,  i.  405,  ii. 
314 

St.  Clair,  Chevalier,  ii.  4 
St.  Clair,  Mme.,  ii.  101,  238,  318 
St.  Cloud,  ii.  259 
St.  Germans,  Lord,  ii.  381 
St.  Helens,  Lord,  i.  239 
St.  Leu,  Mme.  de  (Queen  Hortense), 
i.  83 

St.  Omer,  i.  258 
St.  Valery,  Port,  ii.  290 
Stackelberg,  Mme.  de,  273,  286 
Stael,  Mme.  de,  i.  95,  98 
Stafford  House  (formerly  York 
House),  ii.  38 

Stafford,  Marchioness  of  (Countess 


of  Sutherland),  i.  3,  19,  93,  127, 
191,  246,  430,  ii.  36,  62,  70 
Stafford,  Marquis  of,  i.  19,  39,  147, 
173,  175,  184,  191,  ii.  35,  47,  62, 
141 

Standish,  Mrs.,  i.  136,  165,  275, 
403 

Stanhope,  Lady,  ii.  188  sq. 
Stanhope,  Lady  Wilhelmina,  ii. 
188,  208 

Stanley,  Lady  Gertrude  Sloane,  ii. 
396 

Stanley,  Lady  Marv,  ii.  194,  205, 
341 

Stanley,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Stanley;  later,  fourteenth  Earl  of 
Derby),  i.  294,  341,  428,  430,  ii. 
1,  47,  56,  155,  157,  178,  183 
Stanley,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord 
Stanley  of  Alderley),  ii.  383 
Stewart,  Lord  (later,  third  Marquis 
of  Londonderry),  i.  63,  71 
Stewart,  Mr.  George,  i.  281,  299, 
ii.  72,  75,  100,  330,  364 
Stirum,  Count,  i.  275,  284 
Strachan,  Lady,  ii.  144 
Strangways,  Mr.,  i.  282,  286  sq. 
Strathallan,  Lady,  i.  328 
Strathaven,  Lord,  ii.  67 
Strickland,  Mrs.,  i.  404 
Stuart,  Lady  Elizabeth  (afterwards 
Lady  Stuart  de  Rothesay),  i.  99, 
108,' 315,  324,  ii.  44,  54,  77,  199, 
230,  232 

Stuart,  Lord  Dudley,  i.  239 
Stuart,  Miss  Louisa  (later,  Mar¬ 
chioness  of  Waterford),  i.  105,  ii. 
224,  232 

Stuart,  Sir  Charles  (later,  Lord 
Stuart  de  Rothesay),  i.  64,  67,  96, 
104,  106,  ii.  23,  54,  71,  77,  98, 
195 

Suffield  Gunton,  Mr.  (artist),  ii.  240 
Suffield,  Lord,  ii.  147 
Sumner,  Rev.  Charles  (later,  Bishop 
of  Winchester),  i.  255 
Sumner’s  ‘Records  of  the  Creation,’ 
ii.  50 

Surrey,  Lady,  i.  52,  ii.  281 
Surrey,  Lord,  i.  52 
Sussex,  Duke  of,  i.  161 
Sutherland,  Duchess-Countess  of : 

her  death,  ii.  280  sq. 

Sutherland,  Duchess  of :  First  Lady 
to  Queen  Victoria,  ii.  226,  236, 
238,  275,  330 

Sutherland,  (first)  Duke  of,  ii.  141 
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Sutherland,  (second)  Duke  of,  ii. 

201,  208,  225,  286 
Sutton,  Mr.  Manners  (afterwards 
first  Viscount  of  Canterbury),  ii. 
183 

Sydney,  Lady,  ii.  170,  173,  181 


Tableaux  yivants,  ii.  255 
Taglioni,  Mile.  Marie  (dancer),  i. 
416,  ii.  217 

Talaru,  Mme.  de  (formerly  Mme. 

de  Clermont  Tonnerre),  i.  331 
Talbot,  Lady,  i.  8,  31,  38,  84 
Talbot,  Lady  Fanny,  i.  236 
Talbot,  Lord,  i.  88,  ii.  52,  64,  110 
Talbot,  Mr.  John,  ii.  47,  110,  216 
Talleyrand,  Baronne  de,  i.  71 
Talleyrand,  Mile.  Pauline  de  (after¬ 
wards  Mme.  Henri  de  Castellane), 
ii.  172 

Talleyrand,  Mme.  de,  ii.  299,  329, 
363 

Talleyrand,  Prince  de,  i.  54,  67, 
403,  405,  ii.  18,  52,  67,  70  n.,  77, 
125,  127,  130,  148,  172  «.,  173, 
175,  180,  219,  247 
Tallien,  Mme.,  ii.  31 
Talma,  M.  (actor),  i.  71,  73,  126 
Tamburini,  Signor  (singer),  ii.  169, 
274 

Tankerville,  Lady,  i.  244 
Tavistock,  Lady,  i.  135,  199,  ii.  239 
Tavistock,  Lord,  i.  135,  205 
Tawell,  Mr.  (the  murderer),  ii.  391 
Taylor,  Mr.,  i.  312 
Tchann,  M.  (Swiss  Minister  at 
Paris),  i.  351,  ii.  97,  132,  220, 
273 

Test  and  Corporation  Act,  repeal  of, 

ii.  14 

Thanet,  Lord,  i.  194 
The  coiffe,  un,  ii.  315 
Thelusson,  Miss,  ii.  313 
Thiel,  M.,  i.  281 

Thiers,  M.,  ii.  Ill,  201,  219,  253, 
281  sq.,  286,  301 ;  ‘  L’Histoire  du 
Consulat,’  393 

1  Third,  Mr.’  (=M.  Thiers),  ii.  284 
Thistlewood,  conviction  of,  i.  152 
Thomond,  Lady,  i.  325,  328 
Thompson,  Mr.  Beilby  (afterwards 
Lord  Wenlock),  ii.  34 
Thorn,  Colonel,  ii.  239,  302 
Thought-reading,  ii.  388 
Thurlow,  Lord,  ii.  131 
Thurtell  (murderer),  i.  249 


Thynne,  Lady  Charlotte,  i.  382,  ii. 
25 

Thynne,  Lady  Louisa,  i.  167 
Tierney,  Mr.,  i.  2,  51,  176,  ii. 
57 

Tierney,  Mr.  George,  i.  294,  298, 
301 

Tierney,  Sir  Matthew  (physician), 
i.  240 

Titchfield,  Lord,  ii.  15  sq. 

Tivoli  Gardens  (Paris),  i.  122 
Tixal,  i.  24,  35,  37, 147 
Tomline,  Mr.,  ii.  224 
Tonbridge  Wells,  ii.  42 
Townshend,  Lord  John,  i.  4 
Torlonia,  Prince,  ii.  341,  345 
Tractarianism,  ii.  382 
Tree,  Miss  (actress),  i.  189 
Trauttmansdorf,  Count,  i.  199 
Trelawny,  Captain,  ii.  202 
Trench,  Sir  F.,  ii.  214 
Trentham,  i.  8,  19  sqq.,  ii.  35 
Trevise,  Due  de,  ii.  175  n.,  194 
Trimmer,  Miss  (Lady  Granville’s 
governess),  i.  11,  16,  172,  178, 
300 

Tripp,  Baron,  i.  70,  89 
Triqueti,  M.,  ii.  275 
Trocadero,  the  capture  of,  i.  389 
‘  Trois  jours,’  the,  ii.  101 
Tuileries,  the,  ii.  82,  84 
Tyrconnel,  Lord,  i.  43 
Tyrwhitt,  Sir  Thomas,  i.  156,  161, 
166 


Upton,  General,  i.  402,  ii.  387 
Upton,  Mr.  Edward,  ii.  290 
Useden,  Mr.,  i.  285 


Vaccination,  ii.  363 
Valen9ay,  Duchesse  de,  ii.  79,  171 
Valletort,  Lord,  i.  209,  305 
Vallombrosa,  Duchesse  de,  ii.  188, 
206,  208 

Vane,  Lord  Harry,  ii.  74,  98.  109, 
117,  139,  278 
Vatry,  M.,  ii.  274 
Vatry,  Mme.,  i.  403 
Vaudemont,  Princesse  de,  i.  320, 
323,  371,  385,  389,  ii.  18,  79, 
81 

Vaudreuil,  M.  Alfred  de,  ii.  54 
Vaudreuil,  Mme.  de,  ii.  108,  260 
Velde,  Adrian  Van  de  (artist),  i. 
274 
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Velluti  (singer),  ii.  26 
Vendangerie ,  the  process  of,  ii. 
164 

Venningen,  Baron  von,  ii.  335 
Verity,  Dr.,  i.  162,  240,  256,  301, 
ii.  Ill,  155,  163,  327 
Vernon,  Archbishop  of  York  (mar¬ 
ried  Lord  Granville’s  sister),  i.  9, 
20 

Vernon,  Lady  Anne  (sister  of  Lord 
Granville),  i.  9,  133 
Vernon,  Lady  Elizabeth  (afterwards 
Harcourt),  i.  80,  126,  185,  244,  ii. 
257 

Vernon,  Miss,  i.  410 
Vernon,  Miss  Georgiana,  ii.  35 
Vernon,  Mr.  (afterwards  assumed 
name  of  Harcourt),  i.  20,  81 
Vernon,  Mrs.  George,  i.  40  sq. 
Vernon,  Mr.  Granville,  i.  200,  206, 
308 

Verona,  Congress  of,  i.  225 
Versailles,  ii.  233,  320 
Verulam,  Lord,  ii.  195 
Vicence,  Due  de  (Caulaincourt),  ii. 
287,  290 

Victoria,  Queen :  (as  Princess)  i. 
168,  (accession)  ii.  235,  249, 
(coronation)  259,  261,  277,  285, 
(at  Ascot)  288,  290,  294,  (mar¬ 
riage)  296,  (birth  of  Princess 
Royal)  327,  (Prince  of  Wales) 
328,  330,  (visit  to  Louis  Philippe 
at  Eu)  369,  381,  (at  Osborne) 
398 

Vidal,  Dr.,  ii.  264 

Villa  Borghese,  Paris  (later,  the 
English  Embassy),  i.  62 
Villa  Garcia,  Mine.,  ii.  297 
Villele,  M.  de,  i.  308,  317,  325,  437, 
439 

Villiers,  Edward,  ii.  131,  134 
Villiers,  George  (later,  Lord  Claren¬ 
don),  i.  235, 352,  ii.  118, 120,  122, 
271 

Villiers,  Lady  Sarah,  ii.  319 
Villiers,  Lady  Theresa  (later,  wife- 
of  Sir  G.  Cornewall  Lewis),  i. 
346 

Villiers,  Lord  (eldest  son  of  Lord 
Jersey),  ii.  41 
Villiers,  Mrs.,  ii.  278 
Virginia  Water,  ii.  28 
Vizy,  i.  350 

‘  Vraiment  ’  =  Prince  Lieven. 
Walewska,  Mme.,  ii.  147 


Walewski,  Count,  i.  436,  ii.  13,  26, 
31,  36,  120,  136,  221 
Wallace,  Lord,  ii.  100 
Wallack,  Mr.  (actor),  i.  90 
Waller,  Mr.,  ii.  74 
Wallscourt,  Lady,  ii.  207,  255, 
258 

Walpole,  Horace,  i.  4  n. 

Walpole,  Lord,  i.  2 
Warburton,  Mr.,  i.  200,  ii.  184 
Ward,  Mr.  (afterwards  Viscount 
Ward ;  later,  Earl  Dudley),  i.  2, 
28, 32  sq.,  41,  80, 140,  171  sq.,  183, 
ii.  155 

Warwick,  Lady,  i.  2 
Water-cure,  the,  ii.  389 
!  Waterford,  Lady,  i.  328 
Waterloo,  battle  of,  i.  62,  64 
Waterpark,  Lady,  i.  343 
Way,  Rev.  Lewis,  i.  317 
Weare,  Mr.,  the  murder  of,  i. 
249 

Webster,  Miss,  ii.  9 
Webster,  Sir  Henry,  ii.  387 
Wellesley,  Mr.,  ii.  333 
Wellington,  Duke  of :  (in  Paris, 
1815)  i.  66,  74,  104,  106, 108,148, 
(insulted  by  London  mob,  1820) 
158,  164,  168,  203,  221,  224,  248, 
350,  352,  427,  (Prime  Minister, 
1828)  ii.  6,  10,  51,  53,  56,  (speech 
against  all  Reform)  64,  (fall  of  his 
Ministry)  65,  (the  Reform  crisis) 
66  sqq.,  155,  176,  195,  213,  288, 
381,  398 

Werther,  Mme.,  ii.  150,  206 
Westhill  (Wimbledon),  ii.  37 
Westmorland,  Lady,  i.  435,  ii. 
85,  102,  330 

Westmorland,  Lord,  i.  324,  ii. 
330 

AVeyer,  M.  Afan  de,  ii.  72,  395 
Wharncliffe,  Lady,  i.  414 ;  ii.  40, 
47,  184,  190,  381 

AVharncliffe,  Lord,  ii.  56,  59,  64,  98, 
117 

AVherstead,  i.  147,  194,  215,  224 
Whitbread,  Miss,  ii.  343 
Whitbread,  Mr.,  i.  50,  54 
‘  White  Bear,  the  ’  =  Princesse 
Lieven 

Whitmore,  Mr.,  i.  205 
Wilberforce,  Mr.,  i.  27 
Wilhelmine,  Princess  (sister  of 
Frederick  the  Great),  i.  38 
William  IV.,  King,  ii.  62  sq.,  65,  98, 
184,  (death)  235  sq. 
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'Willongliby,  Lady,  ii.  238 
Wilniot,  Mr.,  i.  181,  171,  174,  180, 
182,  284,  288,  ii.  51,  65 
Wilson,  Sir  Robert,  i.  171,  214, 
254 

Wilton,  Lady,  ii.  64 
Winchilsea,  Lord,  ii.  83  n.,  54, 
62 

Wits,  Capitaine,  i.  275 
Wittgenstein,  Mine.,  ii.  218 
Woburn,  i.  196 
Wood,  Alderman,  i.  160,  178 
Wood,  Sir  Charles  (later,  Viscount 
Halifax),  ii.  293  n. 

Woolmers  (estate),  i.  39 
Worcester,  Lady,  i.  198,  203,  219, 
315, 328 

Worcester,  Lord,  i.  162,  164 
W7oronzow,  Comte  Simon,  i.  62 
Wortley,  Lady  Caroline,  i.  226,  233, 
317 

Wortley,  Lady  Georgiana,  ii.  147 
Wortley,  Miss,  ii.  32,  55 
Wortley,  Mr.  (later,  Lord  Wharn- 
cliffe  :  married  Lady  Georgiana 
Ryder),  i.  279,  288,  ii.  60,  147, 
323  n. 

Wortley,  Mr.  Charles,  ii.  62 
Wortley,  Mr.  James,  ii.  343 
Wrekin,  the,  i.  129 
Wrest  Park,  ii.  390 


Wrottesley,  Lady  Caroline,  i.  11 
Wrottesley,  Miss,  ii.  53 
i  Wiirtemberg,  Duchess  of  (Louis 
Philippe’s  daughter),  ii.  276  sq. ; 
death,  280 

AViirtemberg,  Duke  of,  ii.  299 
Wiirtemberg,  King  of,  ii.  333  n, 
Wiirtemberg,  Princesse  Helene  de 
(married  Grand  Duke  Michael), 
ii.  333 

Wyatville,  Sir  Geoffrey,  ii.  47 
Wynn,  Sir  Watkin  Williams,  i. 
213 

Wynne,  Mr.  Charles,  i.  200 


Yarmouth,  Lord,  ii.  120,  132 
1  Yenne,  ii.  264 
York,  Duke  of,  i.  197,  402 
York  House  (afterwards  Stafford 
House),  ii.  38 


Zamoyska,  Mine.,  i.  117,  264,  ii. 
83,  314 

Zamoyski,  M.  Ladislas,  ii.  207 
Zavadowska,  Mine.,  ii.  218,  225, 
282,  346 

Zichy,  M.,  ii.  217 
Zingonee  (racehorse),  ii.  42 
Zuchelli,  Signor  (singer),  i.  410 
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